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   October 5, 10:42 p.m. 
 
    
 
   [bookmark: start]"Sharon, I've received the test results from the lab," said Dr. Kemper lowering his head, not wanting to look into her tear filled eyes. They were swollen like she had lost the first round of boxing with Muhammad Ali. Willingly, he distracted himself by looking at the papers he held in his hands, flipping the pages back and forth on the clipboard. He wanted to make sure he didn't miss anything. No matter how many times the gray haired elderly doctor delivered bad news, it never got any easier.
 
   Sharon's face turned pale as she looked at the doctor waiting for him to continue about the news of her husband, James. Sharon could tell by the look on his face the news was not good. Her heart started racing, and she shifted from one foot to the other. When he didn't finish his sentence, she snapped at him. "Spit it out, what are the results?"
 
   He took a deep breath and as he exhaled his cheeks puffed out, like he was trying to whistle. "The MRI shows James is brain dead, and there's nothing medically we can do. The machine is breathing for him and it's the only thing keeping him alive. Too much time passed after his heart attack before he got help. Those few minutes deprived his brain of oxygen. I'm sorry Sharon I wish I could give you better news."
 
   "I do too." Sharon lowered her eyes to her beloved husband. Thoughts of him raced through her mind. She recalled when they met, their first date, their marriage, and the birth of their children. Tears ran down her cheek when she remembered the birth of their first child, Kismet. His head came out pointed and lopsided and James said. "Look he's an alien, honey is there something you want to tell me?" The doctor laughed for ten minutes. 
 
   Dr. Kemper coughed and she snapped back to reality. "You will need to decide when you want to turn off the machine. I'm sure you'll want to talk with family members about the details. Also, you'll need to let everyone know so they can come say their goodbyes." This was the part he hated the most, when the loved ones discussed what should be done, they never agreed. Some didn't want him to suffer, and some wanted him hooked up to the machine forever. 
 
   "Can I have over night to think about what to do?" She needed time alone to think. Picking the day and time to let her husband die was not a choice she wanted to make, tired or not. Thoughts raced through her mind about the sorrow this decision would make, especially for Lana. Even though they were cousins, they had been best friends for decades. Now in a fleeting moment, his life would end. This decision would be a crushing blow to her and all the family. 
 
   "Absolutely, you take all the time you need. I'll come by in the morning and check on you, and answer any questions you might have."
 
   "Thank you." Sharon picked up her coat and kissed James' cheek. "Good night doctor and I'll see you in the morning." The last few days with only a few hours of sleep caught up with her. Knowing her own body, she needed rest. Without rest she might doubt any decision she made. 
 
   "Good night Sharon and try to get a decent night's sleep." He was never shocked by how distraught spouses acted. Some would scream at the top of their lungs and others would laugh. Most cried and were afraid to make any decisions, and they let the doctor spoon feed them through the process. Sharon appeared to be the quiet type and always wanted to be alone to think about what to do. 
 
   They both walked out of the hospital room without saying another word, but she did glance back at her husband one last time.
 
   Sharon started her car and looked up toward James' room. She couldn't leave. Even though she needed rest, and time alone to think, she would have to make time later. Right now she needed to spend the last few hours with her husband of thirty-one years. The walk to his room was routine, and the nurses just nodded their heads as she passed. Sharon pulled the covers back and crawled in next to him.
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   October 7, 3:42 a.m. 
 
    
 
   Forty-seven year old Lana Andrews sat in a chair in the hallway of Citizens Memorial Hospital, waiting to say goodbye to her cousin James. His unexpected heart attack disarrayed her entire life, everyone's life. All the loved ones, teary eyed, went into his room to say goodbye. Some would go in alone and others went in as groups. Lana wanted to be alone.
 
   Fidgeting in the orange hard chair and waiting for all the immediate family to arrive, she reminisced how James had always been at her side. How he had helped her get through her rough divorce. When she divorced, James helped her move, he went to court with her, and he even went head to head with the ex. No matter what happened in her life, he always stood by Lana's side. She looked down at the tile floor and the pit of her stomach hurt, dreading the next hour.
 
   The last person left the death room. Lana took a deep breath and walked in, trembling. Her hands shook as she reached down and took his limp hand. Lana spoke with a soft tone, a whisper. "James, I know you can't hear me, but I need to say goodbye. I love you so much and I will miss you. I will miss your guidance, love, and talks. If I could give you my heart to make you strong, I would. I'm sorry I wasn't there for you when you needed me most." She choked up for a few seconds then finally murmured one last word. "Goodbye." Lana reached down and kissed his cool cheek. For several seconds she looked into his cadaverous face hoping for some telltale sign of life, but nothing. 
 
   Lana took the sleeve of her sweater and wiped away the tears as she looked around his death room. It was not a typical hospital room, more like a Martha Stewart home. All the furniture had been stained with a dark mahogany color, and the bedspread and walls were different shades of green. But what stood out the most were the wall hangings. People painted pictures, framed them, and hung them on the wall. To her surprise, they were happy pictures of trees and flowers. Are they trying to put me in a good mood? She thought. This would be James' death room, and she didn't want to forget a thing. 
 
   Dr. Kemper and his nurse walked in and interrupted her thoughts. He looked at her with sadness and spoke, barely audible. "It's time." 
 
   Lana nodded, but her heart denied the reality of it all. All the close loved ones shuffled into the room, one by one and gathered around James. Lana held James' hand, shaking. She alone held his hand. As the doctor pushed the button, the beeping slowed down until it flat lined. Lana expected him to jerk, fight to live. But he didn't. He just slowly drifted away. His heart stopped, her heart pounded as his last heartbeat slipped from his lifeless body. She took a deep breath as his heartbeat streamed from his fingers into hers. Tears trickled down her cheek and dripped on the bedspread. Oh my Lord, I can't let go, I just can't and I don't want to lose him. Her heart felt heavy with sorrow. 
 
   "Come on Lana, you have to let go. You know that is what he would want," said Sharon consolingly.
 
   How dare her to ask Lana to let go of his hand. Sharon didn't even attempt to hold his hand the last few seconds of his life. Lana hated her, she hated the doctor, and she even hated James. How dare him die and leave them all, he had no right to die. Lana wanted to say goodbye and talk with him one more time. It was all she could do to hold back her anger. "It's so hard," she said with curtness, and she didn't want to look at Sharon. How could she have signed that paper? Her emotions overtook rational thinking. 
 
   Lana knew she shouldn't be hard on Sharon, because James had been brain dead for several days. They all loved him so much and that made it even more difficult. Her mind was in a state of reckless emotions.
 
   The doctor pronounced him dead, and the nurse wrote down the details of time, cause of death and date. 
 
   That's it. 
 
   It's over, just like that. 
 
   Lana walked out the door.
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   October 9, 1:30 p.m.
 
    
 
   When Lana walked out her front door she realized what a sunny day it was for the funeral. The temperature in Chattanooga hovered around eighty degrees. It was much warmer than normal, with only a slight breeze. The trees still held on to their fall leaves and they had already turned to the bright colors; orange, red, purple, and every other color imaginable. Even with all this beauty surrounding her, all she could think about was her own sorrow. How could today be sunny when she felt the deepest and darkest hurt she had ever experienced in her life? The sun shouldn't be shining today and she wished it would hide behind the clouds, Lana wished she could hide behind the clouds. 
 
   Once she arrived at the cemetery she sat in the truck a few minutes, contemplating leaving. She couldn't, she trudged on, unwillingly. Lana looked over at all the other graves at the cemetery and wondered how their families managed to get through their own tragedy. Then she saw an infant's tombstone she thought. If this little baby's parents can get through this, I can as well. That one tiny tombstone gave her courage. 
 
   As she got closer to the grave she fixated on James' casket, it saddened her knowing his body lay in there, and soon he would be put in the ground. He was too young for this fate of eternity, fifty was too young. All graves should be like New Orleans, above the ground. Hell fell below the ground and Heaven rose above the ground, and families so freely send everyone to hell.
 
   Thank the Lord for the chairs to sit on, or she might have collapsed. Everyone around her solemnly sat there, and like Lana they were drained. The oddest thing, what she remembered most, almost everyone wore black. Whoever started the tradition of wearing black to funerals? Her grandmother, a devout Pentecostal Christian, told her years ago. "Death is a celebration. Our loved ones have moved on to a better place, and that's a time to celebrate." Today of all days she thought of that and wondered. If death is such a celebration then why don't we wear party hats and party clothes to funerals instead of black?
 
   Sharon interrupted her thoughts by putting her hand on Lana's and leaned in to whisper. "Look at the view James will have forever." In the distance the beauty of Lookout Mountain looked breathtaking, and James would have loved the view. The sun smiled on the sheets of multi-colored leaves and the wet summer made the colors more vibrant. 
 
   Lana knew any other day she might have been in total contentment looking at the mountain, but not today. She nodded knowing how much he loved the mountains. "He would love this place," Lana whispered. 
 
   The deep gray casket sparkled with the sun beating down on it. She thought he would have preferred a red casket that sparkled. The red one looked more like a sports car and he loved sports cars, Corvettes. Then Lana pivoted her eyes up to a beautiful majestic mountain in the background. She thought. "My precious cousin, this will be your beautiful view for eternity." She lowered her head, and quietly wept.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   After the funeral everyone gathered at James and Sharon's house. People Lana knew and didn't know were boisterous with their opinions about death. Their opinions really got on her last nerve. She didn't want to deal with their epiphany of wisdom on how she should handle her grieving.
 
   Instead of dealing with them, she decided to adhere to a more surreal surrounding, the front porch. At the end sat a great big swing to sit on and it's on the far end of the porch. No one sat out there, not even the children. She would have complete solitude. The swing creaked when she sat down and it made a struggled squeak when she slightly went back and forth, in a slow rhythm. She smiled when she thought about what James might say at a time like this. "The swing is telling you that you need to lose weight." 
 
   People were coming and going, and some she didn't know. They nodded an acknowledgment as they saw her. That suited her just fine because she was content sitting alone. Swinging and listening to all the sounds of outside made her heart content. In the distance she could hear kids playing kick ball in the street, taking advantage of the last few days of the warm weather. Three houses down, an older man mowed his yard for the last time this year. Inside dishes were banging as people made their plates of food. Lana kept swinging in a slow rhythm.
 
   Within a few minutes Sharon walked some friends out and she saw Lana sitting on the swing. 
 
   As Lana watched her, she noticed Sharon had more gray than brown in her shoulder length hair. Through the years Sharon gained a little weight, but she did have three kids. Gravity did take its toll on her midsection. But some of the chubbiness was from being so short she couldn't be over five feet tall and she didn't have the long torso to help hide her weight. Even with all that has happened she still walked with some perkiness during her mourning. And thank God she changed out of her black dress. 
 
   The guests left and Sharon walked over and sat with Lana on the old wood swing. Lana slowed down a tiny bit as Sharon sat down next to her. "How are you?" Sharon asked while crisscrossing her legs.
 
   The squeaking swing struggled a little bit and it was a little heavier to swing, but it didn't miss a beat. Even though it whined, Lana had no intentions of stopping. "I've seen better days. I'm a strong person and I will get through this, I just have to figure out how." 
 
   She put her arm around Lana and gave her shoulder a big squeeze. "Of all the people who love him, I think you'll miss James the most. I think sometimes you were closer to him than me."
 
   "Well, Sharon, I did have many more years with him than you did. If you remember I was the first person you were introduced to," Lana said as she noticed her eyes were swollen and she had developed puffy bags under them, and it saddened Lana to see her so heartbroken.
 
   "I remember the first time James introduced us, you were getting ready for a date and you messed up your eye makeup and James offered to help. You let him put on your eye shadow and he made it worse. He put blue eye shadow on one eye and brown on the other. The whole time he messed up your make-up he was winking at me. I tried hard not to laugh out loud. When you looked in the mirror and saw what he did you tried to kill him," Sharon reminisced. 
 
   Lana grinned when she thought about James being a toot. "Yea, if I could have caught him I think he would have died that night. And if you remember right, because of his shenanigans I needed to redo all my makeup which made me late. Then he met my date at the door and acted like he developed a facial twitch."
 
   Sharon rolled her head back with laughter and said. "Yea and he told your date it was hereditary."
 
   "No he didn't? He never told me about that incident. I could tell Carl wanted the date to end, and now I know why." Tears filled her eyes because she could picture James telling Carl he had a twitch.
 
   "Believe it or not, James felt bad about telling him a lie, and that could be the reason he never told you. James also said Carl was not the right one for you, especially if he could be driven off so easily." 
 
   "He should have felt bad."
 
   With a little twinkle in her eyes Sharon added. "You know every time James ran into Carl, he all of a sudden developed another twitch."
 
   "No wonder every time I ran into Carl he asked me about my health. I'm surprised I could catch a husband at all with the way James acted." 
 
   About that time some guests were leaving and Sharon excused herself to talk with them. James made a right choice by picking her. She could take a joke better than most, and he constantly pulled something on her. No matter how many pranks he pulled, he never showed any maliciousness. She would laugh and go about her business, and sometimes she would get even. She thought Sharon was wrong about her missing James the most. Lana got to go home to her routine, and Sharon had to go to bed alone. 
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   October 10, 11:02 a.m. 
 
    
 
   Lana thought putting the funeral behind her would have helped her disposition, but instead her depression and weariness lingered. She did not answer the phone or door. She barely ate and slept, and her eyes were sunken and she developed dark circles under them. She missed James terribly, and she didn't know how to get over this feeling of dread.
 
   Her kids knew the difficult of a time their mom was having, and they were worried about her. They thought the best thing for her was to get away, they begged their mom to come visit them in Colorado. The kids were right, she needed to get away. She loved them very much but she needed to be alone in an alien place, not with her children. Being with family conjured too memories. 
 
   She made her decision, even though she didn't really like the beach, that's where she would go. She would go north and rent a beach house. The idea of walking along the beach and doing nothing was exactly what she needed. Fall being the off season, finding a rental should not be a problem. Getting away should help her to rejuvenate herself without every corner she turned being some kind of memory. 
 
   Looking on the map and decided on the Cape Cod area in Massachusetts. Plymouth sounded like a great place. The pilgrims landed there to make a fresh start, and she would too. Her family went there for a vacation when she was a child, and she remembered loving the beach and playing with her sisters. 
 
   She would fly into Boston and take a slow drive down Highway 3 to the rental. It followed close to the coast and goes through many old towns. She could shop in these towns and maybe catch some history. Happiness already filled her heart just thinking about getting away to new surroundings, and being alone.
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   Day 1
 
   October 15, 6:40 a.m.
 
    
 
   Today was Lana's flight to Boston, and she sat waiting for her plane, drinking her second cup of coffee. Normally she didn't like the hustle and bustle of the busy airports. Today she liked it because it keeps her mind busy and off her own woes. She watched the people at the airport moving around without a care in the world except to catch their plane and get to their destination. Kids were playing, cell phones were buzzing, and couples were holding hands and everyone was full of life. 
 
   Two isles over a couple just married were discussing where they wanted to visit when they got to Boston. The young bride mentioned she wanted to go see a couple of lighthouses that were eerily haunted, and she emphasized the word eerily. She also wanted to tour all the famous old houses. One place she mentioned she wanted to visit, the Boston Common a place where hangings took place. The girl read. "Many events happened at the Boston Common, but the most notably was the hangings. In 1660 Mary Dyer, along with three other Quakers, was hung. Many people still see her today standing by her noose wearing her black hanging gown."
 
   The young groom, on the other hand, talked about just relaxing in the room. Lana smiled because she knew what that meant. They were adorable and full of love and she knew they would work it out between them. They held hands and smooched every five seconds. Life goes on, Lana thought. 
 
   Her thoughts were interrupted by a man. "Is this seat taken?" 
 
   "Oh no, please help yourself," Lana answered trying to be nice and polite, but she really didn't want to chitchat. She moved her belongings out of the chair and knew how inconsiderate of her to leave them there. Especially since the airport was packed with people.
 
   "Are you on your way to Boston, or is it just a layover? Oh, and by the way my name is Peter." He reached out his hand to shake hers and she obliged, trying to be polite. 
 
   "I'm going to Plymouth for a vacation, and my name is Lana. Are you on your way home?" She asked to be cordial, even though she could care less.
 
   "My home is New Jersey, but I have some business in Boston. If you're interested in getting out, there are lots of sights to see in Boston. There's the Museum of Fine Arts, The Prudential Skywalk, and Paul Revere House for starters."
 
   "Thanks, I will consider that, but I'm staying at a beach house outside of Boston." She kind of liked the idea of going to those places. It might do her heart some good, plus she loved U.S. history. She noticed when he said museum he said it odd. He said it almost like Mooseum, like calling a cow.
 
   "There are plenty of lighthouses, and nowadays you can even stay the night in some of them," said Peter.
 
   "I'm sure Plymouth has many sights and many lighthouses." 
 
   "I think they have some of the oldest lighthouses in the nation, and if you go on the peninsula near Plymouth, there were lots of them. There's Wings Neck, Sandy Neck, Nobska Point, Race Point, Highland Light, Wood End, and Long Point Light."
 
   "Oh my, you do know your light houses." Her eyes widened as he rattled them off his tongue without thinking about it.
 
   "My wife and I go light houses watching a few times a year. We enjoy the history of all of them. Sometimes we even go ghost hunting in them."
 
   About that time, over the intercom the attendant called. "Ms. Andrews, please report to Gate 14." Lana looked over to the young attendant and she motioned for her to come over to the gate. 
 
   "They're calling me and thanks for the tips, and you have a safe trip," she said while gathering her belongings.
 
   "You have a safe trip too," Peter said.
 
   When Lana made the reservation she mentioned she wanted to sit alone. The attendant informed her about an empty seat at the back of the plane and no one would be near her. 
 
   Lana took it.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The back of the plane must have been the working area. There were many men in their William Fioravanti, Milan's Caraceni, and Polo Ralph Lauren suits. They held their laptops and their Android phones were buzzing. Obviously the men flew many times because their belongings were organized in their small, tight space. The last few minutes they were hurriedly talking with their wives and offices, planning supper and making deals. One of the men even talked about giving one hundred thousand dollars to the Heart Association, and considering what happened with James, that made Lana feel elated. She got out her small HP laptop, granted it's not as fancy as theirs, but it suited the purpose. After all she is in the business section and she needed to look busy. She even put her glasses on to look important.
 
   Once the plane climbed in the air her heart lightened. In just a few short hours she would be strolling along the beach and walking through her little quaint beach house. She might even sit for awhile and watch the Gurnet lighthouse that sits across the cove. 
 
   Tennessee's weather was warm and she looked forward to the cool fall weather, and a blazing fire to keep her warm at night. She wished she could remember if the fireplace was wood burning or gas. Deep down she'd hoped it would be wood burning because she liked the crackling of the fire. Either way, it's a fresh start for her to apportion her feelings. Yes, an absolute yes, getting away had been the best thing she could have ever done.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She noticed Peter near the front of the plane. Even though he's a nice guy, she truly hoped he didn't come to the back. Since her flight would last three hours, she wanted to catch a couple of hours of sleep. She pulled out her Ipod and decided to listen to soft rock, the Carpenters. Actually it's the cool down music she listened to when she finished with her workout. The softness of the music helped put her to sleep, and she needed that desperately.
 
   Just as she started to doze, she felt a tap on her shoulder. It was Peter. She pulled out an earplug. 
 
   "Hi Lana I'm on my way to the bathroom and I saw you sitting here, and I didn't want to be rude, so hi."
 
   "Hi Peter."
 
   "Do you mind if I sit for awhile?" he asked almost sitting down without an invitation.
 
   "Peter, if you don't mind I really want to sit alone right now." There were a lot of things on her mind, and she just needed to be alone right then. "But thanks for the chitchat earlier."
 
   She could tell her reaction didn't make him happy, and he reluctantly nodded, then he walked off angry. She guessed he already went to the bathroom. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The line was long at Enterprise rental car. The attendant nearly pulled her hair out when she surveyed the long line. Lana happened to be the tenth person back, and that aggravated her. Children were anxious and running around and their parents were trying to corral them. She knew exactly why the kids were frustrated and tired. At the counter an upset couple yelled at the attendant because the car they made reservations for had been rented out to someone else. The attendant offered another car, an upgrade free of charge, but they wouldn't hear of it. 
 
   Tired of waiting in line, Lana thought about relaxing on the back porch and listening to the waves and wind. Some people think going on vacation to a sunny place would be more cheerful, but not for her. Fall being her favorite season, she knew the north would be the best destination. Today happen to be a drab dreary day, just the way she liked it. She didn't even mind some rain, as long as it didn't rain the entire vacation. 
 
   Knowing she would be in line for awhile she guessed she should call Mike Ramsey, the beach house owner, and let him know she would be running late. This part she dreaded the most, because every time she called him he acted like she annoyed him. He picked up the phone on the third ring.
 
   "Hello," he answered in his husky deep voice. 
 
   "Hi Mike, this is Lana and I wanted to let you know the plane was late because of bad weather, and there is a long line at the car rental. How do you want to handle this? How do you want me to pick up the keys?" She scrunched her face dreading the answer. He never said anything to reassure her. 
 
   Of course his answer was quick and to the point, and that's what she expected. "I'll meet you at the house. What time do you think you will get there?"
 
   Lana tried to balance everything in her hands while trying to look at time on her cell phone. "About two maybe three hours, do you want to hide the key for me?"
 
   "No I'll just meet you at the house."
 
   "Thanks for meeting me, I really do appreciate it," she replied with all sincerity.
 
   "You're welcome, and I'll see you then." Then he hung up, abruptly. Well, at least he said you're welcome, and that's a good start. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   When she finally got her little gas saver, Ford Focus, she headed on her journey. She noticed the overcast sky had darkened, but at least she was on her way to Plymouth. She noticed, unlike the south, all the colorless leaves had fallen and the trees were baron. 
 
   The leaves reminded her as a kid and how they raked the leaves in a pile, and jump in them. She tried her hardiest to get James to do all the raking so she could do the jumping, but he wouldn't hear of it. They spent hours raking and then jumping. It seemed no matter how many scratches they got from the roughness of the dry leaves and twigs, they jumped over and over in the pile. When they were about ten, they piled the leaves almost as tall as the house, and then go out on the roof and jump. It was a miracle they didn't break their necks.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Thank the stars for GPS or Lana wouldn't have ever found the beach house. It was a beautiful drive. The sunset glowed leaving remnants of orange and purple lingering in the sky. The ocean roared to her left and she cracked the window so she could smell the salt in the air.
 
   As she turned into the cul-de-sac she could see fire coming from the chimney. It was a wood burning fireplace, she smiled. As she drove closer to the house she couldn't believe what an amazing view. Talk about a Thomas Kincaid setting. The house sat at the end of a cul-de-sac and behind the house was vastness of the Atlantic Ocean. The anvil clouds allowed the deep setting sun to peek through just a little bit. And the flickers of orange bounced off the waves as they capped. The orange made the ocean look like a dream.
 
   Lights illuminated through the windows at this quaint little beach house causing a faint glow. The hint of fog in the air made the glowing look like Heaven, or at least how she imagined Heaven. Just the sweet look of the house made her feel propitious. 
 
   Next to the house which fits perfect sat an old white 1982 Dodge pickup. She knew it was Mike's truck and although she never met Mike. She knew he looked like a ship's captain, a gruff looking man who was short, chubby and grumpy. She imaged he had a long white beard with a pipe. He had a short temperament with a get to the point personality. She also knew he'd be annoyed with her for being so late. And now that she sees his truck, she thinks her initial description of him would be right. 
 
   As she got out of the car she sensed the cool salt air hit her face and it felt good, it stung, but felt good. For the first time in weeks she felt peace in her heart. But that peace turned to nervousness when the front door opened and Mike walked out to the front porch. She knew he would fuss at her. But instead she heard his warm words say in his incredible deep voice. 
 
   "Welcome to Massachusetts. I hope you had a good trip, and I have started a warm fire for you." 
 
   For some reason his voice seemed much deeper in person and she liked it. His kindness surprised her and she thought it was a nice change. Lana graciously responded, but not really paying attention to him. She preferred looking at her more beautiful surroundings. "Hi Mike and I'm sorry I'm late. The plane landed late and the rental car line was long, but what a beautiful home you have, especially at sunset. This is far more beautiful than I ever expected, and I did time all this perfectly, a few minutes later and I might have missed all this beauty."
 
   "Thanks, it is pretty at sunset," he acknowledged her compliment. 
 
   As she heard his words she finally looked up, and this time she took a good look at him. She was taken aback by his height. He was every bit of six-foot-four with salt and pepper hair, more pepper. His eyes were a piercing blue, sky blue. And his smile would brighten any gloomy day. He was very much in shape and no chubby tummy on him. His five o'clock shadow showed he had a long day. He wore jeans and a blue oxford button up shirt with a black jacket. The shirt definitely brought out his blue eyes even at dusk. She noticed his crisp white t-shirt under his shirt and she thought it looked refreshing.
 
   His rugged good looks caught her off guard and she was at a loss for words. She fumbled with her keys, and finally found the trunk key. She managed to walk to the trunk to get her two bags. In just a few quick steps Mike moved in close behind her reaching for her suitcases. His strong massive arm brushed hers, and for just a few seconds their eyes met. Lana turned away knowing her face turned bright red. She happily noticed his face turned a little red as well. He easily lifted the heavy bags, like lifting a feather. She noted how she struggled to put them in the trunk using her knee, the swing and lift motion. The same motion most women used.
 
   She scampered in the house and noticed how it appeared warm and inviting. At the front door adorned a small entrance with the living room straight ahead and it had a glowing fireplace to the right. On the left was the elegant kitchen with a small island that had a bar. Next to the bar sat a small by quant dinette set. Off that room was the guest bedroom. She noticed the bed covers were removed for the winter. To the right of the den was the master bedroom.
 
   She loved the kitchen. The cabinets were made of old stained wood that looked like driftwood and the countertops were granite. All the appliances were stainless, and the pantry door was definitely made of old driftwood. This gorgeous kitchen would be one only seen in magazines. Definitely a kitchen she could picture Mike building. Or at least the captain Mike she first visualized.
 
   The fire blazed leaving an orange glow echo across the room showing the dark painted walls. The darkness of the room looked more like a mountain cabin, rather than a beach house. 
 
   Mike had set on the bar some Bella Casara cheese and crackers with a bottle of Pinot Noir wine. He certainly had good taste in wine and cheese. 
 
   He interrupted her thoughts. "I knew you probably didn't have time to shop so I bought a few things to get you through tomorrow. The wine is for you to enjoy your evening and relax." She knew he tried to be thoughtful, but she didn't want any alcohol tonight. 
 
   She looked up at him to thank him and his eyes looked squarely into her eyes, she embarrassingly looked down and said. "Thank you."
 
   Her face turned red and her stomach flipped flopped as he walked past her and he mumbled the words. "You're welcome." When he reached the door he quickly told her where he hung the keys and where he put his phone numbers. This time when she looked up he didn't look at her. Then he left, neither said a proper goodbye, and she was too tired to think about it.
 
   As she stepped onto the back porch the darkness didn't allow her to catch a glimpse of the ocean, but she could hear it. The waves rolled in with a deafening roar. She closed her eyes and pictured the waves slamming the beach then rolling back out into oblivion. She remembered as a child laying in bed and listening to the ocean talk to her, and she could only hope tonight that same feeling relaxed her. 
 
