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About the book

  
  


  
 



This mini novel drama contains five episodes of a cop duo who
serve the citizens of Philadelphia. In this sequel, they solve
major cases in addition to evolving as detectives.
  
  


  
The characters in this book are fictional. Any resemblance
between them and any living persons is purely coincidental.
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Close to noon…
  
  


  
 



Pleasure turned to disappointment. After having completely
uneventful patrols with no need to make an arrest all day in
Philadelphia, Sylvia Bagney, a white police officer, saw two male
teens engaging in a fistfight on a sidewalk stationed in front of
houses. She slammed on the brakes.
  
  


  
 



Upon emerging from her cruiser, hoping to not have to call for
backup, she flashed her badge and announced, “Police! Break it
up.”
  
  


  
 



After the combatants immediately complied, Sylvia asked them,
“What is this all about?”
  
  


  
 



“He looked at me a few seconds too long while passing me by as I
stood in my front yard behind me,” answered the white male.
  
  


  
 



“This wasn’t a racially motivated attack, was it?” asked
Sylvia.
  
  


  
 



“No.”
  
  


  
 



Diverting her attention to the brown male, Sylvia asked, “Do you
want to press charges?”
  
  


  
 



“No. Besides, I egged him on by asking him what he was going to
do about me gawking at him,” he confessed.
  
  


  
 



Redirecting her eyes to the white teen, Sylvia said, “Please go
into your house.”
  
  


  
 



She then instructed the brown teen, “I need you to be on your
way now.”
  
  


  
 



As the teens obeyed her commands, she warned them, “Don’t you
guys fight anymore, you hear me?”
  
  


  
 



There was a nod from the teens. Sylvia then took her cruiser to
the precinct then soon went home.
  
  


  
Before she could remove her keys from the front door, her
husband (Wesley) said, “You appear upbeat.”
  
  


  
 



“I’m definitely upbeat. With the exception of a minor fistfight,
the streets were peaceful and I didn’t have to make one arrest
during the entire shift.”
  
  


  
 



“I am sure you wish almost all your shifts were like this.”
 

  


  
 



“No argument there.”
  
  


  
 



“I just finished cooking. Care to join me?”
  
  


  
 



“Love to.”
  
  


  
 



The couple began eating their meal at the kitchen table. After
Wes took his last bite fourteen minutes later, he headed out the
door then drove to work where he was a firefighter. Once Sylvia
finished what she considered her dinner seven minutes later, she
took off her uniform then took a warm bath.
  
  


  
 



***
  
  


  
 



“How are you doing today, Judy?” asked bank teller Anthony
“Tony” School (a black/brown man) as Judith “Judy” Meredith walked
up to his station at the counter on this late summer day.
  
  


  
 



Judy answered, “I can’t complain, Tony. It’s sunny and
comfortable outside plus I just received a big paycheck due to
having worked a lot of overtime at my office job last week.”
  
  


  
 



Tony: “That’s what’s up. Do you work a lot of overtime?”
  
  


  
 



Judy: “No, I only get to work overtime pretty much on a rare
basis. I was just lucky we had an unusually large load of customer
demand last week.”
  
  


  
 



Tony: “Are you close to cashing in your windfall?”
  
  


  
 



“As a matter of fact, I brought my check with me to cash out,”
confirmed Judy while pulling her latest paycheck out of her
purse.
  
  


  
 



Upon accepting Judy’s paycheck plus the savings and checking
account deposit tickets she wrote out ahead of time, Tony
acknowledged, “Thank you. Now I just need to see your I.D.,
please.”
  
  


  
 



Judy complied by whipping out her driver’s license. Before Tony
could process it, a gunman wearing an eye-concealing mask and
holding a stack of pancakes on an open Styrofoam carton in his left
hand and a gun in his right hand burst in and announced, “This is a
stickup. Cooperate with me and no one gets hurt. Tellers, empty out
your drawers and put the money on the counter.”
  
  


  
 



He began eating one of his flapjacks while the tellers followed
his instructions. Judy watched nervously as the robber forced his
first transaction at the station next to hers. Receiving all his
money within the next ten minutes pleased the robber.
  
  


  
 



“Thank you very much,” he said while closing his large cloth bag
then exiting the bank with it over his right shoulder.
  
  


  
 



It would be normal to assume the robber’s departure would have
automatically been a relief to everyone on the scene as a result of
nobody having been hurt but no, Judy was anything but relieved. She
was literally shaking in her boots; her distress wasn’t lost on
Tony.
  