   When she opened her eyes, her memory fast forward to today, the reason she was here, to mourn. Then an overwhelming sorrow plagued her heart, and her eyes filled with tears. Lana wiped them away and she told herself no more tears today. Instead she got busy checking out the fridge. She found some smoked turkey breast lunch meat and decided on a sandwich with a glass of milk. She looked at the bottle of wine and decided to save it for her last night there. Once she cleaned the kitchen, she sat in front of the fire and watched the flames. The fire relaxed her soul, and she needed that very much. 
 
   She decided to sleep on the couch in front of the fire. Exhaustion had overwritten her sadness, which was a nice alternative. Her last thoughts put a smile on her face when she thought about Mike not fussing at her. Then darkness fell. 
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   Day 2
 
   October 16 7:20 a.m. 
 
    
 
   Lana woke to rain slightly falling making a pitter patter sound. It sounded like a symphony orchestra playing Beethoven's Fur Elise. As much as she enjoyed her personal concert she had to get stirring. She stretched and realized how cold it was in the house. Wrapping a brown patch work quilt around her shoulders, she hunted for the thermostat to turn on the heat. The fire died out, but a few small ambers barely glowed. She stirred them trying to coax them back to life then added a few logs, hoping the fire would start quickly.
 
   Then she ran to the kitchen to make coffee, wishing she had remembered her house shoes. She danced around like a ballerina in Swan Lake, hoping if she jumped high enough her feet wouldn't touch the cold tiles. If she wasn't such an oaf, she could dance to the song Mother Nature played for her. Acting silly caused her to trip and almost fall, but not before stepping on the blanket. Lana laughed at herself when she realized she could stand on the blanket and scoot. Accidents happen for a reason, she thought. 
 
   She rummaged through the cabinet she found the Folgers, her favorite. Mike did a good job supplying her with her desperately needed morning java. Milk tasted good in the coffee, but she would have to remember to get some french vanilla cream. The fridge did have some raspberry pastries and she nuked one and turned on the television to catch the news while she ate, snuggled in the quilt. 
 
   The weather report stated the bone chilling cold was predicted to stay around for a couple more days. They also stated the temperature might drop twenty degrees when the low came down from Canada. Watching the Weather Channel reminded her of her grandmother visiting. Granny always watched the weather channel for ten hours straight. She pointed to the different parts of the country, pointing to wherever it happened to be raining. "Look, it's going to rain here any minute," she would say, even thought there wasn't a cloud in the sky. Lana always smiled when she thought about Granny and her antics. 
 
   Thirty minutes passed since she turned up the heat and the temperature in the house still lingered at fifty-eight degrees. She rechecked the thermostat and the lever pointed to heat, but nothing. Maybe the pilot light had blown out or at least that's what she hoped because that's a minor fix. She quickly took a hot shower and got ready to go to shopping and grab some lunch, but first she needed to call Mike and let him know about the heater.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Sam's grocery looked like a little mom and pop place. The parking lot had only twenty parking slots. On the far right side, close to the parking lot were two gas pumps. As she pulled in she looked over at them and noticed on top of the one of the pumps said Ethel. It was barely legible because of all the muck in the glass window. You just don't see that anymore, she thought. When she pulled up two men stood outside the door fussing about politics. They waved to her when she drove in the parking slot. She said hi as she walked past them to enter the store. They stopped their talking but didn't speak to her. People up north were not very friendly, including Mike.
 
   As she walked in, to the right a clerk was sweeping up a bag of sugar that had burst hitting the floor. An overweight lady who sat at the cash register gave her opinion on everything the clerk did wrong, but didn't offer any assistance. Maybe she did help a little, she pointed to the dust pan. 
 
   Lana noticed there wasn't much of an obvious food selection. She decided to go down each aisle to find something to fit her fancy. She grabbed a few can goods and some lunch meat at the deli. There wasn't a large selection of fresh vegetables, so she selectively chose a few that looked good. Later she would go to a bigger grocery store to grab some more wholesome looking veggies. They did have a nice meat department with fresh looking meat. She bought some steak, bacon and chicken. The steak would be for the last night. She made sure she had enough steak for Mike, just in case. She also grabbed two large potatoes for baking.
 
   The drive home was as beautiful as the drive last night. She took her time and enjoyed the scenery. The morning fog lifted and she could see the ocean better, and it couldn't be any more amazing. She could see for miles in all directions. There's an endless view of lighthouses everywhere, on their own little peninsulas. In the distance there were ships, yachts, and sailboats. To her surprise and delight she saw the sailboat Maltese Falcon. What a treat and she couldn't believe her luck. For years she had seen pictures of this beauty, and now she got the privilege of seeing it in person. She giggled at herself and decided she now liked the beach. 
 
   As she turned on Shadow Lane there were four houses on the cul-de-sac. All the houses were on the beach side and none were on the wooded side. Mike's house sat at the end and it faced the road. The houses all looked like cookie cutter homes with small front porches and huge back porches because of the beautiful view of the ocean. Gray seemed to be the going color for the exterior and all of them were trimmed in white. None of the houses had garages, but they all had designated parking slots made of gravel. 
 
   She noticed the only greenery were some Azaleas bushes that surround the houses. Other than that, the only foliage was some dune grass splattered around the sand. Lana didn't mind the lack of grass because the beaches shouldn't look like the suburbs. 
 
   Driving into her designated slot she noticed Mike's truck, and she wondered how long he'd been working, she hoped not long. Deep down she knew if he just got there, she would get to spend more time with him. She hooked all the plastic bags on her arms and toted them in the house. She eagerly looked forward to seeing him. To her surprise he didn't greet her at the door. She put the groceries away, after a few loud noises she realized he was busy in the attic. 
 
   She noticed the fire caught hold and she tossed in a couple of logs. Once the room warmed up she took off her jacket to tackle the salad. But first things first, she took a swig of chamomile tea. She bought several kinds, but that was her favorite. She loved to try many different kinds of tea. Many people love wine tasting, but Lana preferred tea. Sometimes she mixed her own concoctions; lemon rind, honey, milk, and fresh or frozen fruit. Consummating the flavors is what she called it. Some concoctions turned out great and some not so great. 
 
   The stairs squeaked with heaviness as Mike stomped down them. He mumbled and cussed under his breath about the heater. He walked in with a dirty face and grungy hands and carried a piece of round metal tube. Many times she helped her husband work on machinery and she knew right away it was the electric starter.
 
   With one eyebrow cocked he said. "It's the starter to the furnace and I'll have to run to town to replace the part." He glanced over and noticed the fire and commented on it. "Wow, you started a fire, not too many women can do that, I'm impressed." He wanted to start a conversation with her, and the fire was the first thought that popped in his mind. 
 
   "Well I guess I'm not a typical woman, and I guess I've been single for so long I only have myself to depend on," she answered without glancing into his eyes. She didn't know what it was about his baby blues, but it sure was difficult to look into them. When she finally gathered the courage, her face turned red. His did too. She took a deep breath and added. "Besides if you get cold enough you can get a rip roaring fire started, its' called survival." Wow, she just couldn't get over how pretty his eyes were, and he even had dimples when he smiled. Her stomach fluttered and her heart skipped beats under his constant gaze. It's a good thing she didn't make a living predicting what people looked like because in Mike's case she would go hungry. He looked nothing like she thought.
 
   Taking his time, he gathered up the part and headed for the door. Under normal circumstances he could think of a great excuse to stay or start a conversation. His mind went blank. He couldn't talk to her about the part, she might be bored. Maybe he could talk to her about her trip but that seemed desperate. He could revert back to college and ask her what her sign is. He laughed at himself about how stupid it was back then, and it's still stupid. Then his eureka moment happened. He would ask her to lunch, that's what he'll ask her. He stopped dead in his tracks.
 
   Without paying attention, she tried to decide if she should invite him to lunch. Boom! She ran right smack into his back and tumbled to the ground. When she slammed into him, she felt like she had run into a brick wall. He quickly turned around and grabbed for her and he almost slipped and fell himself. 
 
   They both laughed hysterically, and then he lent a hand to help her stand. "Are you all right?"
 
   "I only have a bruised ego and maybe a bruised bottom. I didn't expect you to stop so quickly," she said as she rubbed her butt. Their laugh broke the ice. She noticed he held her hand just a few seconds longer than he had to, and she let him. 
 
   Mike stood there for a few minutes deep in thought. Finally, in a very quick tone he asked. "It's lunch time and since I knocked you down the least I can do is buy you lunch. That is, if you want to come with me? Do you want to come with me?" 
 
   She could tell he hoped she would. He acted like a school boy shuffling his feet and waiting for an answer. He looked tall standing there, anticipating a response. It reminded her of a junior high school boy asking out the cute girl to homecoming. In her mind she wondered if she should make him wait for an answer, watch him squirm. She decided she couldn't do that. She came up with an answer that seemed like a great alternative for them to eat together. "I have a better idea, I have everything for a big salad and some hot tea and why don't you join me?" 
 
   "I would love to join you only if one day this week you allow me to drive you around and show you our historic town," he asked without thinking about it, he was anxious to get to know this woman. Excitement rose throughout his body when he got to touch her hand. 
 
   She didn't hesitate. "Sure." She guessed they had a date. For the past six years after her divorce she decided she didn't want to date, or at least not much. Her friends did introduce her to a few men, but she they never connected. Because of the horribleness her marriage, she didn't want to get seriously involved with anyone. She couldn't be any happier with her life. She had a wonderful family, children, friends, and work. James always wanted her to meet someone wonderful. He joked around with her and told her that whomever she dated had to pass his approval. She wondered if he would like Mike. She would never know. Yea, she definitely liked the idea of spending the day with this great looking guy.
 
   She needed to get lunch on the table for Mike and herself. She got out the vegetables and spread them on the bar. "Tell me what kind of veggies you want or don't want in the salad."
 
   He looked over the veggies and began to separate them. Lettuce to the right, cheese to the right, salad peppers to the right, smoked turkey to the right, onions to the left, mushrooms to the right, and finally bacon bits to the right. "I want everything to the right in the salad and everything else, nil."
 
   "You don't like onions?" She loved onions and couldn't imagine him not liking them.
 
   "I love them, but you never know I might have to kiss someone today."
 
   Panic ran through her body. What if he was hinting he had a girlfriend? She kept her cool. "Okay, no onions!"
 
   Surprisingly, Mike helped a great deal in the kitchen, and he impressed her. He got out the dishes and set the table, and he put the few dishes away that were in the dishwasher. He noticed there were no paper towels and he ran out to his truck and brought a roll in and put it on the rack. 
 
   When they sat down to eat she tried to make small talk. "How long have you owned this beach house? I couldn't imagine not living here every day." 
 
   He stopped eating and looked around the house, reminiscing. "My wife and I lived here for years and she passed away several years ago. I couldn't stay here without her, but I couldn't sell the house either. So I decided to put it on the market to rent it out and let others enjoy it."
 
   She could tell he deeply loved her. Later she would ask him about the details, when they felt more comfortable with each other. She didn't want to tell him about her own dilemmas because it was too early in their relationship to talk about intimate feelings of grief. 
 
   After an hour of talking, she finally stood up and Mike followed. It was a tense moment between them because neither wanted their talk to end. He picked up his plate then stacked their plates. She got the two glasses and the walnut raspberry salad dressing. He helped clean up the kitchen, and she thought maybe he was trying to find an excuse to stay. All she could only think about how much her heart raced every time he walked near her. She wondered if he felt the same way, she desperately hoped he did. With everything cleaned up and small talk over, Mike put on his coat to go to town and politely asked her again. "Do you want to change your mind about heading to town with me?" 
 
   "I have been here almost twenty-four hours and I still haven't got to run my toes in the sand."
 
   He laughed and agreed she needed to feel the sand in between her toes.
 
   She walked him to the door and she noticed she didn't even go to the top his shoulders in height. Not only was he tall but his shoulders were broad, well over three feet wide. His coat looked massive in size and she found herself wanting to touch him, but refrained from doing so. She noticed he lingered and she hoped that he didn't want to leave either. She thought. Mike if you turn around and take me in your arms and kiss me I will go to town with you. 
 
   He winked at her and walked out the door. "I'll see you in a little while." 
 
   "If I'm not in the house I will be on the beach." 
 
   "Enjoy." 
 
   She smiled and took a long deep breath as she watched him drive away.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She exhilaratingly stood in front of the fire to warm up before her cold walk on the beach. She tried to get the adrenaline pumping to help with the cold. A walk on the beach excited her so much she couldn't stand still. She grabbed a thick old Indian designed blanket to wrap up in for the bitter cold. Earlier in the day she noticed a bright multi-colored striped lounge chair on the beach and decided it would be perfect for her to sit and enjoy the view. She fixed a mug of hot raspberry tea, added some honey, grabbed her cozy warm blanket and walked the short distance. 
 
   The sky looked overcast, but the deep blue ocean was a lovely sight. The fierceness of the winds seemed to ask the water questions, and the waves answered with rambunctiousness. They rolled in and smacked the beach with full force. Then the salt water rolled out leaving lines of white foam reaching for her toes. She just stood there in awe. Then she wondered how many people stood in this very spot for the last three hundred years looking at the same scene.
 
   All around her were small sand dunes. Some still had a few discolored weeds sticking out of the sand. She noticed old driftwood lying around the beach, far from the shoreline. Some boards were pointed and some were gray, but all of them were aged with holes in them. She only imagined it was wood from ships that were lost at sea, and at one time those ships carried treasures. The wood wanted to be found, to tell a story.
 
   In the far distance one could see the hungry sea gulls sweep down to the beach to pick at their fish dinner. It was easy pickings for the gulls, since most of their competition went south. The fish must have been swept in by the rolling waters and launched on the beach. That's Mother Nature's way of offering a meal to the birds, survival of the fittest at work. 
 
   Her imagination led her to visualize families running around and sitting under beach umbrellas as they watched their children building sandcastles, throwing Frisbees, and playing ball. Young couples took long strolling walks along the beach and snatch a kiss when no one was watching them. She pondered many people stood in this one spot, seeing the ocean for the very first time in their lives, absorbing the feeling of euphoria as they look at the great vastness of the Atlantic. She took a deep breath just like they would, remembering this incredible sight, storing it to memory.
 
   She cleaned off the chair and made herself at home lying back. Then she took a sip of her now warm tea. She watched the old lighthouse turning its light just like turning the pages in a book. Each turn started a new page. Each day began a new chapter. Lana wished it could talk, and if it could, what might its chapters say. 
 
   The Gurnet lighthouse was built over two hundred years ago. She wondered if it's the oldest lighthouse in Plymouth. Most lighthouses are currently run by the coast guard, but years ago they hired caretakers. She wondered how many caretakers this lighthouse saw, how many ships of immigrants it guided. How many families were excited to see the light, knowing they would have a new start in America? 
 
   She remembered reading if you came out at night you can see the past caretakers take their lanterns up the stairs. Listen to her, if she witnessed a lantern carrying ghost at that lighthouse, she would pack and head right back to Tennessee. 
 
   Contently she thought this was the life, sitting and listening to the waves, watching the gulls, and looking at the lighthouse. This trip certainly brought her heart happiness. Meeting Mike just added pleasure to her soul. She never thought in a million years she would have met such a nice guy on vacation. That only happened in the movies, and she liked being in this movie. 
 
   After several weeks of dwelling on her sorrows and how she had been emotionally drained, now she found comfort in her surroundings. It's amazing how a death could change your feeling of well being. She felt somewhat scattered and sad the past several weeks. Today was the first day she hasn't felt that sadness, it didn't overtake her life. It wasn't the focal point anymore. When family told her she needed a change of scenery to help a broken heart, they were right. A smile crossed her face as she snuggled in the blanket and drifted off to sleep.
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   3:47 p.m. 
 
    
 
   Boom, swish, splash, gurgle was the deafening sound that woke her. She raised straight up from the chair because it startled her. The cold shocked her, a beautiful and content type of cold. It was a good feeling, like going to a football game in freezing weather, with the face ice cold and numb. But the cold didn't matter because the home team won the game. Fans were excited about the win, they forgot about the weather. They didn't even care about their runny nose. 
 
   Lana took one final deep breath before heading to the house. Glancing back, she wanted one last look at that incredible sight.
 
   As Lana shut the back door she could hear Mike working on the furnace like a busy little beaver. She noticed he added wood to the fire and she thought that was a thoughtful gesture. She could hear him putting tools in the toolbox, and she wondered if he finished. 
 
   In the kitchen, she put the kettle on and looked in the fridge to find something for supper. Grill cheese and chicken noodle soup sounded great.
 
   Mike walked in the room just as she poured herself a cup of tea. He pulled a paper towel off the rack and wiped the muck off his hands, wiping off as much grunge as he could. Then he washed them, using lots of soap and scrubbed them under the hot steaming water. "I have good news and bad news, and which do you want first?" He asked as he scrubbed between his fingers and under his nails. 
 
   She frowned and said. "Neither."
 
   He laughed and told her anyway. "The part is not a stock part and it won't be in until tomorrow or maybe the next day. They had a part that I thought might fit and unfortunately it didn't work." 
 
   "What's the good news?" She held up a mug to ask if he would like some tea and he nodded.
 
   "There is plenty of wood in the bin." 
 
   "I'm supposed to get up in the middle of the night and add wood to the fire?" She noticed Mike didn't look at her face as she walked by her. He stared at her tight sweater.
 
   He cocked his left eyebrow and answered her. "I'll bring you some wood in and set it near the fireplace. All you have to do is throw it on the rack." He went through the motions as if he was throwing wood in the fireplace, but it looked more like he was shoveling coal. With his boyish grin he added. "I'll come put it on for you if you want me too." 
 
   She thought for a minute he might be serious, or at least she kind of hoped. Please stay and hold me all night and keep me warm, she thought. In her heart she wanted him to stay and talk, but she also needed to listen to her brain. How should she word this? "Mike you are more than welcome to stay for supper, I plan on cooking grill cheese and soup. But I don't want you to think you are obligated to stay to put wood on the fire." 
 
   He didn't answer right away and she could tell he was in deep thought. Maybe he didn't like soup or grill cheese, or maybe she overstepped her boundaries.
 
   After a long thirty seconds he finally spoke. "I feel bad that you fixed lunch and now your offering me supper, and I know you wanted to get away to be alone."
 
   Maybe he didn't want to stay and he didn't know how to tell her. Panic knotted up in her throat and her body stiffened. Rarely did she make such offer's especially to a man she hardly knew. She glanced up to meet his eyes and he looked like he was trying to think of the right words to say. She decided if he wants to stay, she offered, if he doesn't want to stay he could move on…um…no big deal. 
 
   He turned away from her and picked up his tools. 
 
   Her emotions felt vulnerable because she just made a fool out of herself. She fought back the tears and turned away from him. Her weak legs wouldn't allow her to move. She grabbed hold of the edge of the countertop. She was hurt and mad at herself because she totally misjudged him.
 
   He walked out the door.
 
   She felt bewildered and foolish.
 
   Within a few seconds, he walked back in and walked over to the TV cabinet in the living room and pulled out the game Scrabble. He then spun on his heels and said. "I'll stay if you play me a game of Scrabble, maybe two or three, but I forewarn you I am the best in Massachusetts." 
 
   Sudden relief inundated her and she reciprocated his enthusiasm by throwing her hands on her hips and said. "Well I'm the best in Tennessee, so this could be a long and challenging game." 
 
   A great big beautiful bright smile crossed his face as he set up the game. 
 
   She went to the kitchen to start supper. Within a few minutes, he joined her and started helping. They chattered up a storm. She never dreamed in a million years she could talk so freely about nothing and everything with a virtual stranger.
 
   They took their time as they cleaned the kitchen and Lana relished every minute. While she did the dishes he walked past her every chance he got. There wasn't much room between the bar and sink and she noticed he took the long way around to the refrigerator. He did this so he would have to squeeze by her. She also noticed he put everything away, one item at a time. 
 
   Finally Mike laid down the kitchen towel, put his arm around her waist and asked. "Are you ready to lose?"
 
   "You sound confident," she coyly answered. But her heart fluttered and her mind dwelled on how nice and inviting his arm felt around her waist. Every touch sent shivers throughout her body. And with each passing minute it seemed to intensify. If he stayed very long this evening, she didn't know how her heart would make it.
 
   After he finished putting a few more logs on the fire, he sat on the couch. She sat on the floor across from him, near the fire. The Scrabble game was in the middle on the coffee table. They drew their tile letters and Mike said. "Ladies first," he said with a grin. He looked squarely into her eyes and that showed he permeated confidence. 
 
   She panicked. "No, I insist you go first." If the truth be told, she didn't have the best letters and she hoped she could play on his. Plus she needed more time to think.
 
   "If you insist," he said and without delay he played the word nastier up and down on the board. She couldn't believe it. The first word and he played all seven tiles.
 
   Her stress level shot out the roof. She could already tell this game was probably the most challenging scrabble game she ever played. No one ever played all seven letters the first play. She looked at her tiles, and she arranged them, then rearrange them, and then came her eureka moment. She played diamond of the 'I' in nastier. She looked over at him and he stared right at her, grinning. "Take that Mike."
 
   He wasn't going to be outdone, not Mike. He pulled another word out of his hat. Off the 'r' in nastier he plays report. 
 
   They toggled back and forth for hours and he's right, he's good. During the ardent games she noticed several times he glanced her way. When she caught him looking at her, she blushed. She thought she turned red more in the past two days than she had the past twenty years. 
 
   "What's the score?" Mike asked after the third game. He hoped she wanted to play another game. He wanted to stay, no doubt about that. He wanted to look at this enticing and beautiful woman. Every time she looked at him, his heart turned cartwheels. He didn't play as well as he normally played, she distracted him.
 
   "I'm winning and do you really want me to tell you the score to make you feel bad?" She held the paper with the score behind her back.
 
   "Are you really going to go there?" That move made him happy. It was an excuse to get close to her, to wrap his arms around her.
 
   "Go where?"
 
   Mike stood up and walked over to her and it was not a challenge for his long monkey arms to reach behind her. He didn't even have to stretch to get the paper. He looked down at the paper and raised his left eyebrow at her. "There is not one word written down on the paper."
 
   Her eyes danced with excitement as she teased him. "I forgot?"
 
   Mike laughed hysterically. "You nut." Then he gave her a long intense hug. Neither one wanted to let go. The air got thick with sexual tension.
 
   Taking a deep breath, she wrapped an afghan around her shoulders and stood near the fire. She noticed the crocheted design was a scalloped loop, and like the rest of the house the colors were the deep the earth tone of browns and white. She needed a warmer blanket, but she didn't want to leave Mike to find one.
 
   The wind howled letting them know it would be a cold night, and it sounds creepy. But it didn't bother Mike. He went outside and brought in a bunch of wood and laid it on the fireplace stoop. "Do you think this is enough wood? I have some at the side of the house I'm going to bring to the bin. I don't want you to have to go outside during the night." 
 
   "I think that's more than enough," she answered. 
 
   He walked over and stood in front of the fire next to her. Electricity was evident between them and neither of them said a word. She wondered what was on his mind. They shyly glanced at each other like two elementary schools kids with crushes not knowing what to say. 
 
   He walked behind her and deliberately rubbed her arms rapidly as though to warm her. His strong hands rubbed a little too hard, but she didn't say anything. She didn't want him to let go of his embrace. 
 
   Without seeing her face he asked. "Do you…" he paused and loudly swallowed.  "…think this is enough wood for the night?" He chickened out asking, do you want me to stay?
 
   She whispered with a cracked voice. "I slept on the couch last night and I slept just fine, so I'll be alright tonight." 
 
   "Yes, but tonight will be much colder." God, he didn't want to leave her, he wanted to take her in his arms and keep her warm. 
 
   She could feel his breath on her hair and she closed her eyes picturing him behind her. It was like his emotions transferred from his heart to hers, through his fingertips. She licked her lips. They seemed dry all of a sudden. She knew he could feel her shaking, or maybe it was him. Should she lean back onto his chest? Oh God she wanted to, she wanted to melt into him.
 
   Finally, he let go but stood in the same spot for a few more seconds. He took a deep breath then walked outside and brought in more wood, piling it high on the stoop. 
 
   He piled it so high, she knew she had to be careful taking wood off or it might fall on her foot. She walked over and gave him a hug as a good will gesture, to thank him for being thoughtful. He held her for a few seconds, but it wasn't long enough. Every ounce of her body seemed to melt. 
 
   He backed up and longingly looked down at her. "I hate to leave you without a heater," he whispered. 
 
   She thought he was trying to find an excuse not to leave at all. She broke their stare by saying the most stupid remark. "Our ancestors managed just fine without a furnace, and I don't think one night without a heater will kill me."
 
   He gently took hold of her shoulders and looked down into her green eyes. "If you get cold or you think you need me, you have to promise to call." Never did he look away from her gaze, wanting an answer from her. He hoped the answer might be an invitation to stay. 
 
   Nervousness prevented her from giving him an honest answer, I want you to stay. She couldn't deny the spark of chemistry between the two of them. Surely he felt the same way or he wouldn't be so concerned for a total stranger. Maybe he just felt obligated to take care of her. She tried to be light hearted about it. "Now Mike, you are the only person I know here, so you know I would call you."
 
   He reached down and ruffled her hair and said. "Well in that case I'll head on home and I brought in a lot of firewood. You should be fine until morning." He picked up his coat and took his time walking to the door. "I'll be back in the morning with breakfast, but not before eight. Is eight fine with you?"
 
   "Oh absolutely and I will take you up on breakfast," she answered. After all this bantering and he still didn't stay, nor did she get a kiss.
 
   He gave her a long close hug, and then he left.
 
   She stood in front of the fire and sort of laughed at herself. She came to Plymouth to heal and right now she was sad. Not sad because her cousin died, but because she realized she met the love of her life, and he just walked out the door.
 
   Right now she was tired and she would have to pull a Scarlett O'Hara, I'll just have to worry about that tomorrow. Oh cuz, she wished he were here so she could call him. He always talked sense to her. God bless him, and she knew he looked down laughing at her… and wishing her the best. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike coaxed his Dodge to start. He knew how cold natured she could be. He let her sit for a few minutes to cough out the cold. She sputtered just a little and then she would be ready to take the familiar journey to Boston. As ole Bessie, as he called his Dodge, choked so did his heart. What just happened in there? Even with the cold outside he didn't feel it. His heart raced with excitement. Just the thought of Lana made every muscle in his body rigid. This green eyed blonde captured his heart and there wasn't anything he could do about it. Nor did he want to oppress those feelings.
 
   Yesterday the moment he saw her, that was it! The minute this voluptuous blonde got out of her car, he knew she would be the one for him. The blonde hair is what he noticed first. Then he noticed her size, short and tiny. She almost looked like a child standing there with obvious energy and bubbly. Once she came in the house and she took off her coat, he noticed her large chest and tiny waist. It was obvious at this point she was not a little girl, but a desirable woman. Her blonde straight hair flowed down her back with no curl. She had a pointed nose and small squared jaw line. He towered over her so he knew she couldn't be more than five-foot-four. Her tight sweater showed every curve including her round butt. But what he noticed the most were those big bright beautiful green eyes. He thought back and he couldn't remember ever dating a girl with green eyes, his loss. 
 
   He knew in his heart he would pursue this gal. Nobody since his wife Kathy has made him feel so virile. He liked that feeling. Since his wife, he hasn't pursued anyone. Many women have pursued him, but he could have cared less, until now. Just thinking about her caused manly enthralling. He took a deep breath when he thought about having sex with Lana. It would be more than sex. There would be caring and love. The better term would be called making love. Yes, he knew it would be special and loving. Making love to her would not be like it was with other women. It would be better, much better. The rest of the drive to Boston his body ached for her.
 
   When you're smitten nothing else matters, and that's the way it should be. He was major smitten!
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   4:38 a.m.
 
    
 
   A bumping noise woke Lana from a restful sleep. She crawled out of bed, and she thought the noise came from the back porch. It was windy, but she didn't think it's windy enough to make such a racket. It sounded like someone at batting practice in a batting cage. 
 
   She wrapped the heavy flannel housecoat around her shoulders, and curled her arms next to her body to keep warm. Without pulling back the drapes, she stood near the back door and listened, she heard nothing. She quickly threw a few logs on the fire and walked through the house, peaked out the windows and doors, nothing. 
 
   About that time her phone rang. She jumped out of her skin and looked at her phone to see who would be calling this early. When she looked she realized it was only her alarm. She laughed and told herself she needed to stop acting like such a scaredy cat. But she did peak out the curtain. The only odd thing she noticed was a piece of wood lying on the ground near the back door. It had fallen about five feet from the bin. She decided Mike sat it there to bring in, forgot about it and the wind knocked it down on the porch. 
 
   Standing there bewildered and trying to decide if she wanted some tea when suddenly there was a tap on the front door. Her heart skipped beats thinking Mike came back for some reason. Although she didn't hear the usual sound of the truck driving on the gravel, she hoped. She ran to the front of the house and peaked out the window, nothing. Again, she looked out all the windows and nobody was there. She decided she had lost her mind. 
 
   She went back to the couch and crawled under the covers and left her housecoat on because it had already warmed her. She watched the fire for awhile and dozed off thinking I don't remember setting my alarm for four-forty.
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   Day 3
 
   October 17, 7:50 a.m. 
 
    
 
   Today started out as one of the most wonderful days of her life and she wanted to look the part. She looked through the few clothes she brought, and what she brought wasn't suited for dating. There were only three cute tops and she decided to go with the red striped sweater. After inventorying the wardrobe she knew she needed to shop. Not realizing she would meet someone all she brought were sweats, sweaters, a couple of pair of jeans, and t-shirts. She didn't bring anything to dress up and all her clothes looked drab. Her size six jeans were a little loose, and she knew the last few weeks she lost weight, but she didn't realize she lost that much. The mirror's image wasn't so bad, but she knew she had to buy a couple of things.
 
   The clock said seven-fifty and Lana felt like a school girl when she heard his truck driving down the gravel road. When he knocked she ran to the door unable to control her enthusiasm. When she opened the door she was so nervous, but one glance at him and all her nervousness went away. 
 
   My God he looks good, she thought. He had on tan cargo pants which showed off his thick muscular legs, and he wore a navy blue sweater with long johns on under it. The sweater was tight on his arms showing off the outline of his triceps and biceps through both layers of shirts. The cutest part of him happened to be the furry camouflage colored hat he wore covering his head and ears completely. He was definitely dressed for cold weather or in his case a cold attic. 
 
   My God she looks good, he thought. He noticed how cute she was with only a little makeup, she didn't need much. What little light that came through the front door made her eyes look even greener, piercing green, melting his heart. Her shape made him take a deep breath. Admittingly he hasn't dated too many women with large chests, but she made up for his loss.
 
   "The coffee is brewed, and what did you bring?" She added as an afterthought since her mind was preoccupied on the goodies in the bag.
 
   "Hold your pants on little lady, it's a surprise." He teasingly answered while taking off his hat. His hair stood on end since there was so much static electricity in the air. He pushed it down as he walked in the kitchen, and he could have cared less how his hair looked. 
 
   She laughed and knew immediately nothing changed from last night. She also knew at that split second last night's caught in the moment just changed to caught in a lifetime. 
 
   He handed her both bags and as she set them on the bar. She closed her eyes with anticipation when she smelled the pastries. They smelled scrumptious. She immediately opened the brown bag first because she was famished, and she pulled out a metal tube. Sadness filled her heart because she knew he might be finished with the furnace in a few short hours. But those emotions would not be addressed today. Instead she decided to tease him a little. "Talk about iron in your diet." And they both laughed. "I see you got the part?" She had to admit she was a lot disappointed. 
 
   "Yea Hardin Hardware went to Boston and picked it up for me yesterday. You should have heat in a few hours." 
 
   She rummaged through the cabinets for paper plates, and there were none. Oh well, she guessed she would have to do the dishes, there were worse things. She dug out plates, mugs and her french vanilla coffee creamer. 
 
   Mike walked outside to his truck to get his tools. She intently watched him through the kitchen window. He organized his tools, taking out pipe wrenches and putting in socket wrenches and smaller screw drivers and any other tool he might need. All the while he loudly whistled. Even though he worked outside and all the doors and windows were closed she could hear what he whistled; Johnny Cash's Folsom Prison Blues.
 
   Since she loved Johnny Cash she couldn't resist giving him a hard time. She opened the front door he stopped whistling to look at her. "Hey, Mike where did you learn to whistle that song?"
 
   "In prison," he answered then he started whistling again. Just before she shut the door he winked and smiled back at her. 
 
   She took a deep breath. 
 
   The door slammed as Mike walked in the kitchen and his nose was red from the cold. She reached for a mug and asked. "How do you like your coffee jailbird?" 
 
   He stopped in his tracks, scanned the items on the counter and saw the creamer, and answered with a grin. "I am a true man, I like mine black. I don't use that sissy stuff." 
 
   Were her ears deceiving her? His personality didn't change a bit from last night, actually quite the contrary. "So you're calling me a sissy?" 
 
   He walked over to pour his coffee and never looked at her. "If the shoe fits, and in your case if your tiny shoe fits." 
 
   Lana looked down at her feet, he's right, they were small. Her eyes widened and she walked over to him and put my hands on her hips. "Remember, I own a Dodge truck and you don't mess with girls who own a Dodge."
 
   "Shall I pull up a chair so you can tell me that, eye to eye?" He looked into her eyes and his happy, feisty expression changed. When her gaze pierced his eyes, his dancing eyes turned solemn, being jolly left his soul. At that very moment, at that very minute he wanted her more than he's ever wanted anything in his life. Her eyes mesmerized him, made him want to pick her up and never let go. My God, I want to be with her so much, I hurt, and I hurt desperately, Mike thought. He licked his lips ready to kiss her parted lips. 
 
   As he moved a little closer and she could see the veins in his neck were going crazy, throbbing. His eyes never left hers. 
 
   Just then, his cell phone rang. 
 
   She thought to herself, that damn phone. 
 
   He glanced down at his phone and sadness ran across his face. "I'm sorry I have to take this call." He walked outside for privacy. 
 
   Maybe he had a girlfriend, or a wife. For a moment jealousy filled her heart. She quickly wiped that thought from her mind and heart. She did peak outside, and his conversation appeared serious enough he continued to stare at the ground. She fixed her plate and warmed her coffee in the microwave. She paced the kitchen floor and a few times and peeked out the window. Patience was a virtue she usually took pride in practicing, but she had none this morning. 
 
   He stood outside at least ten minutes. As he walked in she heard a car pulling up, Mike turned to the driver and raised one finger to let him know he needed one minute. Her heart sank when she knew he might be leaving.
 
   "What's going on Mike, are you okay?" She asked him as he closed the door.
 
   "I will explain everything later, and I'm going to leave my truck. I don't know when I'll be back and I might not even be back today. You have my cell number if you need me. If I don't make it back, I'll send my brother Lance to fix the furnace. I will give you a call later, but I just don't know when." 
 
   Wow, umm, what could she say? "Don't worry about the furnace, and I'll see you later." He reached down and kissed her on the forehead and then he left. Not the first kiss she had in mind, even though his lips were very soft. 
 
   Did this have something to do with his work? Did this have something to do with his family? Whatever happened, Mike's demeanor totally changed after that phone call. This day did not start like she had hoped.
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   12:10 p.m.
 
    
 
   Lana dreaded the idea of going outside, but Mike said something about firewood on the side of the house. What's in the bin might get her through one day, but no longer than that. 
 
   As she stepped out the wind and cold chilled her to the bone. The wind blew strong and the sleet and sand stung her face. It pierced her skin like glass cutting her. The only building on the side was a pump house but it was locked. She decided to give up and bring in all the wood from the bin and hoped it would last the day and night. 
 
   Walking back to the front of the house she felt an overwhelming eerie feeling come over her. It was an uneasy feeling of being watched. She looked over at the empty house next door. The small bushes next to the house scraped the side as the wind blew. It sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard. She quickened her step to the front of the house. As she rounded the corner her peripheral vision saw someone next door. Hairs stood up on the back of her neck when she saw a man, staring right at her. She pulled her windblown hair aside to get a better look. She saw nothing. She disregarded it as the wind moving the clouds and causing a reflection off the window. She ran the rest of the way to the front door, constantly looking behind her.
 
   She stood in front of the fire trying to gather her bearing and calm down her emotions. The morning started out bad, and it got worse. This incident played havoc on her raw emotions. All that just added worry to what already happened with Mike. 
 
   The morning seemed so ambiguous with the incident with Mike. She wondered what made him leave. Surely, he would have told her if there were a family emergency. She racked her brain trying to figure out what made him leave. Then an uneasy thought crossed her mind. Maybe he was a drug dealer. Oh God, she hoped not. She wished she wouldn't have thought of that because now she'll worry about it. If he was a dealer he would definitely have people come after him. She couldn't jump to conclusions, and she needed to give him a chance to explain.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   While reading her book The Count of Monte Cristo her cell phone rang. "Hello."
 
   "Hi stranger, how's your morning so far?" asked Mike.
 
   "My morning has been great, and yours?" Her heart started beating fast just hearing his voice. She turned the corner down in the book and sat it on the coffee table. 
 
   "Busy, and I wanted to tell you how sorry I am I ran out on you." His thoughts drifted to last night. How his heart ached for her. He knew he wouldn't waste any time on this woman.
 
   "That's okay I could tell it was important." She wanted to know the reason, but she figured Mike would tell her in due time.
 
   "We'll talk about it later tonight. How about if I can get away early this evening we go out to dinner?" 
 
   She could hear Mike shut a door. The door shutting was a good sign he's in an office. Unless of course, they were making drugs in the warehouse, and he shut the door so she couldn't hear the drugs being made. She rolled her eyes at herself for thinking such a ridiculous thought. 
 
   She didn't bring the right clothes to go out to dinner with anyone, especially if it's a nice place. "If you don't mind, why don't we have dinner here?" She needed to think on her feet. "That way if you're running late you won't feel bad. How does that sound?"
 
   "You do have a point. I tell you what, if I get done, how about I order a pizza and pick up some beer? There's a place called Franco's and they make a great pizza."
 
   Beer and pizza did sound good. "That sounds great, and if by some chance you're running late, don't worry about it."
 
   "You are so sweet. I did want to tell you I've been thinking about you today and I enjoyed last night," he said.
 
   She could tell he seemed as breathless as her. Even though their conversation was over the phone, she could hear between the lines. "I've been looking at the fire and thinking about you too. I enjoyed yesterday as well. Do you miss me?" Her heart was caught up in the moment. Normally she didn't ask men that question, usually she didn't care. 
 
   "Yes, I miss you more than I ever thought possible, and what does the fire have to do with us?" Mike asked. Tonight he intended to show her how much he missed her, he planned on kissing her. The thought of kissing her in front of the fire made him breathless.
 
   "That's what my grandmother always told me. My grandmother was Native American and her ancestors looked into the fire and the flicker of the flames told them their future." She walked around the room cleaning. She picked the pillows up and fluffed them and put them back on the couch. She walked into the kitchen and emptied the dishwasher and she rearranged the toiletries in the bathroom. 
 
   "What did the fire tell you about me?"
 
   "That's a great Indian secret. I could tell you but then it might not come true," she said. She stood by the fire and stared at the flame, hoping some kind of prophecy from her ancestors would enlighten her.
 
   "I certainly want every wish to come true. See what you've done to me, you make me miss you even more. To be honest, I have done nothing but think about you today. You linger in my mind when I'm getting coffee, walking down the hall, and sitting at my desk. I have a ton of stuff to keep me busy here. But I'm having a hard time concentrating. I just wanted you to know I do miss you and I'm thinking of you." He whispered. 
 
   "Mike is there someone with you?"
 
   "No."
 
   "Why are you whispering?"
 
   "You're taking my breath away." Mike couldn't believe he said those words to Lana. He never said those words to any woman, but he didn't believe in playing games. He believed in spitting out whatever crossed his mind. "Thinking of you makes me breathless."
 
   She wasn't quite ready to call him baby because that's her intimate word. It's a silly thing for her to think, but everyone had that special word they withhold until that special moment. Her word happened to be baby. She chose another word, a fitting word. "Sweetie, you are needed there, and that's hard for me to say because I'd love for you to be here. But your priority needs to be work. I'll be here when you get home. And don't forget we have nine more days together." Two weeks ago, she never dreamed she would say those words to a man, much less someone she just met.
 
   Mike liked it when she said home, and he especially liked the nine days. But he also knew that a few days wouldn't be near long enough. He thought the way she said it, it sounded like it was permanent. With her he wanted it to be permanent. "Well, I just want you to know I would rather be with you," he said softly.
 
   "I want to be with you too," she whispered. She didn't want to hang up and she could tell he didn't want to hang up either. 
 
   Because the conversation seemed to be getting heavy he decided to lighten the mood. "So what do you want to do this evening besides eat pizza?" He asked.
 
   She wanted to say make love to you, but she couldn't be that bold, at least not yet. But she was bold enough to say. "The only thing I want is for you to hold me."
 
   Then a long pause of silence, and she could hear Mike take a deep breath. "That my sweet lady I'd be more than glad to do. How about I hold you while we lay in front of the fire? And maybe the fire will tell us what's in our future."
 
   It was her turn to take a deep breath. "I would like very much, and I might even throw in a great back rub." Truth be told, she just wanted to see him without a shirt.
 
   There was another pause with a deep breath. "It's a date. How could I turn down that offer?" He could only imagine how it would feel for Lana to touch his bare skin. His body quivered the thought of her touching him, softly. It would drive him crazy, he knew that without hesitation.
 
   "You can't, and I think you deserve a back rub after a hard day's work." Actually, she wanted to give him more than a backrub. 
 
   She heard a knock on the door at Mike's end, and he covered the speaker of his phone, but she still heard Mike answering something about times and dates. Then he uncovered the speaker and said. "I'm sorry babe that was one of the guys." She loved it he called her babe because she felt cared for and a part of his life. If he felt the same way about that word as her, they were headed the same direction. "As much as I hate to say this, but they need me in the other room."
 
   "I understand, you hurry and do your job and I'll be here when you get done."
 
   "Okay babe," he paused, and he wanted to say I love you, but he didn't, he just said. "I'll call when I can."
 
   "Bye babe." It sounded good to hear her voice say that word.
 
   "Bye."
 
   She danced her happy dance in front of the fire. Oh my God, what just happened with that phone call? I met this guy two days ago and I'm already calling him words of endearment. 
 
   Then sudden nervousness enveloped her, she still don't know what he did for a living.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   When she put the tea kettle on, she stood at the kitchen window and looked all the way down the road. It looked so desolate and eerie, and the woods looked so baron. There were some visible houses in the distance, through the woods. A person could see for at least a half mile through the woods since all the leaves had fallen off the trees. 
 
   She put her face over the cup with the tea bag as she poured the hot water in it. The steam felt so good sweating up to her face. Lana loved the smell of tea when the hot water first hits the tea bag, and it was even better with lemon. Steam rose through the air as she raised and lowered the tea bag. While she waited for the tea to get stronger, she just looked out the window at nothing.
 
   After a few minutes something caught her eye in the distance. Through the woods way far off, she saw a red jacket moving at a house on another street. She guessed he was the owner hauling firewood to the back porch. She watched the red jacket move back and forth from the back yard to the front yard two or three times, at least. 
 
   Who knows, maybe he wanted to wrap his water pipes. A cold front was expected and he needed to prepare for it. Anyway, it wasn't any of her business, but she would mention it to Mike later. She glanced down at her tea, it looked strong enough. As she glanced up, she jumped back when she saw the man intently looking her way. She knew he couldn't see her but it startled her. Lana calm down, he sees smoke come out of the chimney and the lights on, she thought to herself. After all, it was the neighborly thing to do to watch out for their neighbors. She took a deep breath and laughed at herself for getting so spooked all the time, she hasn't been here but a few days and she's been skittish a lot. This reaction was not like her, but she excused herself from being scared. After all no one rented any houses on the block, and it's normal to be a little frightened.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Bored, and checking the clock every five minutes she decided to watch the news or catch a movie. Swigging on her tea and watching TV, she wrapped up in a blanket pointing the remote towards the Sony, and surfed through the channels. She stopped when she got to a special report. Today's update: Early this morning a local U.S. Marshal in Boston Massachusetts Marshal Frank Belamy was shot while serving a felony warrant. The spokesperson for the U.S. Marshal's office, Stacey Farmer said the house has been under investigation for several months for drug trafficking. The shooter was captured and is in custody at this time. Frank Belamy is in critical condition at Massachusetts General and more details on the 5:00 news.
 
   She thought, how sad and I hoped he pulls through okay. She surfed some more channels and stopped on the movie, Gone With The Wind on TNT channel, and she couldn't refuse one of her favorite oldies. 
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   10:45 p.m. 
 
    
 
   A strong fire burned and all the lights were off except for the bathroom light. Lana sat on the couch and watched the TV even though it's on mute. Some war movie happened to be on, and soldiers got shot then drag themselves to safety. 
 
   The movie didn't interest her. Her mind raced with disappointment. Sadness engulfed her emotions. Sadness filled her heart because Mike didn't call her to let her know he wouldn't be coming. But listen to her whine, she originally came to the beach for the solitude and now that she has it, she's sulking like a two year old. 
 
   While lying on the couch brooding in her sorrows she heard a car coming down the road and she jumped up and put on her housecoat. She didn't turn on a light as she peeked out the window. In case the person happened to be someone besides Mike, she wouldn't answer the door. Not only that if it was Mike and he's tired he may want to get in his truck and head home. She anguished over the thought. It was Mike, and she saw him get out of the SUV and he talked a few seconds with the driver. 
 
   He looked so handsome all dressed up, he had on black slacks with a white button up shirt. His tie was loosened and the top button undone. The excitement that overwhelmed her was almost unbearable. She wanted to run out and hug him.  
 
   He made a slight goodbye gesture to the driver and she saw him look at the house. He walked to the truck and put a briefcase behind the front seat. He looked at the house and then back at the truck, and she knew he contemplated going home. He chose to get in his truck and leave. She was heartbroken, more than heartbroken. She ran back to the couch and crawled under the covers and wept.
 
   She was wallowing in self pity when she thought she heard a slight tap on the door. Could she be mistaken, or maybe it the wind like last night. She peeked through the window and she could see the shadow of a man, then his truck. She opened the door and he stood there so tall, and he looked so handsome. "Please come in, you look tired, how about a cup of tea?" 
 
   "That sounds good and I would like that very much." He leaned against the kitchen bar and crossed his arms. Whenever Lana walked past him, he looked at her chest. The thin gown showed every outline of her curvaceous figure. Normally a man staring at her like this encouraged her to change or get embarrassed, but not with Mike. She wanted him to see her curves. She went about her business in the kitchen and she didn't close her housecoat. If eyes could undress a woman, she would be naked. She noticed he had a difficult time veering away from her chest region.
 
   God she's beautiful, he thought. Every curve was appealing, and sensual. If anyone could take away his despair its Lana. He wanted desperately to take her in his arms and hold her.
 
   There was a definite lack of humor compared to this morning, obviously something bothered him. Not knowing him and how to handle this situation she just stayed busy. She wanted to walk over to him put her arms around him and hold him. "Do you want to talk about it?" She tried not to act too curious so she stayed busy making the tea. She handed him the mug of sleepy time tea and she sipped on hers, it tasted good. 
 
   He took his first sip and nodded his approval. "I want to apologize for not making it in tonight for pizza. Something came up at work that needed my attention." 
 
   "Go on, that is if you want to tell me? I thought the worse about you leaving. I imagined you were a drug dealer. Isn't that ridiculous?" She blurted it out loud, and she couldn't believe she just said those words to him. 
 
   He rolled his head back laughing. "You could say I am a drug dealer." 
 
   Her eyes widened with shock at his confession. 
 
   "I'm a federal agent with the U.S. Marshals and I arrest drug dealers. So I guess you could call me a drug dealer." He saw the shocked look on her face and he pulled her close and whispered. "Come here squirt."
 
   Her heart pounded with anticipation. He pulled her head to his chest and his one hand covered her entire head. He smelled so good. She wanted to tell him, but she didn't want to lose the moment. 
 
   He continued. "Last night a drug deal went bad and one of my men was shot and he is in the hospital now. That's where I've been all day to go over all the things that happened and writing reports. We don't know if he's going to make it through the night." 
 
   "I heard about it on the news today, but of course I didn't know it had anything to do with you. Mike, I'm so sorry, what can I do to help?" She could hear his heart beating, more like pounding. 
 
   "You're doing it now, just being here is enough. I thought about you all day, and I couldn't wait to get here to hold you. I almost went to Boston because I thought you might be asleep." Her body feels so good next to me, he thought.
 
   Tears whelped up in her eyes, because that's exactly how she felt. Oh please God, don't let this moment end. They held each other for several minutes and he gently stroked her back through her housecoat. Then he slowly pulled away from her, he put his hand under her chin and he made her look at him. She trembled. This was a feeling she never felt before, and she knew she would never feel this again, no matter how many men traveled through her life.
 
   He kissed her gently. 
 
   His lips were soft and she tasted him, his sweetness. 
 
   As he pulled away a look of disappointed and confusion distorted her face. She didn't want him to stop. But to her surprise and delight his strong arms picked her up and sat her on the bar. He then fully opened her house coat and wrapped his massive arms around her small waist and pulled her close. Without closing his eyes, gazing at her, he gave her a long gentle kiss turning sensual. The only thing between his hands and her bare skin was a very thin piece of silk. Every touch sent lightening through her body. If two people could ever become one because of love, it would be them. She felt that in every ounce of her being.
 
   After several minutes of deep wanting kisses, he picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. She had no doubt what she wanted, and she thought he wanted the same thing. 
 
   No words were said, but everything was spoken. 
 
   He laid her on the bed, then left. He came back with all the covers from the living room and he piled them on the bed. Even through the darkness she could tell he was undressing. Within a few minutes he crawled in bed and pulled her close. 
 
   Lying next to her beautiful body was unbearable, but he didn't want her to think sex was all he wanted. Although, that thought was his top priority, he wanted their first time to be special. Tonight he planned on just snuggling. He pulled her close and whispered. "If it's okay I want to hold you all night. I don't expect anything yet, but I want to be near you and reach over and touch you during the night. I need your closeness right now. If you want me to go I will, but I hope you don't want me to leave." 
 
   She caressed every inch of his rugged unshaven face. "I would love for you to hold me all night and many nights. I'll be here as long as you need me. You can touch me all night as long as I can also snuggle and touch you." Every inch of his face felt beautiful and the desire for him would not be a question again. It seemed like a little piece of heaven when he gently rubbed her back. "Baby, if you do that often you will have me forever." 
 
   "Then that's what I plan on doing. Come here squirt and snuggle next to me. I promise tomorrow we will have a long talk and many kisses. Good night baby." 
 
   She could tell he seemed discernibly tired and emotionally drained. She snuggled in to get as close as she physically could. Within a few minutes she could tell he was sound asleep by his shallow breathing. His breath barely crossed her face, and the sweetness fomented contentment in her heart. 
 
   Amazingly she wasn't tired after all that has happened. She was more aroused than tired, and she knew that would not be an issue in the future. He would satisfy her. Her heart pounded with anticipation just thinking about having sex with this man.
 
   She held him close and whispered. "Good night baby." She snuggled next to his hard body thinking about him being a great kisser and how that would not be a question again. Neither was his job a question anymore. She giggled at herself for thinking such a silly thought.
 
   Trying to sleep was an impossible task now because her emotions were too intoxicated by this man. His muscular body and sweet breath lay only a few inches away. Her body wanted to wake him up to take care of business, but her heart knew he needed rest. Scientific research did show a person sleeps better after sex. Her mind and heart wrestled with waking him or not. The mind won. She acted out the next best alternative, snuggling.
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   3:42 a.m.
 
    
 
   The phone rang, she thought, and being half asleep so she couldn't be sure. Phone ringing in the middle of the night couldn't be good news. She realized it was his cell phone. "Mike, phone," she said as she tried to wake him. She shook him, but he was dead to the world. "Mike, please wake up your phone is ringing." 
 
   He stirred and finally reached for the phone. "Hello … When ... I'm at the beach house … I can be ready in fifteen minutes …. Yea …. You can pick me up in twenty minutes …. No I'll tell them …. Bye." He hung up and just held his cell phone. He sat on the edge of the bed, and he didn't say a word. 
 
   "As much as I would like to stay, I have to go," he said as he took a deep breath.
 
   "I know baby, and I am so sorry this happened, and I wish I could help in some way." Her heart hurt for him because she knew what he needed to do, and how hard it would be for him. He rose from the bed and took a shower without saying another word. She knew this guy two days and already knew he liked to hold in his feelings of despair and hurt. Many men were like that and he was one of them.
 
   She went in the kitchen and made some coffee. Mike walked in the kitchen just as it finished. As she reached for the mugs he walked over and put his arms around her. They both needed that. She needed it for her loss of James and he needed it for his lost agent. "I didn't want our first morning together to be like this. I hope you forgive me, but I do have to go." He got choked up as he put on his coat.
 
   "There is nothing to forgive, and I certainly understand you have to go. We will have other mornings, so don't worry about this one. Here is some coffee and I couldn't find a travel mug to take with you." 
 
   "That's okay I'll drink some until Colby gets here. Frank passed away a couple of hours ago, and our team is meeting at his house then we're going to the office. I will have to spend some time in the office, and I don't know how long that will be." He hated to say anything to her. She didn't need to be burdened with his problems.
 
   "I understand. I'll be here when you come home." She didn't know what else to say. 
 
   About that time his ride drove up, and Mike held her for a few seconds and she gave him a big squeeze to let him know she understood. He kissed her on the forehead, sat down his mug on the bar, and out the door he went. 
 
   She stood at the window and watched him drive down the road and turn the corner.
 
   Then she added logs to the fire.
 
   




 
   [bookmark: _Toc338350895][bookmark: _Toc338353000]Chapter 13
 
   Day 4
 
   October 18, 7:30 a.m. 
 
    
 
   Lana awoke to heavy sleet. She peaked outside and saw dark clouds ushered in the cold northerner. 
 
   When she glanced at the wood left on the stoop and outside she knew she needed to order some more wood, or call someone to fix the furnace. After making several calls, she found Johnson Tree Service and they could deliver a half cord of wood this afternoon. She felt better knowing she would have wood for a couple of day, and that certainly lifted a burden off her shoulders, and Mikes.
 