  


  
 



“What’s wrong, Judy. You’re shaken up and sweating profusely,”
he posed.
  
  


  
 



Judy returned, “Thanks for your concern. Directly experiencing
an armed bank robbery and being so close to the gunman gave me the
biggest fright of my life.”
  
  


  
 



“I’m sorry to see you like this. Are you ready to proceed with
your transaction?” asked Anthony while handing Judy her driver’s
license.
  
  


  
 



“I believe I am,” replied Judy.
  
  


  
 



She then watched Tony put down all the money she was due then
count it orally. She grabbed her cash but it fell out of her
quaking hands. The devastated patron broke down into tears;
witnessing this, the first patron waiting in line behind her
stepped forward to lend her a hand.
  
  


  
 



“Here you go,” said Virginia Wilton as she picked up Judy’s
fallen cash.
  
  


  
 



“Thank you,” reciprocated Judy.
  
  


  
 



“You’re in tears. You must be traumatized,” noted Virginia.
 

  


  
 



“I’m mostly crying out of frustration from dropping my money,”
admitted Judy.
  
  


  
 



“I can relate. I am clumsy and fumble things a lot; I just
happened to hand you your cash without dropping a dollar,”
empathized Virginia.
  
  


  
 



“Thank you. Hearing this from you means so much to me,” welcomed
Judy.
  
  


  
 



She and Virginia formed a fast friendship. Once the bandit
stepped into the getaway car waiting for him, he resumed eating his
pancakes. Now that he was down to his two final flapjacks while his
accomplice was speeding away, he decided he wanted to share his
breakfast.
  
  


  
 



“Would you like one of these hotcakes?” he asked.
  
  


  
 



“No thanks. You go ahead and finish your meal. I better continue
pushing the petal to the metal with full concentration,” returned
the robber’s cohort.
  
  


  
 



The robber began voraciously eating the penultimate pancake –
partly due to being hungry and partly due to being a tad nervous
from the rapid getaway to which he was a participant. He relaxed
upon taking his first bite into his final flapjack and thus ate it
slowly. Minutes later he and his accomplice found somewhere to lay
low for a while – in a secluded area.
  
  


  
 



“This should keep us safe from being taken into custody, at
least for the moment,” assumed the driver.
  
  


  
 



“The bottom line is that we can’t continue to drive this car –
surely this vehicle and its license plate number were captured at
the bank. I say we rest for a few hours then leave this car
behind,” pointed out the robber.
  
  


  
 



“You are so smart,” agreed the accomplice.
  
  


  
 



“Right on,” seconded the robber while feeling flattered.
  
  


  
 



The next day…
  
  


  
 



Ebony Stacey, a black/brown police officer and Sylvia’s partner,
entered the metropolitan airport minutes after being notified from
an unidentified source of the robber and his accomplice having been
dropped off by taxi. She bypassed having to go through the
checkpoint by flashing her badge and explaining why she was passing
through.
  
  


  
 



At the end of the checkpoint room sat a non-uniformed man. This
naturally raised Stacey’s suspicions.
  
  


  
 



Wanting to learn his identity, she asked him, “Who are you and
what’s your purpose of being here?”
  
  


  
 



The interrogated dude stood up and took out his badge then said,
“I’m Jeb Lankford, head of airport security.”
  
  


  
 



Ebony asked him, “Have you by chance seen a man eat pancakes
here within the past half hour?”
  
  


  
 



“No,” replied Jeb.
  
  


  
 



Ebony then walked into the concourse. Spotting a woman standing
in front of the closest wall with her suitcase parked in front of
her, she walked over to her.
  
  


  
 



“Excuse me. Have you seen two men, with perhaps one of them
eating a stack of pancakes?” asked Ebony.
  
  


  
 



“Yes. One of them removed a stack of pancakes from his backpack
then began eating them over there just seconds ago,” answered the
passenger while pointing straight ahead.
  
  


  
 



“I appreciate the tip,” thanked Ebony.
  
  


  
 



As she walked away, the passenger asked, “What’s this
about?”
  
  


  
 



Ebony kept on walking. Moments later she spotted a guy chatting
with another guy who happened to be eating a stack of pancakes.
Knowing they would likely be unarmed, she thought it unnecessary to
call for backup to safely handle them.
  
  


  
 



At gunpoint, she told them, “Get on the floor and put your hands
behind your back.”
  
  


  
 



The criminal duo complied with the order and were taken into
custody without incident.
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