   Once she completed her morning rituals; showering, breakfast, make-up, and cleaning up the kitchen. She relaxed snuggled in her favorite patch work quilt watching the news to see if she could find any information about the deceased federal agent. She flipped through several of the local channels and ended on CBS's station. The morning show called Today's Headlines and they seemed to have the best coverage. The news covered the snowfall, the sluggish economy, dishonest politicians, and a dog gave birth to fourteen puppies. Not one thing mention about the deputy. It's sad that a dishonest politician captured news time, and the deceased federal agent didn't even get mentioned.
 
   Just about the time she was about to give up, NBC interrupted the program with a special report. She turned on the volume of the TV so she could hear every word. Mike stood on the steps of a courthouse with several microphones stuck in his face, and he said. "Today, tragically we lost a comrade, Deputy Frank Bellamy, who lost his battle for his life after being shot. He's from Denver Colorado and he'll be laid to rest there." She noticed how he emphasized the word deputy. He wanted the reporters to remember him as an officer of the law.
 
   A female reporter asked. "It's been reported he was shot serving a felony warrant, is this true?" The reporters shoved each other as they tried to stick their microphones in Mike's face. 
 
   "Yes." That's just like Mike to give short answers. She knew that part of Mike very well. He looked straight ahead and didn't focus on any one reporter. He didn't have the smiling face he had last night. He looked solemn and in command.
 
   A male reporter asked. "Can you elaborate on that Deputy Ramsey?"
 
   "He went in as the point man in serving a felony warrant and he was struck in the head by a bullet." Mikes experience led him to answer with the fewest words possible. Through the years he knew the more he said the more the media could twist his words. All the deputies knew not to say a word at all, even if the media asked them specific questions. That was not a policy of the marshals, only Mike's rule. He didn't want to clean up anything misconstrued by what his men said.
 
   The second reporter asked another question. "What caliber was the bullet and did he have on protected head gear?" He asked the question as though the agents were idiots and Mike would say. No we did not have on protective head gear or armored suits, we went in wearing tutus. Without a doubt to Lana or anyone watching, that question annoyed Mike. 
 
   Mike raised his left eyebrow, and Lana thought uh oh. "Yes we had on protective gear and I will not disclose the caliber of the bullet." His tone sounded annoyed. Mike didn't mind answering questions, but move on to legitimate questions. Mike wanted them to ask about how they're taking criminals off the street. 
 
   The first female reporter added to the question. "Did you arrest the shooter?" Mikes face softened as he looked at the female reporter. Lana noticed he liked that question. 
 
   "Yes the suspect has been arrested and charged with capital murder. The rest is up the prosecutor."
 
   The second male report rudely asked another question. He didn't seem to have any couth. "So you're throwing your hands up at the rest of the investigation, and you're finished with the case? This suspect isn't going to get a fair investigation because he killed one of your men?"
 
   Mikes lips tightened and he glanced down in aggravation as he spoke. He shuffled his feet and then leaned on his right foot. Mike leaned in just a little, as if to get in the reporters face to say back off, and he meant it. "No, we are not finished with the case by any stretch of your imagination. The district attorney's investigators will take over the case to investigate, that's protocol." 
 
   The reporter did not give an inch. "Isn't it protocol that you typically investigate all other cases when there is a shooting, so why not this one?"
 
   "When an officer is shot, it is protocol and policy that another agency, DA, or another team will investigate."
 
   All the other reporters were getting aggravated at this idiot who obviously hadn't a clue of what kind of questions to ask. Not only that, he wasn't giving the other reporters time to ask anything. His only goal was to make the Marshals look stupid and incompetent. But he wouldn't stop being obnoxious. "So you're saying you can't be impartial to the investigation?"
 
   "That will be all the questions for now. Any other questions can be directed to our public relations department. They will be releasing a statement in the next twenty-four hours. We expect respect to be given to the grieving family and friends of Deputy Frank Bellamy and please keep them in your prayers. Thank you." Mike made sure he said Frank Bellamy again. He didn't want anyone to forget the fallen agent's name.
 
   As Mike walked off, the man tried to get in his face with a microphone. The other deputies stepped between Mike and the reporter. The other reporters shook their heads in disgust. Its reporters like him that made all the others look bad. The deputies just moved on, apparently they were used to these kinds of idiots.
 
   She was so proud Mike for not losing his temper, that's another fine quality she could add to the list. He showed great self control.
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   3:26 p.m. 
 
    
 
   A loud knock at the door woke Lana from a fretful nap. She jumped up and peeked out the window. It was Mr. Johnson delivering the wood. She grabbed her coat lying across the bar and put it on while she opened the door. A blast of cold air hit her and she immediately buttoned her coat. The wood came at a great time, she could see dark clouds in the distance, the northwest. That meant the cold Northerner has arrived, the first strong cold front of the season.
 
   She introduced herself and extended her hand. "Hi, I'm Lana and thank you so much for the wood, especially with such short notice. Do you mind putting the wood on the back porch?" He ignored her extended hand as he looked at his truck.
 
   "Sure miss, does the truck load look like a fair amount?" He asked while looking at his truck. 
 
   She glanced at his white old beat-up 1972 Ford truck with lots of rusts and dents. It looked like it had been bombed in Beirut. His Johnson Tree Service sign was a magnet stuck to the front driver's door, hanging lopsided. The wood was thrown all around in the truck and lots of wood piled up in the middle. She wondered how the wood didn't fall through the rusted out sides. It wasn't obvious how much wood lied in the bed of the truck but she didn't care as long as it would last a couple of days. She nodded her head it looked fine to her. Since he didn't look at her, she had to say it out loud. "It looks like enough." 
 
   Without looking directly at her, he tried to peak around inside the house, bobbing his head around hers. It made her feel uncomfortable. She stepped outside and closed the door. "If you don't mind you can put it all on the back porch. I'll be glad to show you where it goes."
 
   As they walked toward the back of the house and she noticed someone in the passenger side of the truck, digging around in the glove box. It was an obvious nervousness between the two them so she rambled. "I do appreciate you bringing this on such late notice. I'm sure you have more important things to do besides get out in this miserable weather. I bet you stay busy this time of the year?" 
 
   This older man had a gray beard and she couldn't tell if he had hair on his head because he wore a furry hat that completely covered his head and ears. The hat was dirty and mildewed. She also noticed a lot of gray hair sticking out of his nose. When he smiled his teeth were brown and nasty. His eyelids were so wrinkled they lapped over his eyelashes they were like a blanket covering his eyes. But from what she could tell his eyes were blue, but he kept looking down toward the ground and he wouldn't look her in the eyes. Worst of all, he stunk. The smell almost gagged her and she thought he hasn't taken a bath in weeks. He smelled like a men's locker room.
 
   As they walked passed Mike's truck, Mr. Johnson casually asked. "Hey, is that Dodge truck for sale? I saw it when I drove up and wondered if you might be willing to sell it?" 
 
   She didn't blame him for liking the truck, Mike went through great lengths to keep it nice. The truck was a classic and he kept it in mint condition. The inside had plaid seats and dark gray carpeting and a dark gray bed liner. "Actually it's not mine, but I'll let the owner know you're interested. I don't think it's for sale, but I'll give him your message." 
 
   A gust of wind nearly knocked Lana over, and she was glad she had the protection of the porch to shield her. She quickly showed him the wood bin while pulling her windblown hair away from her eyes. 
 
   He nodded he understood where she wanted the wood. All the while he tried to peek in the back window. "Are you alone out here, I notice nobody's at the other houses. A pretty young thing like you don't need to be left alone." 
 
   "I'm not alone, I'm here with my family and they're walking on the beach looking for sea shells." It was the quickest thing she could think of in the spur of the moment. "If you don't have any questions, I have to get back to cooking, because my family will be back any minute. I'll have my husband help you when he gets here."
 
   "That's okay, my son is in the truck and he'll help, that's how he earns extra money, and we'll be done in no time. Ma'am we get paid up front."
 
   "Of course, I'll get you the cash." Thank God she had to walk around the house rather than go in the back door. This gave her a chance to get away, and she kept looking over her shoulder. She quickly ran in and got the cash and ran outside to hand the money to the old man. 
 
   His son looked like a character from Friday the 13th. He was already unloading the truck as she quickly walked to the front of the house. Once she was safely inside she made sure she locked the door. Every once in the while she peeked out a window to keep up with what they were doing. They worked hard toting the wood to the back. Mr. Johnson backed his truck as far to the back as he could. She guessed he didn't pull all the way back because he might get stuck in the sand. She prayed that wouldn't happen because then she would feel obligated to invite them in the house.
 
   As time passed she got worried because it had been thirty minutes and they still had not left, but the truck bed looked empty. The back porch bin overflowed with wood. Her heart raced with worry.  She decided if they didn't leave in a couple of minutes she would call 911. She continued looking out the window and still no sign of anyone. Just as she walked to get her phone she heard a car coming down the road. Thank God Mike came home. Relief overwhelmed her.
 
   When she looked outside she was disappointed it wasn't Mike, but happy with whom she saw. Talk about a cop being at the right place at the right time. A patrol car drove up next to Mike's truck. There were two cops and both got out of the patrol car. They looked in and around both trucks on their way to the front door. She opened the door to greet them and relieved to see them. 
 
   They both immediately saw how white her face looked. "Hi ma'am, I hope we didn't startle you," an officer said as he tipped his hat. The other officer tipped his hat as well. "My name is Kevin and this is David, and we are here to see Mike. I see his truck is here." Both men had on starched navy blue uniforms, with hats that reminded her of Canadian Mounties.
 
   "I'm sorry you missed him, but could you please step in for a moment?" They looked at each other with confusion. They walked in and she was wringing her hands. "I am so glad you're here, earlier today I called to have wood delivered and this man and his son brought some wood. It looks like they emptied their truck, but I don't see them and they've been here over an hour. Could you check it out for me?" 
 
   "Sure and where was the last place you saw them?" Officer Kevin immediately started to look around the house. He never removed his hat and Lana thought maybe he wanted to hide his eyes. She thought he wore a hat because of being so short, the hat made him look taller. He might be five-seven with very short light brown hair and hazel eyes. He probably didn't weight more than one-hundred-forty pounds, with a very small frame. But his deep voice made up for his frame, he sounds like Lou Rawls. David was opposite, tall and thin and he too had short light brown hair. His voice was much softer than Kevin's and it sounded average. His eyes were puppy dog brown. Both officers had cute white smiles. When they smiled, it put her at ease. 
 
   "I saw them on the back porch, because that is where they put the wood, but now I can't see them at all," she said with a trembling voice.
 
   Neither officer would leave without relieving her fear. They knew Mike would have their heads if they didn't take care of his tenant. Plus they had their suspicions that Mike had a thing for this lady. Kevin decided if Mike didn't have a thing for this pretty woman he needed his head examined. "I'll be back in a minute and David will search the house, and ma'am you stay with David."
 
   "Thank you so much," she said. 
 
   Officer David walked around inside the house and turned on every light and checked the closets, rooms and back porch. Everything looked fine. Kevin was gone a long time when they finally saw him come up the path from the beach. 
 
   They met him at the front door. "I found the dad walking along the beach and he said he saw an old friend walking his dog and they walked over to his house for a beer. They were sorry they scared you." 
 
   She didn't believe it, and she felt like a fool being afraid. It just seemed odd they would just leave their truck. Not only that no one lingered around except the guy in the red coat and he lived the opposite way of the beach. While the officers were still there they heard the old Ford truck leave. Officer David stuck his head outside and he made the peace sign to Kevin. She knew what he meant two left in the truck.
 
   She was a little agitated they just wrote it off as though she's a big scaredy cat, so she continued their reason for coming. "Mike is not here and I don't know when I'll see him again. I'm just renting this place for a few days. Would you like for me to give him a message?" 
 
   "We came by to give him our condolences, here is our card, and could you have him call when he comes by or when you hear from him?" They didn't want to dismiss her concerns, but they couldn't do anything else except beef up patrol.
 
   "I sure will and that's so nice of you. I guess all I can ask of you is to patrol more." 
 
   "We sure will ma'am, we'll come by often. If you need us my cell number is on the back. Please don't hesitate to call." 
 
   That did make her feel better knowing they would come by often. 
 
   "Have a good evening." They tipped their hats and left. 
 
   Their last comment did make her feel a little better.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Darkness set in and Lana double checked all the doors and windows. She also brought in lots of firewood so she didn't have to go outside during the night. As the wind blew, it's howling sounded like wolves were outside scratching. It sounded spooky. Sleet mixed with sand tapped on the window every time there was a strong gust of wind. At night it sounded even scarier. 
 
   This was a sign for her to leave. She packed enough for a change of clothes, and she decided to leave a light on in the kitchen. After what happened today and Mother Nature warning her, she decided to stay in town. She didn't know if the men with the wood had bad intentions, probably not, but since she's all alone she would feel safer leaving. She grabbed the key to the house and double checked all the doors and windows, and literally ran to her car and headed for town. She remembered a nice hotel across the bridges, and she didn't imagine there would be a problem with a vacancy tonight. 
 
   When she saw the lights of the city and she let out a sigh of relief. Driving in and out of Plymouth there were lots of little water coves and if a person didn't pay attention they could drive off the road get stuck in the sand, especially at night. She grimaced at the thought of being stranded. She felt in her purse for her cell phone and was relieved she didn't forget it.
 
   She pulled up at the well lit Hilton hotel. The main lobby was completely empty, and over to the right, behind the courtesy desk a short hall led to the bar. She could hear glasses clanking and a couple of men talking. The noise echoed in the empty lobby. The three of them were probably the only customers in the hotel especially by the looks of the empty parking lot. This hotel had five stories, so she thought she might have a nice view of the ocean from the top. They had plenty of room and they accommodated her. The attendant handed her the keycard and said. "Room 503 Ms. Andrews and the kitchen closes' at eight o'clock during off season. Is there anything else you need and do you want a porter?"
 
   "No thank you." 
 
   The room seemed nice, decorated in a cheerful blue with a large king size bed. The wallpaper had a two toned blue striped with a solid light blue bedspread trimmed in dark blue. The best part of the room was the warmth. She smiled wondering if she should be mad at Mike for not fixing the furniture or more mad for not calling. She would have to sleep on that one.
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   2:17 a.m. 
 
    
 
   A noise woke her up and she thought it was a show on the TV. She turned it off then realized the noise came from the hallway. Aggravated, she rolled over and covered her head with a pillow and tried to go back to sleep. Within a few minutes the phone rang. She answered it frustrated. "Hello."
 
   "Hi baby," said Mike. 
 
   Rubbing her eyes and trying to wake up she remembered all that transpired the last few hours. "How did you know I was here?" 
 
   "Don't forget I'm a federal agent, and all I have to do is make a couple of phone calls. Would you like some company? I'm down in the lobby." 
 
   "Sure, come on up, I'll be waiting." She ran to the bathroom to brush her teeth and made sure she looked presentable. She didn't know if she should be mad or not, she would have to think on that one. Just as she finished, Mike knocked on the door. When she opened it he swept her off her feet and gave her a great big playful kiss. He was completely out of breath. "Mike, why are you out of breath?"
 
   "I ran up the stairs, I didn't want to wait for the elevator."
 
   "You ran up five floors?"
 
   "Two and a half, I took two stairs at a time." He then raised his left eyebrow at her. "I was worried sick about you. You could have left me a note." He couldn't stay mad because she looked too beautiful and sleepy. The oversized jersey looked adorable on her. The Dallas Cowboy jersey had the number eight on it, and he didn't like Troy Aikman. He didn't like the Cowboys at all, he happened to be a Giants fan. But he would forgive her this time, besides she looked better in it than Troy.
 
   "It's a long story, and I'm sure you don't have time to listen." She gave it right back, but she knew she couldn't stay mad at him. He looked so good with his black Christian Dior sweater and turtleneck with khaki Dockers pants. 
 
   He pulled her down on his lap so she would be eye to eye with him, but she's not going to look in his eyes. If she did she might melt, and she had to be strong right now. 
 
   "Okay squirt, I know you're safe, and that's all that matters. I sent my driver home. Do you want to stay here or go back to the beach house? I will leave this decision up to you."
 
   "It doesn't matter either way, but I am surprised you were concerned because I did not get one phone call from you today. Something happened today that scared me, and that is why I came here." 
 
   "Are you talking about the two guys who delivered wood?"
 
   Her eyes widened. "How did you know? That happened only a few hours ago." She was shocked he knew about the guys, and no way for him to know unless the two officers told him. "What's the deal? This is scary that you can know how my life played out today."
 
   "First of all I did call several times today, and the calls went straight to voice mail. I left several messages, and I texted. My phone finally died. I sent officers out to check on you and they told me about the scare you had with the wood incident. That's all that happened. I knew you were scared so I came home as soon as I could, and you were gone. I called a few hotels and they said you were registered here. When was the last time you checked your phone little lady?"
 
   "I had my phone on all day until I went to bed, and I turned it off so I could get some rest. But I didn't turn it off until late tonight." She didn't think he was lying, but she didn't think he called like he thought he did. She could prove it. She dug out her phone from her purse and pushed the on button. "Let's see if there are any messages from you. If there are any messages they just came through the last couple of hours." They waited for everything to turn on, and nothing happened. No noise or beeping. 
 
   Mike looked bewildered. "I know I called you several times today and left you several messages. I don't understand. Do you mind if I look at your phone?" She handed it to him and he played with it. "Babe you have it on airplane mode, no wonder you didn't get my messages. Your phone must not work at all when it's on airplane mode." 
 
   "I didn't put it on airplane mode, and I don't know how that happened." She was totally confused. She knew she was slow at technology, but she thought she had a grip on how to use her phone.
 
   "There must be some kind of button to push and you must have pushed it." He held back a grin. He didn't want to embarrass her or make her feel stupid. It was an honest mistake and he knew that.
 
   "My daughter did call me today, and I guess I accidentally pushed a button when I hung up the phone. I'm sorry I don't know how that happened. That makes me feel much better. I hear some beeping, does that mean there are messages?" She felt like an idiot. 
 
   "Yes you have fourteen missed calls and looks like eight texts and six voice mails. I bet all are from me. Do you mind if I look?" She didn't care if he looked or not, she had nothing to hide. 
 
   On second thought! "No! My boyfriend might have called, and you could spoil the fun."
 
   He laughed and looked at the messages anyway. He certainly wasn't all thumbs. He quickly pushed buttons and within seconds he had all the information. "Looks like two texts from a Sharon, and four from an unknown number, looks like the rest are from me. I think you owe me an apology." He pulled her close.
 
   "How can I make it up to you? I'm sorry I missed your call, but I did see you on TV today." She tried to change the subject. The whole time she tried to apologize he pulled her closer. She enjoyed his attention and his happier frame of mind. 
 
   "Lana, do not change the subject?" He's playing with her hair which was about five inches past her shoulders. He twisted it and curled it between his fingers. The softness felt good as her hair flowed through his fingers. Temptation took over and he pulled her close and everything about her smelled good; hair, perfume, and her breath. 
 
   "No I'm not trying to change the subject at all. But I did see you on TV today and you looked handsome. You know you look so handsome I want to kiss you, I want to hug you, I want to love you, and I want to touch you." She performed her Sandra Bullock impersonation from Ms. Congeniality. 
 
   Laughter filled the room and they both rolled back on the bed. "You are so adorable. I could kiss you all day and all night. You have no idea how much I needed you today. My God you are gorgeous." All her features were dainty and small. Her lips were full and soft.
 
   "How much did you miss me?"
 
   "Bunches and I think we need to go back to the beach house and turn everything off and just listen to the waves. There's nothing more romantic than the sound of the waves and the crackling of a fire," he said while patting her on the butt.
 
   "I agree," she said.
 
   "How about I check you out while you get ready?"
 
   "That's a deal." 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   They chit chatted on the way back to the beach house, while holding hands and smooching at red lights. The darkness and eeriness of the night gave Lana goose bumps. The roads he turned on were dark with no moonlight to guide them. She told Mike. "This is spooky. I'm so glad you know your way because I'm lost. Everything looks so different at night. I'm a little scared and I'm glad you're with me to protect me."
 
   He squeezed her hand then kissed it. "Honey, I will always protect you." Then he added. "When my family first moved out here years ago I would miss the turn off to our road. When I rent out the house and the renters don't have a GPS, I try to furnish them one. They know why I do when they drive at night." 
 
   They were about five blocks from the house, on a gravel driveway to the right Lana saw a familiar truck. She couldn't miss that white old beat up Ford truck. She looked at Mike in total shock and fear. "Mike, that's the truck that delivered the wood. I just saw it on that gravel road. Why would the truck be out here in the middle of nowhere this late at night?" 
 
   Mike could hear the anxiety in her voice. He too thought it was strange and not coincidental. He instinctively turned off the lights to the car and they slowly pulled over a few blocks from the house. Mike immediately got on the phone and called 911. "This is federal agent Mike Ramsey badge number 442 and we need assistance at address 2612 Shadow Lane. Officers were dispatched to this house earlier and they questioned a person who delivered wood named John Johnson, and we just saw his truck a few blocks from the house, requesting backup."
 
   "10-4, backup in route," said the dispatcher.
 
   He pulled out his gun, turned on the car lights and slowly pulled up in the arranged parking slot and said. "Get low so no one can see you." Mike lowered himself as well.
 
   "Mike, you're not going in the house, are you?"
 
   "I've got to go inside, honey I know what I'm doing." He had to concentrate on what he needed to do. The adrenaline pumped through his veins. His heart raced with excitement and he had to take deep breaths to control his rapid breathing.
 
   "Oh Mike please wait for the police, what if they have guns or knives. Please, please wait, I'm terrified for you," she pled as she grabbed his arm, trying to hold him in the car. 
 
   He handed her a gun that he pulled out of his briefcase and told her. "Shoot if they come towards you," but with a quick glance he added. "But don't shoot the cops. When the cops get here you put the gun in the glove box. I love you." Then he left. 
 
   She was terrified, and she didn't think she had ever been this scared. Her heart felt like it would pound out of her chest. Never in her life has she faced such danger. She constantly looked around for help, and no one was around, they were on their own. Frightening images flew through her mind; Mike getting shot, the man sneaking up on her, police shooting her by accident, or getting raped. Her heart lodged in her throat. 
 
   She watched him intently as her body shivered from fear. Her hands shook so much she put the gun down on the console between the front seats. She knew if she didn't put it down it might go off, and that would be horrible. A little relief flooded her when way off in the distance she could see police lights. Way off, and maybe too far. They need to go faster. Please hurry, she was so afraid for Mike. 
 
   Oh God, she could hear yelling, she could tell one of the voices was Mike. She could see police at least two coming fast on the road. She jumped out and ran with her arms flaying, she could see it was David and Kevin. "Mike's inside, and could you please go help him. The truck is a couple of blocks over on a gravel driveway. It's the same truck you saw today." She said as she pointed towards the truck. David motioned for her to go back to the other police car. She did with shaking legs, partly from being scared, and partly from the cold.
 
   Some officers ran to the back and some ran to the front of the house. They were everywhere and more cops came down the road. She could hear yelling, and this time she heard them cussing. An officer who stood by her told her play by play everything that happened inside, he first said. "There is someone in the house."
 
   "I know that, is Mike okay?" She sat and waited. She bit hers nails down to the quick and she shook uncontrollably. More cops arrived and relief flooded her emotions.
 
   "Miss, they have the prowlers in custody, and they will bring them out in a minute." 
 
   She breathed out a sigh of relieve. "Them? How is Mike? Please tell me he's okay," she asked while biting her nails.
 
   "He is just fine and he's the one that held them until we got here, and he'll be out in a minute. If it makes you feel better I could hear him laughing." 
 
   "Laughing? Why in the hell would he be laughing?"
 
   "I don't know." The officer walked over to some of the other cops telling them they needed to process the old truck down the road. 
 
   She didn't pay him any mind and she ran over to the house and stood outside and waited for Mike. When he came out she ran and she gave him a hug. "I was so scared." She shook uncontrollably and crying with relief. "I can't believe you did that. Why were they here?" 
 
   He wrapped his arms around her and guided her to the car. "Honey, I'll talk to you in a little bit. Just sit in the car and some officers will come over and get a statement from you. Let it run for awhile and that that will help you get warm. The police will have to investigate inside then we can go to bed." He was on an adrenaline high and he couldn't sit still. He gave her a quick kiss and he went back inside the house. 
 
   She sat in the car to get warm, watching, wanting a cup of tea. It seemed Mike always said to her, I'll talk to you later.
 
   After thirty minutes passed and the police didn't show, she decided to crawl in the back seat and close her eyes for a few minutes. 
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   Day 5
 
   October 19, 8:42 a.m.
 
    
 
   Lana woke up exhausted and drained. Her mind couldn't comprehend her surroundings. At first her thoughts were blurry. She didn't think she has slept this late in a long time. This reminded her of the good ole college days. Days of binge drinking, staying up late and not getting up until noon. It took a few seconds to gain her bearings. When her mind lost its fuzzy feeling, overwhelming fear gripped her. She remembered last night and her first cohesive thought, where's Mike? 
 
   She peeked into the bedroom and Mike's sound asleep. He only had the sheet covering him. They were wrapped up tight around him, and he was curled up in a fetal position. Her heart saddened to see how much he sacrificed for her. He laid her on the couch, next to the fire to keep her warm, and gave her all the covers. That one small sacrifice showed her how much he cared. Her eyes watered as she saw how beautiful he looked. She grabbed the blankets from the couch and covered him. 
 
   She couldn't resist and she snuggled in beside him. She snuggled close to him, to warm him, and she could tell he started to relax. She adored watching him sleep, the way his face twitched as though he's dreaming and his eyes moved under his eyelids. The fire burned hot and she could hear the crackling noise synchronized with Mike's snoring. He rolled over and stirred, just a little, enough that the sheet slid off his left shoulder and his face tilted towards her. She adjusted herself and propped up on one elbow. It was just enough for her to get a great look at one of his most handsome features, his lips, those gorgeous lips. For the first time she noticed how full they were. She ran her fingers along the outline of them without touching him. Any woman in the world would love to own those lips. She smiled wondering if his daughter ever put lipstick on them, as most little girls do with their daddy. 
 
   His five o'clock shadow had quite a bit of gray in it, and far more gray in the beard than on his head. Most men were like that and she didn't know why, maybe there's a scientific reason for that. His eyebrows had no gray, and they were thin with a perfect arch. He had small ears and they were flat to his head. His chest and face were tanned. She could just imagine as a child he's run around in the summer and get as dark as a little Indian. His hair felt silky fine and thick. Balding as he aged would not be an issue for him. She wanted to remember everything about him.
 
   All of a sudden her stomach let out a loud growl from hunger. She snuck out of bed and went to the fridge and dug out Pillsbury cinnamon rolls. She made the coffee stronger than normal. Both her and Mike needed that extra boost of stimulant. She made a smiley face with the cinnamon rolls, and she grabbed two mugs of piping hot freshly brewed coffee. One cup had cream and the other black, just like they both liked it. A smile crossed her face as she remembered how Mike ribbed her mercilessly their first morning together. She hummed with exuberance as she crept towards the bedroom to wake Mike. 
 
   She balanced the plate and mugs as she walked to the bedroom, at a slow scooting motion. The snail's pace was well worth it, not one drop of coffee spilled. As she entered the room the first thing she noticed, a wiggle under the cover. The covers were piled so high she couldn't see Mike's face at first. But as she rounded the end of the bed he faced her. He peeked through one eye and smiled up at her. It made her day to see those baby blues shine through those incredible black eyelashes.
 
   He moaned half asleep. "Do I smell coffee and I think cinnamon rolls?" His arm reached out from under the covers to help her. 
 
   She sat the rolls and coffee on the night stand and then she took a flying leap and jumped in the middle of the bed. 
 
   He reached over and blew farts on her neck, all the while smiling. 
 
   She giggled as she crawled under the cover. "Yes you do smell cinnamon rolls and I waited until my stomach growled before I got out of bed. I wanted you to sleep as long as you needed. But it's nearly lunch time and I thought maybe I should get you stirring. I thought we could drive into town and grab a late lunch. What cha say Mr. Federal agent?" 
 
   She laughed as he tickled her, until she saw the cuts and bruises on his arms and face. Then her face turned solemn, she looked away because it hurt her to see them. She noticed a small scratch on the left side of his chin near his dimple. It looked like one of the guys threw a strong right hook. Then she noticed a deeper cut below the right ear and it still looked a little bloody. 
 
   He did acknowledge her concerns about the cuts in a nonchalant way. He began eating on the cinnamon rolls and said. "These cuts mean nothing you should see the other guys. These are delicious and the coffee is great. You make great food baby." It was obvious he was more hungry than concerned about the cuts. His lack of concern did make her feel less disconcerted. She took a deep breath and remembered seeing worse on her son when he played football.
 
   "I thought it might be nice to wake up to something delicious." Enough sweet talk, she thought, it's time to get down to business. She took a deep breath and asked while holding his hand, playing with his fingers, in a nervous way."Okay babe, what happened last night? Curiosity has gotten the best of me." She sat in the middle of the bed facing him with her legs crisscrossed intently listening. She grabbed a blanket and covered her bare legs, while she scooted close to Mike. 
 
   He put some thought in how he wanted to approach the details. "Yesterday when I couldn't get hold of you I got worried. I called the police department to see who was on duty, and David had just started his shift. I asked dispatch to have him call me. When I expressed my concern about you, he said he would be glad to come by for a well fair check." He stopped for a few seconds to lick his fingers after eating several rolls. 
 
   There was a little bit of icing on his lip. She couldn't resist, she licked the icing from his upper lip. He grinned at her, wanting more than a lick. 
 
   He squeezed her leg and continued. "He called me back and told me about the incident with the guy delivering the wood, and your concerns about him. He found the guy and ran a check on the truck and everything checked out on them. I found it odd they just strolled down the beach and not take their truck to their friend's house. The reason for my concern was the rentals nearby were empty. Why would they walk a great distance and then walk all the way back to their truck. Plus with the frigid cold weather they wouldn't want to walk very far. I still had a lot of paperwork to do at work, but this kept dwelling on my mind and I became too worried to stay at work. So I decided to come home."
 
   "This is one time I'm glad you're a cop. Only a cop could know when something didn't appear right." 
 
   "You're right. When I got here you were gone in your car. I also knew you might come back since you left the light on in the kitchen. I waited for a little while and I charged my phone and tried to call several times, but no answer. Your clothes were still in the closet so I knew you didn't go home. The next logical explanation was you got scared and went to a hotel. You were at the second one I called. And by the way, that was smart of you to listen to your instincts."
 
   "Mike what if I wouldn't have been at a hotel when you called?" 
 
   He didn't want to tell her how scared that thought made him. He also knew if he would have walked in and they were hurting her, he would have killed them. No doubt in his mind. "I thought of that and I would have every cop in the state looking for you. But that didn't happen so I don't want you to think about it again." He knew that thought needed to be nipped in the bud. 
 
   "That's pretty good detective work, copper." He tapped the bed next to him for her to lie down next to him. She didn't have to be asked twice, and she snuggled in close. "Continue honey, I want to hear more."
 
   "You know the rest from when we left the hotel and saw the truck and got here and we saw the flashlight through the window. I can't even imagine what it would have been like if you would not have seen the truck. By you seeing it transformed me into my cop mode." To show his cop pose, he raised his arm to make a curl with his biceps, and he did look like Mr. Universe. His arm had to be at least twenty inches. When she patted his muscle, it felt as hard as a rock. 
 
   He continued. "And by me turning off the headlights gave me an advantage." He rubbed her arm trying to console her. "What I have to say next might bother you and I want you to know I'm here for you and I promise to keep you safe." 
 
   Oh wow, what he had to say did not sound good. A little anxiety started to flicker in the pit of her stomach. "Okay," she said as she swallowed hard. 
 
   "When I walked up to the door I could hear talking in the house. I stood there and listened for a little bit and they were whispering about where they would hide so they could surprise you. I decided to take keys and jiggle them like I was you. I heard them scurrying around looking for a place to hide. Once they were hid I thought I could get the upper hand. I walked in and acted like I was heading for the bedroom and I didn't say a word. I figured they were in a closet so as I walked by closets I quietly put chairs in front of the door so he couldn't open them. Right as I walked in the bedroom..." 
 
   He pointed to where it all happened. 
 
   "…the one guy who hid in the pantry started squawking when he couldn't open the door. When the guy in the pantry yelled, the other guy who hid in the bedroom closet jumped out to help his partner. He thought his partner had you. He was in for a surprise when I had my gun pointed at his head. He tried to run and I grabbed him and we fought, but he was in such bad shape I took him down with ease. I took him in the kitchen and held the pantry door closed until the police came. That's when I got these cuts and bruises and I think you need to kiss and make better," Mike said with a devilish grin. 
 
   She ignored Mike's request and asked. "They were after me? I told them I had a family and they were on the beach. They had to know they would be taking a chance, right?" Thank God for women's intuition. She knew in her heart something didn't seem right.
 
   Mike laughed.
 
   "What's so funny?"
 
   "It was funny to see them in shock and they screamed like girls. They screamed at each other for help."
 
   "That's too funny." Now she knew why Mike laughed.
 
   "Well, it all boils down to everything worked in your, our favor. There is one thing I can say about my work."
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "Criminals are stupid. And that should answer your question. Criminals take stupid chances and they took a chance that you were not married, but they didn't anticipate me."
 
   She took a deep breath and said. "I'm glad about that. What were their names?"
 
   "The older man's name is Sam Couried and his son is Charles Couried."
 
   "So their last name was not Johnson?"
 
   "No."
 
   "So where is John Johnson?"
 
   "We don't know where he is, and they're looking for him now." When Mike's mind snapped back to reality, he rolled over in a frantic. "What time is it?"
 
   She glanced at the clock next to her."It's ten-ten, why?"
 
   "Oh we have plenty of time." He played around like he's going to eat the last cinnamon roll. He swirled it under her nose, tempting her. Temptation got the best of her and she had to take a bite, then he fed her the rest. 
 
   "What are you talking about, time for what?" She took a swig of coffee and frowned, not realizing it had gotten cold. 
 
   "Later this afternoon we have a memorial service for Frank. I need to be there, but I'm not going to leave you especially after yesterday." He wasn't going to worry Lana, but until they got to the bottom of everything he would stay with her.
 
   "You need to be there and that's a final discussion about that. You will not miss this memorial," she said with forcefulness. She noticed he never mentioned anything about her going. She concluded he thought it was too soon for his friends to see them together and ask questions. Maybe Mike was like her and wanted to take their relationship slow. Admittingly it did hurt her feelings he didn't want to show her off to his friends. Maybe he was a player and he didn't take the women he dated to any business functions. She looked away because she didn't want him to see her hurt feelings.
 
   He propped himself on his elbow and ran his hands around the outline of her breasts and he raised her shirt to see her tanned tummy. "I thought and hoped you might go with me."
 
   Relief inundated her and her heart instantly changed from sad to happy. I'm such a girl worrying about silly things, she thought. "Mr. Ramsey, I thought you would never ask."
 
   "Hey, I'm a red blooded all American male with a beautiful lady lying right next to me. You have me thinking about other things. Need I say more?" He said as he started to rub her tanned tummy. 
 
   Lana saw love in his eyes, not just lust. Every time he looked at her his eyes softened more and more. They didn't do that when they first met. Mike always had a serious, intense look in his eyes. That soft look of love replaced the hard gaze. She couldn't imagine being a criminal and Mike giving them that mean stare. 
 
   "What time is the memorial?" 
 
   Mike pulled away a little as if trying to concentrate. "Two o'clock."
 
   Lana jumped out of bed. "Mike I have to buy a dress and shoes and all that stuff and I have to shower, put on my make-up, and we have to eat lunch. What were you thinking not letting me know before now?"
 
   He laughed hysterically.
 
   "Are you laughing at me?"
 
   "Your t-shirt goes below you knees. You look so cute with your hair all messed up and unkempt and a baggy shirt. You look like my beautiful little lady." Damn, she looked fine. He hoped tonight they would make love. Wanting women for sex needed to be shoved to the back of his mind, part of his past history. Yes he did use women for sex, but he knew it was mutual. He always let them know he wasn't interested in a long term relationship. Most women agreed, or at least that's what they said. Maybe they hoped for more. Mike didn't want to give anymore, until now, with this woman. With Lana he wanted to give it all, every ounce of his being, heart, and soul. 
 
   She was happy he said that, but she knew she had a lot to do. Frustrated she asked. "You have one hour to get ready. Do we need to run to your house to get a suit?"
 
   "Oh crap, I forgot about that." He jumped up and they both quickly made the bed. She took a quick shower then it was his turn to shower and shave. With paper and pen in hand she sat on the bed and made a quick look through her things to determine what she needed to buy at the store; dress, hose, shoes, coat, and earrings.
 
   While Mike shaved, she got dressed and she could hear him humming. With only a towel wrapped around him, he walked in the bedroom to grab his coffee. 
 
   She sat on the edge of the bed with her list in hand. 
 
   He sat down next to her. "What's the paper for, taking notes?" He asked while taking a swig of coffee. 
 
   "I'm making a shopping list so I don't forget anything." When he first sat down, she got a faint whiff of his cologne and the fragrance was a Clive Christian scent. She loved the clean scent and she inhaled enjoying the fragrance. It had been a long time since she sat next to a man fresh from the shower, and it was a temptation to her heart and body, for sure. If he tried to distract her by walking around with only a towel on, it worked. His tanned body rippled with muscles and every movement made them move with rhythm. For the first time she noticed he had a tattoo of an eagle on his right arm. When she looked closer she saw the name Kathy, Brianna, and Kyle in the wings of the eagle and she decided those names must be his wife and kids. He also had 442 tattooed in the claw. She remembered it was his badge number. She wondered if he would ever get a tattoo with her name in it. "You better hurry up and get dressed before I take the towel off you," she muttered while licking her dry lips. Going to the funeral was more important than what she had in mind, at least for now.
 
   "You will not get an argument out of me on that." He winked and went back in the bathroom, whistling. 
 
   She was so lucky to have such a gorgeous man to love, and to love her. She took a deep breath and sighed. In the back of her mind, she wondered if he remembered telling her he loved her.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   On their way into town they discussed what kind of food they liked. She hated to mention it, but she felt like Mike needed to know. "Mike I don't like seafood." 
 
   Mike had mentioned several times how much he loved seafood. He even commented on the advantage of living near the ocean because he could get seafood any time he wanted. "What? Are you kidding, you're visiting Massachusetts and you don't like seafood." He couldn't believe his ears, he thought everyone loved seafood. He couldn't imagine otherwise.
 
   "Is that a deal breaker?" She knew he would say yes just to tease her. 
 
   "I'll have to think on that one." He was so crazy about this girl, he could care less if she liked seafood or not. All he had to do was change his eating habits and find restaurants that served chicken or whatever her heart desired. 
 
   "We can have seafood as long as they offer steak or chicken as well." She regretted telling him about her dislike for seafood, she was afraid he might go someplace different just for her. She didn't want to deprive him of something he loved so much. Just the smell of seafood made her gag, but she could never tell him how she truly felt. She despised it ever since she had morning sickness. 
 
   "I think we can find a place that has chicken." He glanced over at his sweetheart and thought how beautiful she looked. Depriving her of anything was a task he would never allow himself to do, ever.
 
   She looked out the window and she knew it was a sad day for Mike. She also knew the memorial would rekindle the dread and anguish she felt a few short weeks ago. She never dreamed she would be attending another funeral so soon. She wanted them to be like other couples, hang out and do nothing. Maybe tomorrow might be more promising for them to have a normal day.
 
   Mike could tell she was a little bit quiet and distracted. "Babe what's the matter?"
 
   "I guess I'm sad about the memorial, that's all."
 
   "If going to the memorial bothers you, we don't have to go. Everyone would certainly understand considering what happened last night." 
 
   "No, we're going to the memorial. I'm just a little tired that's all." She wasn't lying about that. She hasn't slept well since she's been there. Maybe tonight with Mike there she could sleep more sound, knowing he would keep her safe.
 
   "Are you sure?"
 
   "Yes, I'm sure." Within seconds they pulled into the parking lot of the Pelican Restaurant. Thank goodness the snow slowed down to just a few flakes. Under normal circumstances they could have a snowball fight. The freshly fallen snow appeared light and fluffy. It would be easy to pack into a snowball. But she knew he had to work today and she felt bad keeping him from his work. "You know Mike I can go back to Tennessee so you can get your work done. With all that's happened, it's important for you to be with your men. I feel like you're missing out babysitting me, and I don't want you to do that."
 
   For the first time since Lana arrived, Mike felt panic, and it forced knots in his stomach. Could it be she had second thoughts about him? He decided to lay out his feelings. "Are you serious? No I don't want you to go back to Tennessee, and if it were up to me, you move here this very second. When my wife Kathy died several years ago I never thought I would find someone to love. Then you waltzed into my life. Last night when everything was over, I realized you could have been alone in the house. That angered me, knowing they could have hurt you. But it also made me realize how much I care for you. From past experiences as a cop you never take your loved ones for granted. You have to tell them you love them every day when you go to work, because you don't know if you'll come home or not. That's why I told you I love you…" 
 
   He pulled her close to him and took her face in his hands, kissed her on the nose. "... I didn't want to go in the house without you knowing how I feel. Lana, I love you with all my heart. Immediately I had a physical attracted to you, and when I heard you talk with a southern accent, I was hooked. I fell in love the minute you talked, the minute you walked, the minute you took your coat off, the minute you touched me. I never believed in falling in love at first sight, until now. So please baby don't talk about going back to Tennessee. Okay?" Feeling this vulnerable was not a something he was used to, or liked. Never did he allow himself to feel this way. Lana changed that. He wanted to protect her, love her, live with her, live through her. He wanted her to see the vulnerability in him, see what she had done to him. Holding back his feeling for her was not an option, not ever. 
 
   His eyes never left hers and she knew he meant it and all she could only cry with happiness and nod her head. 
 
   "Please baby, don't cry, I can't stand it, and I don't want you to feel bad or feel you're not safe. I'm off the rest of the time you are here. The only stumbling block we have today is the memorial, and you're going with me. And if we don't hurry up and eat we will not have time for me to get my suit and your dress." Time was of the essence, but he also wanted to change the subject.
 
   "Let's go, I'm starving," she said. She wiped away the tears and was mad at herself for being such a whine baby. Mike had enough to worry about without her acting like a baby. 
 
   As they walked in the hostess greeted them. "Hi Mr. Ramsey, how is my favorite officer today?"
 
   "I'm doing great, we want to sit at the back table, is that okay?"
 
   "Go right ahead and I'll send a waitress right over," she answered while still counting out change to a customer. There were several tables scattered around in the three dining rooms with a kitchen in the middle. The tables were so close together it took some maneuvering around chairs to get to their table. They were seated where Mike could see the door, a cop thing. 
 
   Their waitress handed them the menu and spoke with a soft voice. She seemed sad and never lifted her eyes from the ticket book. "Would you like to hear our specials today?" Lana could tell she didn't want to go over them again. 
 
   In a way Lana didn't blame her. How many times did she say the specials today? It would be much easier to paper clip the specials on the menu. She could work more tables in the time it took to list the specials. Lana's heart felt bad for this weary waitress. She looked like an old lady whose face looked tired and worn. She had bags under her eyes and they looked fatigued. She had her gray hair pulled back in a bun, and because of her age it was thin. She had a small hump back caused from a curvature of the spine. Lana knew her hump back was from this hard work and from age. At that moment, Lana knew she would make sure she got a sizable tip, at least a ten. 
 
   Lana politely said. "That's okay we'll just look at the menu."
 
   Mike pushed his menu to the side knowing what he wanted to eat. 
 
   "So Mike, what do you recommend for me to eat? Besides seafood, I think chicken might be appropriate for me, especially after last night." 
 
   He raised his left eyebrow. "We won't even go there little lady. I know it has been a tough couple of days, but I'm off work and I want to spend every moment with you. Your safe and I'm safe, and there was a tragedy, but let's call a truce and not bring up last night and let's enjoy each other and get to know one another. Is it a deal?" 
 
   How could she say no to that, and she should be willing to try. "It's a deal, on one condition, when we get home you have to tend to the fire." 
 
   "Now that sounds like a deal, better yet, I'll fix the furnace." They both laughed because it was suppose to have been fixed two days ago. 
 
   "Yea, I believe that when I see it," she said with sarcasm. Immediately, she wished she could take that statement back. It was inappropriate to say such a mean utterance. 
 
   "You are grumpy and I need to feed you." He overlooked her statement because he knew she was tired, hungry and emotional.
 
   "Mike I'm sorry I snapped at you, that didn't come out the way I wanted." 
 
   "Honey, I didn't take it that way, and it's okay. I know you're tired and I appreciate your sacrifice going with me to the memorial. You could have stayed at the house and taken a nap. Because you're going with me I can focus on Frank's family instead of worrying about you being alone. Thank you for that." 
 
   He chose just the right words to make her feel better. "Honey, you're welcome and I know I never told you last night or this morning. Thank you for protecting me last night, and Mike?" 
 
   "Yes?" He answered but not paying attention, he played with her hands, trying to warm them. 
 
   "Mike? Look at me please."
 
   "What babe?" He focused on her.
 
   "I love you too!"
 
   He looked in her eyes hoped he saw the truth and he did, very much so. His heart leaped with joy. He got choked up and said. "Oh baby, I love you so much!"
 
   "Mike one more thing."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Earlier you talked about telling me you loved me before you go to work, just in case you don't come home."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "I wanted to tell you I know you love your job, and I would never change that. But I want you to remember as you go to work. I'd rather have three wonderful years with you than have a lifetime of nothing. I guess what I'm trying to say is, let's live everyday like it's our last," she said getting all choked up again. She quickly changed the subject before she started to cry again and messed up her makeup. 
 
   About that time the waitress walked up to take their order. "I think I will try the southwest chicken." 
 
   Mike ordered shrimp and fries.
 
   They chatted about Cape Cod and how beautiful it was in the summer. She could only imagine the beauty of the towns with all the hustle and bustle of vacationers. 
 
   Mike smiled when he thought of the beach in the summer. "Some of the cute things of the summer are to see the children run across the sand when it's hot. They jump and holler trying to run to the water where it's cool. They look like Mexican jumping beans. It's nice to see an old person fall asleep on the beach on a sunny cool day. But on the other hand the winter's can be brutal. I live in Boston and some winters it can snow for several days." His eyes glowed just talking about living in the area. 
 
   She glanced out the window and everything looked white. "We might want to consider heading to your house because it looks like it's snowing a little harder." 
 
   Mike's eyes pivoted to the window and he noticed the road looked like sheets of white. He also noticed the sky was noticeably darker. The darkness made the street lights came on down the street. "What did you think about the food?" He pulled out his wallet and dug out his credit card while they waited on the check. 
 
   Lana unknowing to Mike pulled out a ten. She held it in her lap, and she planned on putting it on the table when Mike turned his head. It was obvious the waitress needed a little extra money. Lana's mom had curvature of the spine and she knew how her mom suffered. Maybe this little bit of extra money could help this elderly waitress. "I loved it, but I loved being with you more," she said with all honesty. 
 
   "Once we get through this memorial we will have a great evening, and I have a surprise for you."
 
   "I love surprises." Just anticipating the surprise made her clap her hands, just like a child.
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   12:34 p.m.
 
    
 
   Boston could be considered one of the most beautiful cities on the eastern coast. It's amazing how cities look different all over the country. Boston buildings had the old craftsman style look. Atlanta had the contemporary more modern look. San Francisco had an old world look and Houston had the straight line geometric look. You could definitely tell what part of the country you were in just by the designs of the skyscrapers. 
 
   Mike's house was in an older part of the city and it's not too far from the John Joseph Moakley Courthouse where he worked. They turned in a subdivision called Revere Estates. The homes looked like they were about one hundred years old. The neighborhood appeared well manicured and in the front yards grew huge oak trees. Some of them had pictures of family in the military hanging on them. She liked that better than yellow ribbons. He wound around several streets then turned on Cedar Cove. 
 
   When they pulled in the driveway Lana noticed he had the house painted a medium brown with white trim. It was a very old craftsman style look. The front porch, painted in white, wrapped around most of the front of the house. There were several big square wood pillars lined up with the front porch. Chains swung between the columns and Lana imagined how Boston fern hung from them in the spring and summer. 
 
   "Welcome to my Boston home," he said grinning. He couldn't wait to show off his masterpiece.
 
   "Mike, your home is beautiful. How old is this house?"
 
   "It was built in the 1940 by newlyweds. They lived in it until 1992 and the couple got so old they moved into a convalescent home. Their children rented it out until they died in 1997. Then they sold it to me. It was in horrible shape when I bought it and I tried to restore it to its original state. This house is certainly a labor of love."
 
   "That's an understatement. I can certainly see why you fell in love with this house."
 
   "Please come in and let me show you around my masterpiece." They walked along the rock path to the front porch. On the porch to the left were several rockers. There were several planters all over, some were wicker and some were iron. 
 
   He unlocked the door and turned off the alarm. There was a small entrance with a living room to the left and a formal dining room to the right. Lana noticed the five inch Bellawood flooring throughout the three rooms. "Did you install the floor yourself?" 
 
   "Yes, it took me a month, only a few hours a day, but well worth it." All his hard work showed, and he seemed proud of his accomplishment.
 
   "I certainly agree with that. You know Mike I have not ever been crazy about leather furniture, but I have to admit this is perfect in this room." The couch was dark brown leather with a deep burgundy, tan, and black rug under it. He only had blinds in the living room, but in the dining room he had blinds with dark brown drapes matched the many dark brown colors on the rug under the table. The table was a dark stained oak with a matching hutch.
 
   He gave her a sweet hug and she could tell he liked her enthusiasm and approval. "Thank you honey, but we're not finished."
 
   He led her into the kitchen and her heart turned flip flops. Wow, custom mahogany cabinets filled the kitchen with custom craftsman style doors. In the middle of this huge kitchen was an island with a small sink and gas cook top on it. The countertops were made of rich brown, tan, and black granite. Another larger sink was under the double window that faced the back. "Mike are these the original cabinets?"
 
   "Yes, I just replaced the doors. I'm going to change into my suit, so you make yourself at home and check out the house."
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   "Thank you," he said while giving her a hug. "Come on it's your turn to grab a dress. Is Penney's okay? It's only a few blocks from the church."
 
   "That's great, and I can wear the dress out of the store." She loved his home and wanted to let him know. "You have a beautiful home. I didn't get to the bedrooms, but I will next time." 
 
   "I'm hoping it will be your home one day." He commented after kissing her hand.
 
   "I would be very proud to share this home with you." She envisioned cooking Thanksgiving dinner in that kitchen.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   After looking at several dresses, she picked out a knit Ralph Lauren casual dress that went to her knee and it fit tighter than she would have wanted, but she could blame that on her large bust. It was a cowl neck collar with long sleeves. She even bought a black jacket to wear with the dress. The coat was also a Ralph Lauren. Her coat, a simple button up that also went to her knees. She couldn't walk into the church wearing a blue jean jacket.
 
   Within twenty minutes she was fully dressed. When she walked out of the dressing room Mike whistled. He thought she looked breathtaking. He knew with her on his arm, many men would be turning their heads. Looking at her waist, it couldn't be over twenty-two inches, and that made her bust look even larger. He raised his eyebrows, whistled again. "I think you are a show stopper."
 
   "Thanks honey." She didn't think she had ever been this happy even with the sadness of the memorial. Obviously, he was proud of the way she looked, and for the first time in a long time, it mattered what a man thought of her.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   They pulled up to the First Methodist church, and hundreds of cars were lined up along the road. Many of them were police cars. Mike had a spot reserved for him in the front of the church. Once he pulled in he took a deep breath.
 
   As they walked in the church everyone stared at them, trying to figure out who's with Mike. Many of the mourners acknowledged Mike and looked at Lana bewildered. They knew Mike didn't date anyone, so who was this woman? She enjoyed their uncertain looks, enjoyed being the mystery woman. "Where do you want me to sit?" Lana asked.
 
   "I want you to sit with me."
 
   "Do you mind if I sit a few rows back? I think you need to sit with your guys."
 
   "That's fine honey, if it makes you feel more comfortable." 
 
   "It would make me feel better because your place is with your men." He found her a seat three rows behind him.
 
   Mike sat down with some big men and he said something to them and they all turned around and looked at Lana. She smiled, but she was disconcerted by their stares, and she wondered what Mike said to them. She did recognize some of them from TV. She took a deep breath, no doubt now, his men knew about her. That thought made her heart happy that he told him men about her. This moment was a big milestone in their relationship.
 
   Lana noticed Mike turned around and checked on her several times during the ceremony. She couldn't help thinking about attending James' funeral would have been a lot easier if Mike stood at her side and held her hand. 
 
   Out of nowhere Lana could hear a conversation between two women behind her. "Who is that good looking guy that keeps turning around looking our way?" 
 
   The other lady tried to whisper. "His name is Mike Ramsey, and he's Frank's boss."
 
   Then Lana could hear them whisper and she couldn't understand what they were saying, but she knew they were talking about her. 
 
   The memorial lasted about thirty minutes longer and she knew many of the people would leave, but some stayed and wanted to talk. She wanted Mike to stay as long as his men needed him. Some of the officer's who were on duty left immediately to go back to work. Many people went up to Frank's wife to give her their condolences. Lana sat on the pew for a few minutes to let the crowd thin out before she approached Mike. She was mesmerized by Mike, watching him talk with his men and other people, surprised by his cordiality. He certainly didn't act cordial with her when they first talked on the phone. His actions surprised her, she expected him to be quiet, but he acted quite the contrary.
 
   The lady behind Lana tapped her on the shoulder. She looked behind her and of course she didn't know this woman. But she wanted to be polite, so Lana made a friendly comment. "Don't you think it was a nice memorial?" Lana didn't know why the lady wanted to talk to her.
 
   She let her know right away she had no interest in the memorial. "How do you know Mike Ramsey, I think he's cute. Plus he has a great body." 
 
   Lana didn't know how to answer her. Should she tell her he's her boyfriend? To tell her that seemed presumptuous since she's only known him a few days. So she took the safe answer. "We're good friends."
 
   She was a pretty brunette, tall and thin. She had on bright red lipstick as though she wouldn't stand out in the black low cut dress. Her mascara was thick, and her eyelashes were matted together, and Lana thought that's because her eyelashes were not very long and she put on a lot of mascara trying to compensate. "So you're not boyfriend and girlfriend?"
 
   "Why do you ask?" This woman was too cute. Lana decided she wouldn't discuss Mike with her at all.
 
   "I have an interest in him, and I just want to make sure he's not taken."
 
   "Do you know him?" Lana asked.
 
   "No, or I should say I don't know him intimately but I know who he is, I've had an interest in him for awhile. But I will know him better after today. If you're not married to him, I'm going to tell you to move over honey, he's going to be mine."
 
   This hussy was so blatantly bold with their interest in Mike. There is a lot of insecurity with this hussy, and she hoped Mike saw through it. She would never ask any woman anything like this. She's not sure how to answer this, so she just smiled and turned back around to face Mike. Deep down Lana was tore up about this whole ordeal. Then she thought to herself. You have to trust Mike. That one thought along with a deep breath made her feel better.
 
   The hussy didn't waste time walking up to Mike and giving him a hug. Lana couldn't hear their words, but she thought she was giving him her condolences. Mike just smiled and she could tell he could be thanking her. He made no quick movements to get away from her nor did he look over at Lana. She mind raced with jealousy. Lana calm down, you know you have no reason to be jealous, so give him a break. 
 
   Within a few minutes Mike took the girl by the elbow and brought her over to Lana. At first when Mike walked with her, the hussy grinned from ear to ear, but that grin turned to grimace when they walked over to Lana.
 
   She just sat in her seat on the pew. Lana decided she wasn't going to stand up for this heifer. 
 
   "Honey, I want you to meet Elizabeth, this is Frank's cousin," he said while grinning.
 
   Lana reached up to shake her hand and she reluctantly reciprocated. "It's nice to meet you, and I'm so sorry about your loss," Lana said.
 
   Elizabeth wrapped her coat around her shoulders and said. "Thanks." Without another word she ran out the door.
 
   Lana looked at Mike like shame on you, and he winked at her and walked back to the guys. She sat in the pew a little longer, and walked up to Mike when he had a moment alone. "Babe, I'm going to walk around the church for a little while, and maybe find the chapel. You take your time and I have my cell phone turned on so call me when you are ready to go."
 
   "I don't mind heading out if you're ready to leave." But he wanted to stay awhile longer. He knew she didn't have much rest and he didn't want to push the issue. 
 
   "Your place is here right now. Call me when you're ready to go."He reached down and kissed her on the cheek. That was an opportunity to whisper in his ear. "We will discuss Elizabeth later."
 
   He laughed and said. "Okay."
 
   She walked off and she couldn't help herself but to turn around to see if Mike happened to be watching her walk off, to her surprise all the men watched her walk away. Her face turned bright red and she walked faster without looking back again.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Lana's phone ran just as she finished a cup of coffee and visited with some people who also hung out in the cafeteria. 
 
   Her heart fluttered knowing it was him on the phone. "Hey sweetie," answered Lana.
 
   "Are you ready to go?"
 
   "Only if you are, and your call was perfect timing, I just finished a cup of coffee."
 
   "Stay there and I'll come get you."
 
   "Okay." She was thankful for that because her feet hurt. New shoes and a lot of walking do not go together.
 
   There were only a few people left in the cafeteria and Mike spoke to a couple of them and he introduced her. It was so nice to have his arm to hold on to, she felt protected and loved. He took her hand and they walked out the side door. He helped her in the passenger's side. As he walked to the other side he waved and said something to some guys leaving the church.
 
   "Who were those guys?"
 
   "A bunch of the guys and their families have decided to meet for pizza. They wanted to know if we wanted to meet them." The truck sputtered and coughed while Mike tried to coax her to run.
 
   "Mike, we can go if you want to, I would love to meet your team."
 
   "I don't want to go. I want to spend my evening with you, alone."
 
   She couldn't help herself. "What about Elizabeth?"
 
   Mike rolled his head back with laughter. "Oh baby you don't have to worry about Elizabeth."
 
   "She likes you, she told me so." Just the thought of that hussy upset her stomach.
 
   He laughed even harder. "Honey she has liked me since I met her at a BBQ a few years ago. She stayed with Frank's wife Robin when she was pregnant with their second child. Robin had morning sickness so bad she needed help with their oldest child. Frank invited the team over for BBQ dinner on the fourth of July, Elizabeth was there and she has liked ever me since that day. But …," he look at her with his devilish grin. "… It won't be a problem anymore. I told her you were my fiancé."
 
   "Are you serious?" She was so thrilled he told her that. Instantly she wasn't mad at Elizabeth anymore. Now she felt sorry for her. 
 
   "Yep."
 
   When she looked into his eyes they danced with mischief and love. She also saw some question in them. She knew he wondered if he might be a little pretentious. To show him he wasn't, she unbuckled her seat belt and moved to the seat right next to him. She buckled the middle seatbelt and held on to him as tight as she could. 
 
   They both sat quiet as they took in their feelings for each other. This small move let him know she cared deeply for him. 
 
   He finally broke the silence as 'ole Bessie' jug lugged down the road. "How about pizza for dinner, I'm hungry. When the guys mentioned it, I thought it sounded good. Besides I want you to try Franco's."
 
   "Yep," she answered. They both laughed and he squeezed her knee and slowly ran his hand up and down her thigh and calf. She knew by the way he touched her, he anticipated the night, and she couldn't wait for tonight either. Her insides got warm just dreaming about his touch.
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   5:55 p.m. 
 
    
 
   They stopped at Franco's for the best pizza ever, or at least that's what Mike swears. They ordered a meat lover for Mike and she got a pepperoni with onions and black olives. She liked cheese but not a ton on the top, so she ordered stuffed crust. Franco's had something she had never seen before, but a unique idea, customers could order different crusts. Franco's had sour dough, sweet dough, onion dough, herb dough, and regular. Since she loved sweet bread she got the sweet dough and Mike ordered the herb dough. 
 
   As they got in the truck, Mike noticed how Lana legs shivered from the cold. "Baby I'm sorry I didn't realize how cold you are with only a dress and those thin nylon hose to keep you warm." He removed his overcoat and laid it across her lap, then abrasively rubbed her legs. The coat was so warm it only took a few minutes for her legs to stop shaking. "Is that better? Honey you have to let me know when you get cold. The winter in Boston can chill you to the bone. I can't stand it when you're cold."
 
   "I will from now on, you have to remember it's been years since I've had anyone care for me." 
 
   "You better get used to me. I'm going to be around for the rest of your life."
 
   On the way home his strong arm felt good in her hands. She was tantalized by the lines of his muscles, and how they harden as he moved them with the steering wheel. She watched his face and noticed how intently he watched the snow covered road. Later she hoped that intensity would be in eyes when they made love. 
 
   When they reached the house Mike opened his truck door and the cold air was rejuvenating, or at least for him. Mike scooted out and leaned over Lana to reach for the pizza. Temptation took over and he blew on a fart on her neck. 
 
   He's such a guy, she thought. She took a deep breath and wondered if he would do that the rest of their lives. She hoped so.
 
   As soon as they entered the house, she wanted to shed clothes. "Honey, I'm going to change clothes and put on your t-shirt. Would you unzip me please?" She turned around and pulled her hair to the front.
 
   "It will cost you ten kisses."
 
   "When do I have to you?" She could feel his hot breath on the back of her neck and she knew he would blow farts. But he didn't. His soft lips brushed her shoulder. The warmth of his breath and the softness of his lips made her legs week. She could only imagine this feeling for the rest of her life. 
 
   "Tonight," he whispered breathlessly.
 
   Knowing Mike had to start the fire, she left for the bedroom without looking back. If she turned around and looked into his eyes, she could never leave.
 
   Mike already inhaled two slices of pizza by the time she got to the kitchen. He mumbled with food in his mouth. "I was hungry."
 
   "I see the pizza tastes good. Did you save me any?" She reached over and pinched off a piece of his dough to try out the herb flavor. It was delicious. Mike's right, Franco's had great pizza or at least the crust.
 
   He pointed to the box with a glass of coke poured and a plate sitting there. "I'll fix your plate. I wanted to wait until you got here because I didn't want your pizza to get cold." He jumped up grab a plate for her.
 
   The minute he opened the box the aroma of sweet dough, onions and pepperoni filled the air. She took a quick bite before moving her plate to the bar. The dough tasted better than Mike's pizza, at least she thought so. The onions were thinly sliced and that's how she liked it. When the onions were cooked they burned on the edges. The dough tasted a sweet roll with a little garlic flavor on the crust. 
 
   Mike excused himself to change his clothes. 
 
   Lana thought the pizza tasted incredible. If she lived here she would get fat. Between the great pastries and great pizza, she would be doomed. 
 
   Mike came back wearing only boxers and a t-shirt, a tight shirt. She almost choked on her pizza when she saw how good he looked. A sight such as that stirred every female emotion possible. She knew how Elizabeth was heartbroken, poor girl. 
 
   They both grabbed their plates and headed for the living room. They sat in front of the warm fire as they ate. For some reason she seemed a little worried, maybe because they were alone out in the middle of nowhere or maybe it was because the wind's howling was so loud. "Mike, what would you do if someone tried to break-in the house?" 
 
   He finished chewing his pizza before he answered. "You know I can shoot a little bit, and I'll just point my gun shut my eyes and hope I hit them." He grinned at her innocence.
 
   "You fart, you know what I mean." She laughed at how stupid that question was, especially after he nabbed the two men last night. "I guess that was a stupid question. I'm tired and I'm not thinking straight. If you don't mind I think I'm going to bed."
 
   He stood up and kissed her forehead and said. "Go ahead and I'll be right behind you. I will double check the door and windows, and put away the pizza." 
 
   The more he walked around the more turned on she got. She realized she's not quite as sleepy anymore. Her body ached for him. 
 
   He brushed his teeth and walked over to her and sat on the edge of the bed, her side of the bed, grinning. She smiled back not knowing what he had planned.
 
   Emotions were aroused in her and she adjusted herself on the bed to get a better look of his manhood. He obliged by turning towards her and spreading his legs just a little, and he unknowingly gave her what she wanted most, a peek. She wanted to make love to him, but her shyness overwhelmed her and she decided to let him lead the way. She hasn't been with a man since her husband and she wasn't sure of his experience, but she was sure he had more than her. No way could he convince her he's been practicing abstinence, not with his body.
 
   He had different thoughts. To her surprise he went to the closet and got out a guitar. He played romantic songs from several decades. Mike had an incredible voice, and she knew that from him singing in the truck. Her favorite song was Feels So Right. He also played some songs famous by Sam Cooke You Send Me; Percy Sledge When a Man Loves a Woman. 
 
   She could have listened to him all night, except for tonight. She had other plans for him. By now she was fully awake and anticipated the rest of the night. 
 
   He laid his guitar against the wall and reached over and plugged her ipod in the radio. He tuned it in the blues section, some soft romantic blues. Lana enjoyed listening to the blues while cooking and drinking a glass of wine.
 
   "How did you know I had the blues on my ipod?"
 
   "I looked through it when you took a bath and I like the blues too. You have Billie Holiday, Ray Charles, Muddy Waters, and best of the soft blues. I haven't heard these particular tracks but I thought it might be appropriate for tonight." He turned off the light and focused solely on Lana.
 
   As the music played he slowly caressed her breasts and touched her nipples with a slight squeeze. As he slipped her t-shirt off he saw the perkiness of her breasts silhouetted by the dim light that peaked through the cracks of the drapes. He wished he had opened the drapes fully. The light would have been brighter, and he would have had a better view.
 
   She wiggled under his caress. Her lips parted and an uncontrollable moaning escaped her body. She led his hand between her legs and the wet warmth sent shivers through both their bodies. 
 
   Their bodies moved with the rhythm of the songs and their hands eagerly searched for sacred parts of their bodies. Parts that were there for the taking, and they touched every inch. She put her arms around him and gave him an erotic kiss. He responded by wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close enough to feel his stiffness. 
 
   He breathlessly moaned. "Baby I love you so much. Tonight is yours and I want you to enjoy every minute." 
 
   "Mike, shut up and make love to me," she anxiously pled, wanting more, wanting every ounce of him. 
 
   He reached down and kissed her so intimately and tenderly that it took her breath away. "Baby, I want you more than I have ever wanted anyone, ever."
 
   "Oh Mike," were the only words she could muster.
 
   He rolled her on her back and touched every part of her body, and her body wanted more. His caresses started on her side and worked his hands down her buttocks, between her legs and then back up to her breasts. She gasped and wiggled with his touch. 
 
   Her hands glided over his strong arms and chest, and she wanted to see him naked. He obliged by rolling over onto his back. My God, he's beautiful. 
 
   They touched places that were new to them, and inviting. Their bodies lacked in perfection but not in desirability. They obviously weren't twenty year olds, but they acted like it. Actually sex was immensely better because they knew what they desired and how to get it. Experimenting with their bodies had developed at an entirely different level, a mature level, a level of mastery.
 
   When they were both ready, he whispered in her ear. "Baby, I want you so much." 
 
   She answered him with her hands. Her entire body quivered with every thrust, and she had never felt such ecstasy. 
 
   When they finished he laid on top for a couple of minutes just caressing her face and kissing her gently. The kisses were to tell her he loved her. 
 
   They both relished every second of the moment. Life couldn't be better with the sound of the fierce ocean along with the soft blues music. She never wanted to forget what just happened.
 
   He rolled over and pulled her to his chest. "Lana, I love you so much." 
 
   "I love you too." And she meant those words from the depths of her soul. She felt completely fulfilled and exhausted.
 
   "Tomorrow baby I'm going to spend every second with you," he said as he kissed her softly on the lips. "Goodnight my love."
 
   "Goodnight." Her last thoughts were she had never told anyone she loved them since her husband. This week had been momentous.
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   Day 6
 
   October 20 4:32 a.m.
 
    
 
   She forgot where she was for a few minutes. She pulled her arms out from under the blankets and realized how cold it was outside the covers. But warm and comfy snuggled under the several layers of blankets. It's amazing how life looked so wonderful in the morning after a great night sleep and great sex. She smiled thinking about the unequivocal pleasures last night. Lazily she rolled over to ogle Mike. To her surprise he happen to be staring right at her and she jumped, startled. "Honey, what are you doing?" She asked.
 
   "Watching you sleep. And the answer to your next question, I've been watching you for about twenty minutes. You're pretty cute when you sleep, with a little drool running down your chin." 
 
   She was aggravated at him. "Why didn't you wake me? We could have snuggled sooner."
 
   "Babe we have a lifetime for that, and you looked so cute sleeping. Plus I knew you needed the rest." Even with all that has happened he knew she would sleep sound with him there to protect her. By watching her this morning, he knew he was right.
 
   She wrapped her arms around him and snuggled in close.
 
   "You know what babe?" He asked while caressing her beautiful face.
 
   "What?" She answered closing her eyes enjoying his touch.
 
   "I know it is cold outside, but the ocean is so beautiful at sunrise. Let's get up and go for a walk. I'm not talking a long walk, but just maybe the length of a football field. The sun coming up in the morning is incredible and I want to share that with you. Do you remember the beautiful sunset when you drove up the other night? The sunrise is just as beautiful." 
 
   "Yes, I was in awe. I would love to go for a walk with you. But only if you get a fire going and you fix the heater, that way we come into a warm house." Never did her hands stop caressing him.
 
   He pulled her close and kissed her. "That's a deal. But first let's create our own heat." 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She finished getting ready for their invigorating walk with layers of clothing. Mike looked at her and laughed. "You look like a blue Pillsbury dough boy." Everything on her was bundled up except the middle of her face.
 
   "I feel like him too. We better hope I don't fall, I may never get up," she giggling. She didn't have any gloves so she had to keep her hands in her pockets or Mike's. He had fewer layers on, but the layers were thick. The lining in his jacket was a heavy fleece. He had on long johns and a sweater. Lana had two pairs of pants, three shirts, her coat and Mike's coat. 
 
   Walking outside was a cold shock, especially once they left the protection of the porch. Neither one of them could see much. In the distance they saw an orange sliver of a line. Obviously it was the sun, but it wasn't going to help them see, not yet. The sun woke up and crept into the new day, an inch at a time. As it rose it looked like it peaked over the ends of the earth, yawning. The tip of the sun looked so close. If they stretched their fingers they could touch it. The many clouds in the sky played peek-a-boo with it, but the sun rose so majestically it didn't pay any attention to the clouds. 
 
   "Oh Mike, this is beautiful."
 
   He gave her the biggest hug and he put her hands in his jacket pockets. He couldn't stand her being cold. "I told you, and it's worth bearing the elements, don't you think?"
 
   "Yes, can we just stand here for a few more minutes to imprint this memory in my mind?" The sun was growing big and bright. She could only imagine how it would look on a hot summer morning. The steam of heat off the water would make the sun look like a mirage. 
 
   They walked several feet down the beach to some chairs that were arranged to face this beauty. Mike pulled the two chairs together and they sat down to watch this amazing view. "You should see this in the summer, the sun is bigger." 
 
   "I will this coming summer, and I'm going to make you sit out here with me every morning." She noticed when the waves capped it looked like ships in the distance against the orange sky. She thought about how many women had mistaken the waves for ships bringing their husbands home. Bringing with them stories of their travels and bearing gifts from foreign lands. Lana reached over and gave Mike a passionate kiss and said. "Oh Mike, I've missed you so much and tell me about your travels and what did you bring me."
 
   "What?" He looked at her like she had lost her mind.
 
   In her English accent she asked again. "Sire, what did you bring for me while traveling yonder foreign land? Warm thyself by the fire and speak of your travels."
 
   Mike took off one of his gloves and dug in his pocket and pulled out a quarter. "Milady I bring you treasures from a land called England. This token I will give to your father in return for your hand in marriage."
 
   "Thank you, Sire." She took the quarter and put it in her pants pocket to keep forever. She never wanted to forget this moment. "Oh Mike this is the best sunrise I think I've ever seen." A few hundred yards down the beach Lana saw a cement wall with boulders all around it. "Mike let's walk to the wall."
 
   "I love to sit on the wall and watch the rain in the distance. You can see for miles and it's amazing to see the lightening shoot across the sky. It's better than fourth of July fireworks."
 
   "I can imagine." She was preoccupied with something she saw on the beach. It was a colorful fabric of some sort. As they got closer she thought it was a beach ball sticking out of the sand. 
 
   Mike stopped when she let go of his hand and she walked over and pulled it out of the sand. It was a small piece of vinyl and it once was bright colored polka dots on white; red, green yellow and blue. It was only about eight inch square warn piece of vinyl. Memories flooded her mind as she picked it up and examined it. "Mike, what do you think this is?"
 
   He examined it for a minute. "It's a real old umbrella that probably got tore up during a storm. Usually people bring in the furniture at the end of summer. Who knows what happened with this, maybe someone cut it up to make a flag for a sand castle. Why?"
 
   Tears rolled down her face, uncontrollably. She just sat down on the sand and bawled like a baby. "I'm sorry I'm crying but I just couldn't help myself." She cried every time she looked at the piece of vinyl, reminiscing. 
 
   He sat on the sand next to her and held her close. He just let her cry it out but he was bewildered why she would be so upset. "Honey, just cry all you want but tell me what's hurting you."
 
   She regained her composure the best she could. "Years ago when I was a little girl, my family came to the Cape Cod area for a vacation. That was the first time I had ever seen the ocean, and we had a wonderful time playing on the beach, eating seafood and just enjoying life. My daddy was Irish and his skin couldn't handle the sun, so he would walk around toting an umbrella. Mike it looked just like this one, it had many colors on it. Everyone laughed so hard at him. We could see him coming a mile away because this umbrella was so bright. He was the only one on the beach who carried an enormous size cover." She got choked up remembering one special moment. "What I remember the most about that umbrella is my mom and dad would kiss under it."
 
   He held her close. "Oh baby, take it back to your dad and he'll be proud you found such a treasure."
 
   He stood up and extended his hand to help her stand. 
 
   "He died two weeks after our vacation. He died at work. In his job he worked on machinery, and one day he slipped and fell into the machine and it crushed his head. It was a bathtub mold and they couldn't turn off the machine fast enough. Coming here, to Cape Cod would be our last vacation."
 
   All he could do was hold her and try to take her burden away. He wished there he could have done more for her. His heart hurt for her. "I'm sorry baby, what can I do for you?" He knew how death played havoc on a person's emotions, and she had been through a lot the last few days.
 
   "I thought I resolved this sad memory years ago. But when I looked at this little piece of cloth, it brought back too many memories." She was having such a wonderful time with Mike she didn't want to ruin it, so she put the piece of vinyl in her pocket with the quarter. "Mike I'm beginning to look like a homeless person collecting things that don't mean anything." 
 
   "They do to you." Her innocence of emotions was a part of her personality he was attracted to most. She never had a problem showing how she felt. He liked that much better than bottling every emotion.
 
   "Honey, put your arms around this Pillsbury dough boy, I need a hug," she asked.
 
   "Come here chubby." He held her for a long time and they just watched the sun come up and then hide into the clouds. 
 
   While he held her, she slipped her hands under his jacket to touch his tummy, and he felt nice and warm. He didn't seem to mind, nor did he yelp when she touched him with her freezing hands. He truly is a wonderful man with a major six pack. "Do you think we can catch the wall on a warm rainy day in the future, it's so cold and I'm ready to get warm? Plus I'm getting hungry."
 
   "We sure can."
 
   When Mike opened the back door, the heat felt wonderful. "Mr. Ramsey, how would you like some breakfast?"
 
   "Breakfast sounds wonderful, I'm hungry. What do you want to eat?"
 
   "Anything sounds good to me. I'm starving. That walk and fresh air gave me an appetite," she answered while shedding her coats. 
 
   Before she walked off he gently raised her chin to look at him. "Are you okay?"
 
   "Yes, baby I'm fine. I just had a déjà vu moment." She rummaged through the fridge. An omelet sounded good, and she had everything for that. She saw the steak and thought about supper. She stuck her head in the living room. "Hey babe, how about steak for dinner, I can mix a marinade if that sounds good to you." 
 
   "That sounds great, do you have steak?"
 
   "Yes, I picked one up at the store a couple of days ago. I'll start the marinade and get the steak soaking in it. Do you mind if I use some of your wine?" Wine in the marinade was a must, but she wanted some for dinner tonight.
 
   "Not at all, and we can get some more wine later if we need it. Just whatever you want, it's your day." The he added with a wink and grin. "And it's my night."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She just finished putting on her makeup when Mike popped his head in the bathroom. "I'm going to put my tools in the truck and look around outside, so take your time and we'll go when you're ready."
 
   "I'll be ready in a few minutes." He was already gone. She wondered where they'll go today, where their adventure would lead them. She knew there were many lighthouses and museums in their destined futures. Her heart skipped beats just thinking about being with him, especially for a lifetime. 
 
   When she finished putting away her makeup she lingered when she saw his shaving cream and razor sitting on the bathroom counter. She had to touch them because he touched them just a few minutes ago. The sink had been washed out but there were still a few hairs in it. His toothpaste cap wasn't put back on the tube tight. All his toiletries were haphazardly thrown all over the counter. His towel had been thrown on the floor. She smiled when she looked up and hers properly hung over the bar by the toilet. His boxers and t-shirt were tossed on the floor next to the sink. She wanted to remember this moment so she'll never fuss at him for not picking up his stuff. She had learned there are more important things to worry about than this.
 
   One last look around and a quick check to make sure the bathroom window was locked tight. She guessed she would have to follow Mike around to close and lock all windows. Being a cop and his massive stature allowed him to have the freedom of security. Being a woman and not a cop, she tended to be a little more cautious.
 
   She walked into the living room and he was relaxed in the recliner watching the weather. "Wow, you look pretty. Are you ready to eat? I'm starved." 
 
   "I'm starved too." If he thought her wardrobe looked worn or tattered he never said anything. 
 
   He got up and helped her with her coat and then blew a fart on her neck.
 
   "Mike!"
 
   "Come on homeless woman."
 
   She giggled.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "I'm so hungry I could eat you," he said as he started eating her fingers. "I hope you like the place I picked out, and by the way, they have chicken just for you." He played with the radio pushing buttons and not finding what he wanted. She thought maybe he wanted 70's music so she dug out her ipod and connected it to the stereo. The ipod happened to be set on rock-n-roll from the 60's and 70's music. Mike nodded and said. "I like that, if you don't mind just leave it on that section. You have quite a variety of music on your Ipod. I'm impressed."
 
   "Thank you kind sir," she answered.
 
   "So what are you hungry for, or should I guess, chicken?"
 
   Her mind wondered over the many alternatives available. "Well, we are going to have steak tonight, so I guess someplace with seafood. Or even some place with soup. It's so cold, soup sounds really good after our walk this morning, but definitely a light lunch."
 
   "Today milady I'll be taking you to a restaurant called the Fireplace Inn. I've never been there, but I hear they have great food." 
 
   "That sounds good to me, and maybe they'll have potato soup."
 
   They pulled up to the restaurant, and not many cars were in the parking lot. Where they happen to park had an incredible view of the Atlantic Ocean. The restaurant was nonconforming, and it had two smoke stacks that looked like a miniature Titanic. There were decks you could walk out on and look at the ocean. If they served food out there, it wasn't evident, or at least not this time of the year. 
 
   They walked from the car holding hands with such excitement in the air. The old rickety gang plank wobbled and squeaked as they walked up, and she realized the restaurant was a ship. "Mike I love this place, it's a boat, did you know that?"
 
   "Yes, I thought you might like a romantic lunch."
 
   "Oh honey you are so thoughtful, and this is a wonderful surprise, just like you promised." She pulled on his coat so he could bend down to get a kiss."So tell me about this place." She wanted to hear everything about it.
 
   "This place was built around the turn of the century and it was dry docked in the sixty's and someone bought it in the eighty's and opened it as a restaurant. I imagine there have been many proposals here since then."
 
   "Are you trying to tell me something? Or should I say ask me something?"
 
   "Actually I read that in the newspaper. It said this is the number one place where proposals take place in this area." He knew he wanted to propose to her soon. How he would propose was the question. Since this would be his last marriage he wanted it to be special. Thoughts ran through his mind on how he wanted to ask her to marry him; airplane banner, hot air balloon, TV, skydiving. The possibilities were endless, and he would make it special. His heart raced just thinking about being married to Lana. At that moment, he decided he would bring her to this place every October fifteenth, the day they met.
 
   When they walked in the entrance, it looked just like a boat from the turn of the century, and they did a great job restoring it. The entrance had wooden benches curving around the front of the boat. Above the archway and along the walls where all kinds of nets, life preservers, captain's wheel, pictures, and huge sea shells. There was a majestic staircase shaped just like the staircase on the Titanic. It wasn't quite as luxurious as the Titanic but beautiful nonetheless. 
 
   When the hostess sat them down at a booth Lana noticed all the tables and booths were bolted to the floor. The table clothes were made of nice white linen and matching napkins. Right across from the tables stood a huge stone fireplace decorated in the nautical theme. All around the walls were many old pictures of sailors, ships, and captains with their crews and families. After looking at the incredible massive fireplace, she could certainly see where they got the name Fireplace Inn. 
 
                 Even the music coming through the speakers was soft and romantic. The music was from the nineteen thirties and forties, the big band era. They threw in some blues along with the big band. One familiar voice was Billie Holiday. It sounded so authentic with the static from the speakers. If Lana closed her eyes she could visualize her singing on this ship."Oh Mike I love it, and I'll like it better if they have potato soup."
 
   "You know, I think you talked me into soup as well, but I think I'll add a sandwich." He winked at her and added. "It's a guy thing."
 
   "And I can vouch you are truly a wonderful man." He leaned down and gave her a quick kiss. She held his hand and it was nice his hands were warming her iceberg fingers. Men always seemed to have warmer hands than women, and she wondered if there's a scientific reason for that.
 
   "Excuse me, here are some menus and water," said the perky waitress giggling. "I didn't mean to interrupt," then she giggled again. Lana thought, what an adorable little girl. Her hair was tied back with a clasp, but a few hairs were straggling along her back. Her eyes were big and bright hazel, and they squint when she giggled. The make-up applied just perfect, not too much of anything. Her fair complexion looked like a china doll, but many people were like that in the north. She was a little overweight, but her five-foot-seven height helped hide it along with her clean white apron. But what Lana noticed most was the soft pink lip gloss she had on, just enough to brighten her smile. 
 
   Mike asked. "What do you recommend today?"
 
   Giggle, giggle. "I like the smoked salmon, and the soup of the day is oyster stew." Giggle, giggle. 
 
   They couldn't help smiling at her. "Do you, by any chance, have potato soup?" Lana asked.
 
   Giggle. "Umm, I don't know, but I can ask."
 
   "Please do, I'm in the mood for that today. In the meantime I'll look at the menu," Lana said.
 
   Giggle. "Okay." Giggle.
 
   Mike squeezed her leg under the table trying not to giggle. He snickered when she went back to the kitchen. 
 
   Lana whispered. "Mike I forgot to tell her to bring us some sweet tea, and it was because you were playing with my leg under the table."
 
   He nibbled on her ear. "Babe I have just started playing."
 
   "You are so bad," she said as she raised her sleeve so Mike could see the goose bumps he caused.
 
   Then he sang Bad to the Bone.
 
   "You know babe you sing pretty good," she said as the snuggled close to him. She took a deep breath remembering him serenading her last night.
 
   While they waited, they looked out across the ocean. Several boats leisurely floated by and Mike knew the make and model of all of them and how much they cost. "Honey, see that first yacht with the pointed bow, it is a seventy-two footer called Grand Banks Aleutian RP and it cost well over two million dollars." 
 
   "How do you know this?" She asked.
 
   "I stayed at a Holiday Inn Express." 
 
   Lana rolled her head back with laughter. 
 
   He raised his left eyebrow as if to say. Don't interrupt me I'm on a roll, then he continued. "I've always wanted a yacht to sail when I retire, but this one is out of my league." Another yacht drove in and it was so smooth. "This next beauty is a seventy-eight footer called Ferretti 780 and it's probably valued at about three million dollars."
 
   "Well Mike, I think we should go buy one today."
 
   "I wish I could, but there are some beautiful boats owned by some rich families out of Boston. Maybe one day I can afford the row boat that goes with these yachts."
 
   "Well there should be one you could afford, one a little bigger than a row boat."
 
   "I'll keep looking and I will find one I want one day," he said while he daydreamed about owning a yacht.
 
   "Do you want to live on one?" Lana asked taking a drink of her water. It tasted fishy to her.
 
   "Not literally, but I'd like to sail for months at a time. Would you go with me?" 
 
   "Yes, I would love to go. I've never been anywhere on such a big boat, but I'll give it a try." 
 
   She was the first woman he dated who ever considered sailing with him. All the other women always complained about leaving friends, family, and work. Lana didn't even hesitate. 
 
   The waitress came back with her giggle and said. "The chef said if you have a little time he would be glad to make you some potato soup." Giggle, giggle.
 
   Lana could not have been happier. "That's what I'll have and tell your chef thanks you so much, and he made my day."
 
   Mike added. "I'll have the same thing and I'll add a Philly steak sandwich with mine."
 
   Giggle, giggle. "What do you want on your sandwich?"
 
   Mike squeezed her leg under the table and it tickled her. "I want everything on it. I'll trust the chef. Oh, and we both want sweet tea."
 
   She picked up the menus and said. "I'll bring you some bread and sweet tea." And off she went with a giggle, giggle. 
 
   She couldn't help herself as she moved her hand up Mike's thigh and leaned close to his ear and said. "Giggle giggle."
 
   As they left the restaurant they were both rubbing their bellies, full to the brim. The potato soup was the best they ever had, including Lana's own recipe. The waitress was their entertainment, and they could hear her giggling waiting on other tables. 
 
   Mike started the truck and he took her hands to warm them up and he decided keeping her hands warm would be his life mission. Several pairs of gloves would be one of the first Christmas gifts he planned on purchasing for her.
 
   "Where are we heading to next, I can't wait?" She asked with a quick kiss.
 
   "How about the Pilgrim Hall Museum, it has a bunch of stuff about the pilgrims that date back to 1620."
 
   "That sounds great and what kind of stuff do they have there?"
 
   "They have William Bradford's Bible, Myles Standish's sword, the only portrait of a Pilgrim, Edward Winslow, painted from life, the cradle of New England's first–born Peregrine White, the great chair of William Brewster, and I think they have a lot of stuff from Myles Standish."
 
   "Let's go there. Have you ever been to this museum?"
 
   "Nope," he answered.
 
   "Do you want to do something else?"
 
   "Nope."
 
   "Since you live in this area, why haven't you visited this museum before today?" She was determined to get more than a one word answer.
 
   "When Kathy and I first moved here we had little kids, and I traveled a great deal with my job and she was mom and dad to the kids. Later she got sick and …," he choked up and had to regain his composure before he could finish. He wasn't ready to talk about her death. "... I just don't like to go to these places alone."
 
   "Mike I didn't mean to bring up past memories, I just want to make new ones with you." After his answer she knew one day they would have to sit down and have a long talk about both of their pasts.
 
   "I like to think of past memories, it makes me appreciate every moment I have now, and I appreciate you." He looked down as if he was thinking of something.
 
   "Honey, please don't be sad," she said. 
 
   He looked in her eyes and his faced turned pale. "I thought about what it would be like if I lost you like I did Kathy. I don't want to think about it, it might kill me if that happened. Honey, I just don't want to ever lose you."
 
   "You're stuck with me forever or at least thirty years."
 
   "That's not good enough I want at least fifty years."
 
   "You've got it." She scooted as close as she could and wrapped her freezing hands around the arm of his wool jacket.
 
   The quaint museum had every nook and cranny filled with incredible history. They held hands and walked through the several rooms and read everything on the walls and in the glass cases. 
 
   They read about a desk and chair, and how it was used signing in laws. The chair showed signs of wear. She could only imagine the talks that occurred with the fore fathers sitting in it. The men talked of treaties, laws, women, and Indians. On the desk sat an ink well. Lana daydreamed about how many quall pens were dipped in it. Maybe a young girl wrote her fiancé who lived in Europe. She wrote and told him about their hardships in America.
 
   The pilgrims had a very difficult life and might have starved if it would not have been for the Indians. Then the pilgrims got greedy and wanted what the Indians had. "You know Mike the Indians led a very simple life and then the white man came and took everything they had."
 
   "Yea and it's sad," he said.
 
   "It would be interesting to see how history might have been changed if Christopher Columbus never stepped a foot on American soil."
 
   "All I know is we might not have met."
 
   "That is so true," she said. That was such a nice and simple answer.
 
   The artifacts were impressive and she called Mike over and whispered. "I didn't know Myles Standish was involved with the massacre of Indians. That bothers me. Why can't we just all get along with each other?"
 
   "You know, I think Myles wife coined that term," said Mike. 
 
   She stopped in her tracks and tried to quietly laugh. Why she tried to be quiet she didn't know, they weren't in a library and no one stood around them. "Mike you are so feisty, but that's okay as long as your this feisty when it comes to my back rub tonight."
 
   "Oh yea," he said as he reached over and took her hand and held it. He noticed they were cold. They were always cold. He walked behind her and put her hands in his pockets and he also put his hands in the same pockets. "Is this better?"
 
   "Yes, but how will we walk around like this?"
 
   "We'll manage." Then he kissed her on top of my head. Thinking of Lana being cold bothered him to the core. Keeping her warm and safe was his job. The idea of keeping her near him and protected made his heart content.
 
   They spent several hours looking at the all the chairs, desks, writing tools, paintings, and artifacts. They didn't miss one thing in the small museum. When everything was examined they decided to head home. 
 
   As they walked outside Lana bumped into a man, hard. He almost fell down but she grabbed him in the nick of time and apologized. "I'm so sorry. I don't know what got over me. I must have been daydreaming." 
 
   Mike stepped between them. He was more than ready to intervene if he had to but since the guy appeared to be nice about the incident, Mike relaxed.
 
   "That's okay ma'am, by the way is this ramp the entrance to the Pilgrims museum?" Huh, he said museum so funny, like he was saying Mooseum. 
 
   "Yes sir, this is Pilgrims museum entrance," she answered, but something nagged at her. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   When they drove up to the house Mike noticed a light on in the kitchen. "Babe, did we leave the light on in the house?"
 
   "I don't remember, but we could have." Her nerves started that familiar flicker of anxiety. She wished Mike never said a word. Normally if she saw a light on she would just go in and turn it off, but with all that has happened the last couple of days, her normal routine was not routine anymore.
 
   "Hon, you wait here and I'll check out the house." He pulled a gun from his jacket and cautiously walked in the house. She nervously waited and decided as long as there wasn't any yelling she thought she would be fine. Within a few minutes he returned and said. "Everything looks fine and I probably turned the light on when we left."
 
   "I'm sure we did."
 
   Once they took off their coats, Mike started a fire and Lana grabbed some wood to help. Mike stacked the wood in the Boy Scout crisscross shape then he put newspaper under the wood.
 
   "Baby I see you have the fire under control, and you don't need me to supervise anymore. So I'm going to put the potatoes on or they will never get done," she said as she patted his butt as she walked by him. 
 
   "Don't start something you can't stop. I might have to help you in the kitchen, in more ways than cooking."
 
   "Come on big boy, I'm sure I can handle you." She washed the potatoes and stabbed them with a fork then wrapped them in foil and popped them in the heating oven. 
 
   Mike stood in front of the fire staring at lies within it. His eyes sparkled against the glow of the flames. With a poker in one hand and his other hand holding on to the mantle was a sight to see. Now and then he would poke a little at the fire and a few sparks flew around in a circle then fizzed out, screaming a hissing sound as they go. He seemed to be mesmerized.
 
   Watching him, she couldn't resist putting her arms around him and giving him a big hug. 
 
   He reciprocated the gesture with zeal, along with a kiss.
 
   She noticed how gentle he always seemed to be with her. Once he got used to her she hoped he would get a little feistier. She wasn't a china doll and she wouldn't break. Even when he held her hand he tried to be gentle. 
 
   After a few seconds of kissing, he asked her. "How long do we have before the potatoes are done?"
 
   "About two hours," she answered knowing why he asked. The same idea grew in her own mind and body.
 
   Mike walked over to the stereo and played some soft music. He easily moved the heavy coffee table to the side. He smiled at her, held out his hand and asked. "Would you like to dance?" 
 
   "Oh yes!" She knew Mike didn't know this, but she loved to dance. There were many women who would find this gesture romantic. Lana found his spontaneity a turn on, better than foreplay. It couldn't get any better than this.
 
   They swayed back and forth interlocking their fingers. Along with the songs came kissing, and with the kissing came taking off the clothes. After several songs, and nearly all their clothes off, Mike picked her up and carried her to their bedroom. 
 
   He finished undressing her with rhythm of the music. He never lost eye contact as they swayed to the music flesh touching flesh.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   In each other's arms, they lay content and drained. 
 
   Mike drifted off to sleep. 
 
   Lana wanted to sleep, but she had to cook dinner. She wished they would have ordered pizza or grabbed chicken. She lay next to Mike as long as she possibly could. Quietly she crept out of bed and went to the bathroom and put on one of Mike's t-shirts. It seemed really cold in there and she looked around to find the source. The window was cracked, maybe an inch. She gasped! Fear rose in her beyond anything she knew before and she could hardly breathe. Was someone in the house with them? Oh God! She could feel her heart pounding in her throat. She was terrified. She tried to focus. She tried to think. Get Mike, he'll know what to do.
 
   She ran and jumped on the bed, breathing sporadically. "Mike, get up someone's in the house." 
 
   He tried to understand why she was so upset. He rubbed his eyes, groggy from sleeping. "Babe calm down, what makes you think someone is in the house?" He sat up in bed trying to focus.
 
   "The bathroom window is unlocked and cracked. Go look for yourself. I noticed it how cold in there and I saw it open," she said with a trembling voice. 
 
   When he heard her fear, he knew the severity of it all. He felt the panic through her voice. Mike tried to console her. "Honey, I left it open after my shower this morning before we left. I always open the window when I shave."
 
   "Mike, I closed and locked it before we left, and that was after you were done in the bathroom. Please get your gun and look," she begged him. 
 
   Her shaking body and throbbing veins in her throat told him the seriousness of her fear. He quickly put on some boxers.
 
   "Mike, think about it, the light was on in the kitchen. Do you think that was a coincident?"
 
   "No, I don't." He got his gun out of its holster and walked to the back door. The back door was unlocked and ajar. In the patches of snow he could see footprints. Mike stood there in disbelief. He knew he locked the back door before they left the house, and when he walked through the house after they got home. How did he get in the house? His face turned white. "Come on and let's get dressed, we're getting out of here." Mike grabbed his phone and immediately called the police.
 
   While he was on the phone Lana motioned she would take out the potatoes. Mike nodded okay. 
 
   As she turned on the light she screamed for Mike.
 
   Mike ran in the kitchen holding his gun down to his side. "What's the matter?"
 
   Lana pointed at the counter with a trembling hand. "Look," she said with weak voice, barely audible. 
 
   The steak lied on the counter with a knife stuck through it.
 
   He couldn't believe his eyes. Someone was in this house when he made love to his Lana. He wanted to kill him. He wanted to go outside and find him, make him pay. But he couldn't leave her, not when she was so terrified. "Honey let's get dressed and wait for the police. I'm going to search every inch of this house. I want you to stay behind me." 
 
   "Okay." 
 
   Mike checked every nook and cranny. She felt relieve when she saw the police lights coming down the road. She was so relieved the adrenaline crash made her weak and she had to sit down on the couch.
 
   Police cars rushed to the house and Lana could hear them skid on the gravel as they came to an abrupt stop. There were several cars and the lights lit up the entire street. Detective Paul Quentin, called Quent was the lead detective and they were good friends with Mike.
 
   Mike met him at the door. When Lana followed Mike, he motioned for her to stay in the house. "Hey Quent, thanks for coming out, I appreciate how quickly you got here," Mike said as he shut the front door behind him.
 
   Staying in was a relief for Lana. Her body shook so bad she went and stood in front of the fire, trying to calm down her nerves. Reflecting back the last twenty minutes, she couldn't remember everything. She always heard about people being in traumatic situations and not remembering, whether it might be a rape, car crash, or someone dying. The last thought remembered was the cold feeling, after that, she could only remember seeing white spots. Fear consumed her. When James died she remembered everything. But that was sorrow not fear. One thought that kept her fearful. What if Mike wouldn't have been there? That thought made her shake even more.
 
   Police were everywhere, outside and inside dusting for prints. She didn't know what to do with herself so she decided to pack. While she was in the bedroom she heard some men talk outside the bedroom window. She peeked out and Detective Quentin and Mike pointed to something on the wall. CSI were everywhere and she noticed they cast some footprints in the snow.
 
   After twenty minutes Mike stuck his head in the living room. "Babe, are you ready to go?"
 
   "Yes, I'm more than ready." 
 
   Mike reached for the suitcase and he waved to a few of the officers as they walked to his truck. He put the suitcase in the passenger's seat and Lana slid in the middle. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Nothing was said for a couple of miles. "Mike, what were you doing on the wall outside the bedroom?"
 
   At first, Mike didn't want to answer. He told Quent it could wait until they left. Quent insisted the evidence had to be processed immediately. They had no way of knowing if it would rain or snow. Collecting evidence was imperative to gather as soon as possible. He took a deep breath before answering her. "Whoever came to the house masturbated on the wall outside the bedroom window?"
 
   A wave a panic swept through her. Even though law enforcement wasn't her field, she imagined why he would be there. "That's disgusting, does that mean he watched ..." she paused to swallow. "... and listened?"
 
   "I don't know, but I'm assuming he did." 
 
   "Oh God, what the hell is going on around here? Mike, please be honest with me, was this from the men who delivered the wood? Surely this can't be a coincidence."
 
   "Here's the honest answer. I know it doesn't have anything to do with the men who delivered the wood. They're in jail. There were several footprints in the snow and since it snowed today, it has to be someone else. We'll let the police do their investigation and we'll know more when they're finished."
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   9:45 p.m.
 
    
 
   "Where are we going?" She asked. 
 
   "I called a friend and we're going to Hull, to his beach house. He has a beach rental. His name is Raymond Smith and I work with him. He offered his place tonight so we'll have a safe place to stay."
 
   She couldn't get the vision out of her mind. "Someone stood outside the house and watched us make love. Mike do you know how violated I feel? Doesn't that bother you?" She suddenly felt desperately sick to her stomach. "Mike please pull over, I'm going to be sick."
 
   By her reaction he knew he had to hurry, he slammed on his brakes and the truck slid to a stop and just in time. She jumped out of the truck and didn't make it ten feet before she heaved. Since her stomach was empty all she could do was dry heave. The pain in her head only heightened every time she heaved.
 
   "Honey, what can I do?"
 
   She cried and threw up at the same time letting her emotions got the best of her. "Nothing, I'm sorry I got sick." Tears ran down her cheek. She knew none of this was Mike's fault. The whole thing seemed unbelievable to her. She led a simple life at home and all this was more than she bargained for and her stomach told her that. 
 
   "Honey we'll stop someplace and get something in your stomach. How does that sound?"
 
   She stood up and took a deep breath. "How far do we have to go? And where is this place Hull? Maybe we can get something to eat there." She could tell they were very near the water, because she could hear the ocean nearby.
 
   "It's at the tip of a peninsula near Nantasket beach, and it's about twenty minutes away." 
 
   "Do you think what happened tonight had anything to do with the two men who delivered the wood?"
 
   "No, my guess it's some vagrants wondering around the rentals looking for a place to sleep. Maybe they were pissed we were there." 
 
   "Whatever happened to the other guy who delivered the wood?" 
 
   "What do you mean the other guy?" Mike tried not to appear shocked by the statement. His cop interrogation mode kicked in, but he would be extremely gentle with Lana.
 
   "One of the guys you arrested was not one who delivered the wood. The police officer said it was his son. So, I just thought he had two sons." She explained while holding her stomach and listening to it gurgle.
 
   Mike tried to act cavalier about her statement. "Did you tell the police?"
 
   "No because they never came to talk to me. I fell asleep in the car."
 
   "Honey that might be who was at the house tonight."
 
   The hurt in her stomach started acting up again when she remembered him and his demeanor. "I'm a little shocked if it is him." She thought back and he seemed quiet and timid. Even though he seemed gross, he seemed nice and cordial to her. He nodded to her as she walked by, then he looked down towards the ground. Nothing he did gave her the impression he would harm her. 
 
   "Honey I'm going to pull into the diner down the road and get you a cup of coffee and something to eat, and we are going to talk about this."
 
   When they walked in they sat in a booth at the farthest corner of the diner. She felt better when she smelled food cooking and the plates clattering. There were many people in the restaurant along with some truck drivers who sat at the counter and watched the news on the TV. Mostly they were interested the weather especially this time of the year. The waitress walked over holding the menus. Lana ordered without looking at it. "I would like a small cheese burger well done and a side of onion rings, Mike do you know what you want?"
 
   He ordered crab cakes with slaw. She guessed every place on the coast had crab cakes and slaw. The waitress asked what they wanted to drink, and they both ordered tea, and she wrote down their order and left while never looking up at them.
 
   "I want to make sure I have this straight." Mike questioned. "The two men who delivered the wood are not the same two men arrested at the house?"
 
   "That is correct."
 
   "But the older man who delivered the wood told you the man in the truck was his son?"
 
   "That is correct."
 
   "Well the older man who delivered the wood, according to detective Quentin, has only one son, and he's the one arrested at the house," Mike said. When he saw the look on her face, he stood up and walked around the booth and sat next to her. Mike talked softer because he didn't want anyone to overhear. "Baby this is very important, what did the guy in the truck look like, do you remember?" Mike waived over the waitress and asked for some paper. She brought a piece of paper and a pen to Mike.
 
   "He had filthy brown hair a little below the ears, but not quite to the shoulders, and he had brown eyes and his hair was about the color of Kevin's the police officer. He's about 5'11" and about average built, not muscular and not fat. He had a small scar on his chin and a mole by his eyebrow, um, the left one. I noticed it because the hair in the mole was very black. I guess it could be a birthmark, I'm not sure. He was missing what looked like a front tooth, third from the left or there was a gap in his teeth. He had a tattoo on his hand that said Satan lives here, or something about Satan. I think he might have been missing a pinky fingernail but I'm not sure, I didn't want to stare. I want you to know I am horrible about remembering names, but I never ever forget a face," she paused trying to think of something she might have missed.
 
   Mike's mouth dropped open. He was shocked of all the details she remembered. "How did you get all that information from looking at him in a truck on a gloomy wet, snowy day?"
 
   "When I brought the money to pay for the delivery, he had started unloading the wood." 
 
   "Baby, you should have told me. He could have been the guy who was there tonight. He could have come back to hurt you. If I would not have been there, God only knows what might have happened to you." 
 
   Tears whelped up in her eyes because she thought he had scolded her. 
 
   He gave her a hug. "I've got to call Quent." Just as he grabbed his phone, the waitress brought their food, but Mike didn't hang up knowing the importance of this call. He stood up and walked to a corner to talk privately to Quent.
 
   When Mike sat down, Lana asked. "Do you think you will get him?" She asked while playing with her food. The onion rings weren't done enough for her. She liked them almost burned. 
 
   "I know we will, don't worry your pretty little head about that. Besides, the description you gave and all those little details something should pop up on the computer. I'm starved. Your burger looks great and it smells good."
 
   She could tell he tried his best to reassure her. "I'm hungry too, so much for the steak." 
 
   They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
   It amazed her how quickly Mike puts tragedy on the top shelf, she guessed that's the cop in him. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   They pulled up to the rental house in Hull and the air was much colder on the peninsula. When they arrived Raymond was inside cleaning up and turning everything on and uncovering the furniture. Lana noticed he had a new Dodge Journey, so new it didn't have a license plate yet. She wondered if all Mike's team liked Dodge. 
 
   Raymond heard them drive up and he greeted them at the door.
 
   "Hey Raymond, I do appreciate you letting us use the house. I would like for you to meet my girlfriend, Lana. Lana this is a very good friend and colleague Raymond Smith." 
 
   "Hi, it's nice to meet you and thank you so much for allowing us to stay here." Lana noticed he seemed a little younger than Mike. He had hazel eyes and about six feet tall with sandy blonde hair. His frame was much smaller than Mike, but well built like Mike. 
 
   When Mike introduced her as his girlfriend Raymond looked bewildered, but he didn't say anything. He knew when to ask questions, now wouldn't be the best time. "It's nice to meet you too. I'm sorry to hear about your troubles." He glanced quickly at Mike. He knew he could see in his eyes if there might be a problem. The look in Mike's eyes told him the answer of yes. He would call Mike later to get the scoop. "I'm going to head home if you don't think you'll need anything else. My wife sent some coffee, sugar and cream for the morning."
 
   "I don't think we need anything else. Thank you so much for giving us a place to stay."
 
   "No problem and if you need anything else just call. Good night and it was nice to meet you Lana." 
 
   "Same here and tell your wife thanks for the goodies." 
 
   He nodded and left. 
 
   She noticed the house was a little smaller then Mike's. The colors were bright and vibrant and she wondered if Raymond's wife decorated the rental. This house had a lot of bright greens, blues and yellows and master bedroom was blue. The colors matched the ocean. Lana is more like Mike when it comes to decorating because she liked the richer darker colors. 
 
   Exhausted, Mike turned on the TV and she snuggled in next to him and within a few minutes they both fell asleep.
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   Day 7
 
   8:41 a.m.
 
    
 
   "So what's the game plan for today?" She wanted to leave, all her things were at Mike's.
 
   "We're waiting to hear back from Quent and get the scoop on what's going on with finding the third guy. I think we should stay put until we hear something. I could whip you again in a game of scrabble." 
 
   Not paying attention to his invitation, her mind was preoccupied with more important thoughts. "Mike, what type of women do you usually date?"
 
   Wow, that question came out of left field, and it was a question he hoped she would never ask. That subject he wanted to be off limits. These types of questions always preceded something disastrous. His piercing look let her know he didn't want to go this direction, but he answered anyway. "Well," he took a deep breath. "I usually date tall thin women. I'm usually attracted to brunettes and thinner athletic type. Why do you ask?"
 
   "I was curious, that's all. Are you saying you're not attracted to me?" She was heartbroken. This description didn't fit her at all, but she did ask so she had to listen to the answer. 
 
   He rolled his eyes knowing her reaction was inevitable. "I'm just being honest. I told you I fell head over heels for you the minute I saw you. I don't think it has anything to do with the way you look, it's just a feeling. And maybe I've been dating the wrong type. But it doesn't matter anymore, I have you, and I love you very much. Besides I'm beginning to like the voluptuous look you have."
 
   She shrugged her shoulders. "I was just curious." The weird thing is, she pictured him dating that type. He was tall, dark and athletic and she pictured him with the same type of woman.
 
   "What did you like in me?" He couldn't resist asking. He imagined her dating attorney types with suits and briefcases and someone who might wine and dine her, give her the best of everything. Visions that swept his mind were men around six feet talk, medium build, educated, wealthy, and into physical fitness. Definitely not cops, more the office types.
 
   "I don't know, I guess the same answer you gave. It's a feeling you get. I always said I would never date a cop. Also, I would never get involved with anyone who lived over fifty miles from my home. Look at me now, I have broken every rule I ever made. To answer your question, I've never been attracted to any particular type. Most of the time, I'm more interested in their personalities. With you, it was a combination of looks and personality. My heart skipped beats from the second I saw you. I think we have something that's called pheromones."
 
   "What are pheromones?" Mike backed up and looked at her like she had just made up a word.
 
   "It's some kind of chemical our bodies release to attract the opposite sex. Don't look at me like I'm crazy. It's a scientific fact. I read about it."
 
   "If you say so, but I think you're pulling my leg." He stared into her eyes trying to determine if she might be teasing him. 
 
   "Honey, I'm telling you the truth," she said as she sprawled out across his lap so he could hold her. She decided she wanted to smooch on this handsome man, and she did. Their kissing led to more passionate kissing when his phone rang. That damn phone. 
 
   He grinned at her as if to say it happens every time. "Hello … hey Quent … yea … so they finally told you? …. Great … pick him up … We will be there … let's hope this is the guy… thanks and we'll see you at 2:00." Mike looked at her as he pushed the hang up button. "Guess what, you got a reprieve. Quent thinks they have the other man who helped deliver the wood. They want you to come to the police department and look at a line-up to identify the man."
 
   "How does it work, me identifying him?"
 
   "You will enter into a room that has a tinted glass and you will have you fill out a form with the number of the person you saw. That's all."
 
   "He can't see me, right?"
 
   "Not at all, and Quent will be there the entire time and I will be down the hall in another room."
 
   "Will there be any other people in the room?"
 
   "I don't know. When it's us, we don't allow anyone in the room but the detective and the witness. We are afraid of contamination and intimidation." Mike remembered one incident, somehow a mother of the suspect got into the identification room. When the victim pointed out her son the mother ran over and attacked the victim. She called her a liar and pulled her hair and hit on the poor girl. After that, the marshals changed their policy. He got angry just thinking about Lana in the room in case something happened. There would a long talk with Quent when Lana wasn't around to hear. 
 
   "That doesn't sound so bad, but I do have one concern." 
 
   "What?"
 
   "Do the police know what we were doing when this pervert was masturbating? I don't want them to laugh at us. And if it is him do you think he's talked about what he saw?" Her face turned red just thinking about it. She started twisting her hair out of nervousness.
 
   "Honey I would not think twice about what he saw. And yes the police know. I'm sorry babe, but they had to know the truth about everything. There will not be any comments or snickering, but if there is, I will handle it."
 
   "A man masturbates outside a window while two people are making love, and the police know. It really bothers me they know." Hopefully they have enough respect for Mike they won't ask any questions. Worst of all what if she had to talk about it in court. The thought of that made her head start aching. 
 
   "You will have to trust me when I say the police have heard worse."
 
   "I'm sure they have heard worse, but I don't feel better."
 
   "How about we go get some lunch and head back to Plymouth and enjoy the drive today." Mike wanted to get her mind off the hoopla with the police. Maybe after they finished at the police department they could catch a movie.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "I can't wait to eat I'm getting a migraine headache." Lana said as she rubbed her temples.
 
   "You don't look like you feel well. Do you want me to call Quent and cancel our meeting?" He could see it in her eyes that she wasn't up to par. Guilt filled his heart for fussing at her last night. He didn't realize the stress she had been under and he should have been more considerate.
 
   "No, I want to get all this mess behind me. If this is the guy, I will feel better when this is all over and we get back home." Deep down, she wasn't sure if she should be more upset about picking him out of a lineup, or the cops knowing they were making love. 
 
   Mike pulled into a diner and there were lots of cars parked. That was a dead giveaway the food must be good. When they walked in, the place was overflowing with people. Mike noticed a buffet through some double doors. His height allowed him to see over everyone. He leaned down where she could hear him. "I'm going to check out the buffet, I might just get that if it looks fresh." 
 
   "I'll join you, I might get that too." She didn't see a buffet at first, then her eyes widened when she saw it had four rows of food.
 
   As they walked closer, many people were filling their plates and the waiters were bringing out more food. The buffet had many items on it such as; shrimp, crab, fried and baked chicken, meatloaf, pot roast, and just about every veggie you can think of; corn, potatoes fried, mashed and baked, green beans, broccoli, pinto beans, and spinach. The other side of the room was a desert and salad bar. The food looked amazing.
 
   Mike leaned down to her ear and said. "I'm getting the buffet."
 
   "Me too," she agreed.
 
   They both piled their plates with food. They looked at each other's plate and laughed. His plate was piled with seafood; shrimp, crab cakes, salad, and coleslaw. Her plate had pot roast, mashed potatoes and brown gravy, carrots, and salad. They were so opposite when comes to food. The only similarity was a salad. She didn't think he would ever survive in Tennessee. 
 
   They didn't talk much during the meal. The place was loud with people, plus they were too busy feeding their faces. "I'm going to get some desert, would you like anything?" Mike asked while stacking his two plates of scraps.
 
   "No thanks, but you enjoy. I'm sure when you stand all the food will drop to your hollow legs."
 
   "Then I'll be ready for the second round of dinner," he said with a wink.
 
   He left and she knew it would take him a little while because the line was long. But she didn't care because she was so full, plus she wanted to relax for a few more minutes and watch the people. She could tell the locals from the visitors. The locals were dressed in warm clothing and they all looked the same, bundled up head to toe. Visitors were all dressed like they dress in the south, with less practical clothing for the frigid weather. She noticed that with Mike. He certainly dressed warmer the she did. Watching the people made her realize she needed to go shopping, especially for a heavier coat.
 
   Glancing over at the buffet and for a split second she saw someone she knew. He had just grabbed his plate and started waiting in line for the buffet. A loud crash distracted her and when she glanced back, he had vanished. She searched all around the restaurant but she didn't see him anywhere. Not remembering where she saw him would drive her crazy. Where did she know his face? He looked right at her, staring. For some reason he looked mad at her.
 
   Mike walked back with about four different deserts; brownies, ice cream, chocolate pudding and blackberry cobbler. "What's the matter," he asked as he looked around trying to see what caught her eye.
 
   "I just saw someone I've seen before, but I can't remember where I saw him."
 
   He acted concerned because she shouldn't know anyone from around there. "Did she know him from around Plymouth? Or do you know him from someplace else?"
 
   "I'm not sure I just can't put my finger on it. Maybe I'll remember later, and when I do you'll be the first to know. The oddest thing, he had just picked up his plate for the buffet and then he left before he finished."
 
   "What did he look like, maybe I can spot him?"
 
   "Short about five-seven, salt and pepper hair and balding on the top, stocky, barrel chested, and he had on a plaid shirt with blue jeans. Maybe I saw him around here somewhere."
 
   "If you see him again, let me know right away," he said while looking at his watch. "We need to be heading to the police department."
 
   "I agree." She did take the last bite of his blackberry cobbler before standing.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   They sat in silence while waiting in the holding room at the police department. Waiting for Quent made her nervous and it gave her a headache. To stay busy by looking at all the pictures on the wall, they were pictures of the past police chiefs. One picture showed a shot up car, and it looked like it was old. It reminded her of Bonnie and Clyde's car. She knew it wasn't theirs, but it sure did look like the Warren. 
 
   Lana's headache got worse by the minute and she was more than ready to get out of there. She closed her eyes and laid her head on the table, the coolness felt good on her cheek.
 
   Mike looked at his watch and as time ticked away he got more anxious. He worried about Lana because her eyes didn't look good at all. Without a doubt she didn't feel well. He already decided if Quent didn't come within fifteen minutes he would take Lana home.
 
   They both jumped when Quent flew the door open. "I'm sorry I didn't mean to startle you. Are you ready?" He asked with clipboard in hand, smiling. 
 
   "As ready as I'll ever be." She took a deep breath and one last look at Mike. 
 
   Mike gave her a quick kiss to reassure her. "I'll be here waiting and Quent will be with you every minute. I love you and I'll see you in a few minutes."
 
   "I love you too."
 
   When Detective Quentin opened the door to the lineup room, several people stood in the back of the room. The room was dark, and she couldn't see any faces because her eyes had not adjusted to the dark. Nobody said anything but there were lots of stares, some seemed friendly and some didn't. That exasperated her nervousness even more. Lana always introduced herself to strangers. This silence unnerved her. 
 
   Detective Quentin told Lana the process. "Ms. Andrews, several people will walk out holding numbers in front of them. You need to write down the number of the person you saw unloading the truck on October eighteenth. Are you ready?"
 
   She took a deep breath and answered with a squeaky voice. "Yes."
 
   He got on the intercom and said. "Send them out, please."
 
   Several men filed out and she looked closely at each one as they walked passed her. They all stood facing her and after a few minutes, they were told to turn sideways. Then they turned to the front again. She looked closely at each one and she knew without a doubt he was number three. She wrote three down on the paper. She looked at detective Quentin. "He is number three."
 
   "Are you sure?" 
 
   "Positive."
 
   "Thank you Ms. Andrews and now I'll take you back to Mike."
 
   Wow, that's it. That wasn't so bad. She walked out without looking back at any of the people in the room. Picking him out relieved the tension in her shoulders. She couldn't wait to get back to Mike to tell him he was right, she didn't have to worry. Picking him out had been a walk in the park, a piece of cake. 
 
   The minute she saw Mike, she started bawling. 
 
   Mike tightened his lips and held her. "Baby what happened?" Then he looked at Quent for answers. He was ready to attack someone if they hurt her. 
 
   Quent shrugged his shoulders and nodded. His gesture let Mike know she picked him and he didn't know why she seemed upset. 
 
   "I'm just glad it's over, and I have a terrible headache." She wanted to go home.
 
   As they walked out the waiting room, an officer walked up and whispered to Detective Quentin. Quent turned to them and said. "Mike, you're big news with the break-in and the shooting. Somehow the reporters found out you're here, and now they're camped out in front. Do you want us to drive you back to where you're staying?"
 
   "We don't want anyone to know where we're staying, but thanks anyway. How about you drive my truck to the back and we'll leave that way." 
 
   "They're in the back as well. Mike, you know the media always cover every exit." Quent thought a minute, and then he came up with an alternative. "We can go through the jail, but I will have to make sure the inmates are out of sight."
 
   "Let's do it." Mike had his fill with reporters. If he didn't see another reporter for the next five years, he would be happy.
 
   Quent sent an officer to clear a path through the jail.
 
   They exited through a barred door. Everyone was quiet except the jailer. He pushed buttons letting guards through the gates. One gate has to be closed before another opened, and the process takes about twenty seconds. While they waited for the gate to open Mike looked at Lana. He noticed she looked extremely pale and her pupils looked dilated. "Baby, are you okay?"
 
   She didn't answer. What he said was unintelligible to her. 
 
   Mike looked at Quent and wondered if he noticed the same reaction. "Honey, can you hear me?" Mike asked with noticeable concern.
 
   Lana looked at them, but her eyes couldn't focus. "I need to sit down…." Then darkness. She fell and hit her head on the edge of the desk. It hit with a hard thud. Mike did catch her before she hit the ground.
 
   "Quent, call an ambulance," yelled Mike. He didn't have to, the jailer had already asked for help through his police radio.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She woke up laid out on a gurney in the police department with many officers' standing around gawking, hoping something exciting would happen. When it was obvious she would be okay, they went back to work.
 
   She didn't feel a thing, as a matter of fact she felt wonderful. Her body could be lifted with a feather. 
 
   "Welcome back, I was worried about you," said Mike trying to act cheerful, but his face showed worry. In his job, he has worried about a lot of things. Worrying about Lana topped them all. 
 
   "What happened?" She asked even though she didn't care. 
 
   "You fainted," answered Mike while holding her hand. 
 
   "What's today?" For some reason she lost track of time. "Mike, I have to catch my plane home." Panic showed in her voice.
 
   "Honey, you don't have to catch your plane for several days." Her incoherency worried him even more. He looked at the medic for answers.
 
   "Her losing time and place is normal. It's the medicine. When she leaves make sure she drinks lots of water to flush her system. Let her get lots of fresh air to clear her mind. Other than her head hurting, she will be fine in a few hours. Keep in mind she might say some crazy things."
 
   Mike smiled when he asked the next question. "Is the medicine like a truth serum?" He knew he could tease Lana later with this bit of information. And maybe he could find out her true feelings for him.
 
   "Maybe, it depends on what's on her mind." He finished putting everything away in his medical bag. 
 
   "Hey you, medical man," Lana waved to the medic.
 
   Mike laughed, now he knew what the medic meant.
 
   "Yes ma'am?" He couldn't help but grin at her.
 
   "What did you give me? I feel good. You know that's a James Brown song. I bet you didn't think I knew that."
 
   "Yes ma'am I figured you did. The doctor gave you Valium."
 
   Mike was glad to see her in good spirits even it was caused from the medicine. "Honey, the young man has to go back to work and help someone else."
 
   "Yep, you don't want to get fired," she said yawning.
 
   Detective Quent tried to be jolly. "Well I think you found your way out, Cody give Mike your jacket and walk him out to his truck, and follow him to the CVS Pharmacy on Southern Artery. Quent then addressed the medic. "John, can you follow them there and move Lana to Mike's truck? We're trying to avoid the media."
 
   "Sure. It would be my pleasure."
 
   Mike reached down and kissed her, hating to leave her side. He lingered holding her hand for a few seconds. Finally he let go and said. "I'll see you in a few minutes, I love you."
 
   She said to the medic. "Hey medicine man, he loves me, did you hear him?"
 
   The medic grinned. "Yes, I did."
 
   They made their way out and she could see the media videotaping and taking pictures. The police stood in front of them and told them to back up, all the way across the street. She could hear questions asked if she had been stabbed or shot. All the reporters talked and asked questions at the same time. As she glanced over at them she saw someone she knew. Her mind seemed fuzzy and she couldn't figure out how she knew him. He stared right at her as though he might be mad at her, then his snarled mouth turned to a grin. 
 
   They pulled up to CVS and Mike ran to her side. "Thanks Cody for helping. Baby, do you feel okay and do you need anything?"
 
   "I'm fine, I don't feel a thing," she truthfully answered.
 
   When they got in the truck Mike buckled her in the middle. He knew he could lean her head against his shoulder. That position seemed to be the most comfortable for her. He propped her head slightly behind his shoulder. It was uncomfortable for him, but he knew it kept her head and neck secure. Within a few seconds Lana fell sound asleep leaning on his shoulder. He had to smile at her when he noticed her mouth was wide open. Even though temptation set in and he wanted to take her picture, he didn't. He decided he would never embarrass her like that, at least not until he got to know her a little better. 
 
   An abrupt stop of the truck woke her up and she realized they were at Mike's beach house. She was surprised. "Why did we come back here?" 
 
   "Since we have the bad guy behind bars there is no reason not to come here. Do you want to go back to Hull? If you feel safer there, I don't mind going back at all." Mike didn't want to take her back to Hull. He did worry about the bump on her head because it was the size of a golf ball. Even though he knew it's better for the bump to be outside the skull, he couldn't help but worry. If they go to Hull, it would take longer to get her to the hospital if they needed to go. 
 
   "No I like your bed and this is fine with me. Right now I just want to sleep, I don't know what they gave me, but all I want to do is sleep."
 
   They walked in and she noticed the steak had been removed and the house had been cleaned. She went straight to the bedroom and changed into her t-shirt and drank two big glasses of water then went to bed. 
 
   Mike wanted her to drink all the water she could. He wanted all the medicine flushed out of her system before she took more. Before he went in the living room, he filled her glass and put it on the night stand. 
 
   He stood at the door a couple of minutes watching her sleep. She looked so small curled up under the covers. Her beautiful hair tossed across his pillow and across her face. At that moment he knew she had captured his heart for life and his heart had never felt so fulfilled.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike heard a knock on the door, it was his brother Lance. As he opened the door both grinned from ear to ear. Even though they were a mirror image in looks, Mike was eight inches taller than his brother.
 
   "It's good to see you and thanks for coming over here and cleaning up after the CSI finished," Mike said as he gave his brother a hug.
 
   "You're welcome, and how is Lana?" He smiled at Mike knowing how much his brother had fallen for this lady. His love was written all over his face and he noticed Mike couldn't sit still. Mike always acted hyper when he started a new case. 
 
   "She's great, and she's sleeping right now. Do you want to see what an angel she is?"
 
   "No, I'll meet her later when she's ready to meet the family. Maybe we can all get together before she goes home. You are smitten with her aren't you?" 
 
   "Lance, I have never loved anyone like I love this woman. As I told you she is not the typical woman I date, but there is not one hair on her head that I would change. She's intelligent, beautiful, outgoing, and man can she cook. Also, she can keep up with me on scrabble," he laughed. "You know me and scrabble I always said I would marry the first woman who could beat me in scrabble. And she is good." His heart raced just talking about her. He couldn't stop grinning.
 
   "I can't wait to meet her," said Lance.
 
   "I can't either. You will meet her soon."
 
   "What caused her to faint?" 
 
   "We think it's the stress of everything. She has been through a lot the last couple of days, and she hasn't been sleeping the best, and it all caught up with her. But she's sleeping now and I'm going to encourage her to rest the last few days here. It's over until she has to testify."
 
   "I don't blame you--you have to protect her from all of this. This is your everyday life, but not hers. I think you're doing the right thing by not exposing her to any more of this than necessary. I'm so proud you found her, she sounds like a great gal."
 
   "Yea she is," said Mike as his phone rang and he held up a finger to tell his brother just a minute. "Hello … hey Quent. … What? …. Are you sure? …. I'll call Raymond now…. Thanks for letting me know." Mike's face turned white as he flipped his phone shut.
 
   "What's wrong?" Lance asked.
 
   "The blood type of Greg Poll, the guy Lana identified today, is not the same blood type of the sperm found on the window." Mike was shocked.
 
   "What does that mean?"
 
   "The blood type doesn't match any of the men in jail. We don't know who was in the house."
 
   Lance put his hand on his brother's shoulder and said. "I know you will figure this out, you always do. You know you both are welcome to stay with us, we live in a gated community."
 
   "Thanks, but I don't want to put her through the stress of all this and meeting my family. Besides you know our policy with the marshals, stay away from populated areas if possible. But I do appreciate the offer." Mike was truly concerned. This case was a little too close to home.
 
   Lance stood up and gave his brother a well needed hug and said. "Good luck and you know where I am if you need me."
 
   "Thanks, and I'll call you when I know more."
 
   Mike watched Lance drive off while pulling out his phone to call his team together.
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   7:31 p.m.
 
    
 
   Lana stirred trying to wake up and she heard men talking in the other room, she thought maybe she heard the TV. Their words prodded her to listen better. She heard something about masturbating and DNA. She leaned her ear toward the door to listen better. Surely it was not a coincidence the TV had been turned on to a station talking about the same incident that happened there. 
 
   What time was it? She glanced at the clock and it said seven-thirty. She did notice the bathroom light was left on, and she figured Mike turned it on for her. She saw the glass of water on the nightstand and she drank every drop. Everything seemed like a dream. She sat up in bed for a moment trying to remember her day. The last thing she remembered was when she stood at the jail. 
 
   She crawled out of bed to splash some water on her face. She was shocked by her reflection in the mirror. A big black and blue goose egg covered the right side of her forehead. I look like death warmed over, she thought. For the first time since she met Mike she was be embarrassed by the way she looked, pale with swollen and blood shot eyes. Regardless of how she looked, she wanted to know who came to visit. She peeked out and saw several men with guns. What the heck? She took a deep breath and walked in the living room. 
 
   One of the men called for Mike.
 
   "Hi babe you should be in bed resting." Mike worried about her, she looked tired and frail.
 
   "I'm fine, can we talk?" She didn't know why all these men were standing around in the living room. All the men had to be football player, linebackers. They were huge. None of them looked at Lana and she thought it was because of the bump on her head, they didn't know what to say.
 
   "Sure honey, let's go in the bedroom, excuse us guys and Joe will you finish the coffee? I'll be back in a few minutes." Mike followed her. 
 
   "Why are all these men here?" She asked while sitting on the edge of the bed. 
 
   "Well sweetie, we have a little problem. The blood type on the window doesn't match any of the men in jail."
 
   Even though she was groggy, the news hit her like a ton of bricks. "Umm, so there's another guy?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   Here again his short answers, and she didn't want short answers. "Is that why there are gun packing men out there?"
 
   "Yes these are the men who work for me, and they're here to help find this other guy. All we know is the men in jail do not match the blood type of the sperm. All this is just a precaution until we find out who broke into the house. We decided it is best for us to use the beach house as our headquarters. This allows you to rest."
 
   "Mike, maybe I'm stupid, but I don't get it. Who in the world would do something like this?" 
 
   "Honey I don't know. That's why I've called my team in, to investigate and we've already started."
 
   "This whole situation is crazy. I don't know what to say. I can't imagine the sperm wasn't one of those three guys. What are the odds it wasn't one of them." She looked in Mike's eyes for answers. "Who do you think would do such a thing? Do you think it has something to do with you being in law enforcement?"
 
   "Sometimes the bad guys do come after law enforcement but it doesn't happen often." The years of questions from families, he knew not to give any more information than necessary.
 
   "If they were after you, why didn't they kill us while we were making love? Why would go through all this trouble?" Her mind was fuzzy and she tried to comprehend all this new information.
 
   "You can't predict what goes through their minds. It's a possibility they wanted to scare us or it could even be a fluke, random crime."
 
   "If they were trying to scare me they did a good job."
 
   "Until we get the results of the DNA, we have to work every angle. Honey I told you I wouldn't lie, we even have to work the angle that someone might be after you."
 
   "Me? I don't know why anyone would be after me?" Deep down she knew no one was after her. She also knew this was Mike's job to check that angle. She leaned her head on his shoulder, she needed some reassurance. 
 
   He didn't need any coaxing and he put his arm around her. Worry devoured his rational thinking. What if it was someone after Lana? "Tonight I want you to rest since you already fainted, and we don't need you to do that again. When you're feeling better, why don't you come out and meet the team. I know they would love to meet you."
 
   "I would love to meet them."
 
   Mike looked at the big bump on her head. "Honey that is some goose egg, does it hurt?"
 
   "Yea, but I think I feel worse from the drugs. One thing for sure about this medicine, it makes me hungry. I'm starving. Maybe the medicine made my metabolism off balance. But I feel like I haven't eaten in a week."
 
   "We ordered pizza if you're in the mood. But if you want something else I'll send one of the guys to get it for you. I'm glad you have an appetite."
 
   "Pizza sounds great. I'll walk out with you." She couldn't wait to meet the guys. They were a big part of Mike's life. If they were important to him, they were also important to her.
 
   All but two men left. The two men left were busy setting up computers and printers. When she walked in the living room both men turned to her and nodded their heads. One man was Raymond whom she had already met and she walked over and shook his hand. The other man was younger, buff and he had a friendly smile. She walked over and introduced herself. "Hi I'm Lana Andrews and you are?"
 
   "My name is Joe Badger and I've heard a lot of nice things about you."
 
   "Oh really, well I'll have to talk to you later and find out what you've heard." She looked at Mike and winked. Immediately she knew she would like Joe. He was tall about 6'3" and he had brown hair and brown eyes with dimples, and he's about twenty-eight years old. He keeps his hair longer than some of the older agents and he slicks it back like a gangster, and that helped him stand out more. His personality was different from the other men. He seemed more kind hearted than the rest of the deputies.
 
   "Uh Oh," he said while looking at Mike. 
 
   Mike grinned and winked at Joe as if to say, give her a hard time. But when Joe saw her big goose egg on her forehead and he didn't have the heart.
 
   In the kitchen there were two boxes of pizza left on the counter, and there were only five slices left. Hamburger, meat lover, and one slice of pepperoni, so she got the last slice of pepperoni. She poured some diet Pepsi and sat down at the bar. The pizza was warm and she was glad she didn't have to wait for it to cool.
 
   Mike sat on the barstool next to her. "Is that all you're going to eat?"
 
   "Yep, that's a lot for me. This is a large slice of pizza."
 
   "I think I ate an entire box."
 
   She took a bite of pizza and pointed at the boxes that were empty, about twenty. "How many men were here?"
 
   "Six."
 
   Her eyes widened. "Six of you ate all that pizza?"
 
   "Joe ate three boxes by himself."
 
   "Are you serious? Mike your pulling my leg." She could tell by his bright eyes and grin that he was teasing her.
 
   "Yep, I'm teasing you. I think we had fifteen men here. They were coming and going all evening bringing computers and tables. So I just ordered a bunch. Babe, are you feeling well? Do you want some medicine?" Her eyes looked lethargic, and normally they looked alert.
 
   "I think I might feel better if I took some medicine, but it makes me sleepy. Plus it makes me so hungry. Would you love me if I gained weight?"
 
   "Honey, you could gain a few pounds. Besides, I would love you no matter what. If you need some medicine don't worry about sleeping. Since we're going to be up most of the night anyway, you might as well sleep."
 
   She leaned over and asked softly. "If I do take some medicine, will I be in the way if I stay in the living room and talk with you all for a little while?"
 
   "I'd love that. Honey, you can come in the living room any time you want. Or you can go to bed and watch TV if you want. You can watch Netflix in there as well. You go wherever makes you feel comfortable."
 
   About that time Raymond walked in and poured himself some coffee. He was quiet so she spoke first. "I bet you all go through a lot of coffee during your cases." 
 
   "Yes ma'am. Folgers loves us when we have an investigation going strong. In that sense we're the true stereotype cops. We even like donuts." He said while grinning.
 
   Mike added. "We order a lot of pizza as well."
 
   Lana laughed looked at the stack of pizza boxes and shook her head in agreement. "I see that. How many do you all order?"
 
   Mike and Raymond looked at each other. 
 
   Raymond looked at the ceiling trying to remember. "I think it was the Costella case when we order over three hundred boxes of pizza, and we only had four people working."
 
   Lana toggled glances between the guys. "You're kidding, right?"
 
   Mike raised his eyebrows and answered. "He's right. Pizza was the only decent food for miles. We were there about six weeks and we ate pizza for lunch and supper. I hated pizza for a long time after that job." He glanced at Raymond. "I don't think we ordered pizza for several months after that case."
 
   "At least seven months." Raymond cringed at the thought of how much pizza they ate. He rummaged through the empty box of donuts.
 
   She suddenly realized he wanted something sweet and she did too. It must be the medicine that made her have a sweet tooth. "How about I make a batch of chocolate chip cookies? Would you guys like some homemade cookies?"
 
   "Yes ma'am, I would." Joe answered from the living room.
 
   "Let's see what we can do about that." She looked through the fridge and cabinets. She didn't think she had everything she needed for the cookies, but she could make some brownies. As she looked through the cabinets and fridge, they were empty. What the hell, she looked bewildered.
 
   Mike and Raymond looked at each other. "Babe we had all the food sent to the crime lab, everything in the cabinet and the refrigerator."
 
   "Why?" 
 
   "Since we know someone was in the house we don't know if they did anything to the food. We had to send it all to the crime lab for analysis. But if you want something sweet Joe can go to the store. Besides I don't want you to have to do a thing. Doctors orders, you need to rest."
 
   "Mike you don't understand, cooking does relax me. I do understand about the food, and I would be devastated if something happened to your guys. I sure could eat something sweet. Do you mind if we run to the store and get something to cook and get some more coffee and creamer. Besides, I could use some fresh air." She thought Mike acted too protective. 
 
   He could tell by the look in her eyes she was determined. Besides, the store was only a few miles up the road. "I don't mind taking you. Joe and Raymond can stay and watch the house." He remembered the medic telling him she needed fresh air. Getting away from the house would relax her.
 
   Joe smiled and said. "I don't mind at all." 
 
   She could tell Mike didn't want her to go, but they did need supplies. His look did not detour her, she picked up her coat. "Are you ready?" She quickly made a mental note of everything she needed for cookies and breakfast. Sam's grocery was the closest and she knew they had the basic ingredients.
 
   "Yes ma'am," he said while grabbing her hand.
 
   Off they went. It felt good to get out of the house, the cold air woke her up and that was exactly what she needed. She took long deep breaths. 
 
   Mike knew every breath she took helped clear her head. Immediately he saw a change in her eyes, they were coming back to life. 
 
   Joe walked them out and stood there as they drove away. 
 
   They got maybe a tenth of a mile, and Mikes' phone talked to him.
 
   Joe called him on his walkie-talkie. "Hey Mike, you may want to do a 311. A 412 is in progress."
 
   Mike turned off his lights, slammed on his brakes and backed in between trees. The SUV was dark and would be well hidden. 
 
   "What is a 311 and a 412?" she asked. She did figure out it was some kind of code.
 
   "That's a code we use with our team. We are the only ones who know the code, so if anyone listens in on our frequency they don't know our plan. A 311 is Joe heard a car start and leave with their lights off and they left when we did. The 412 means Joe is on his way to us as we speak. Raymond will stay at the house." He explained while watching the road.
 
   "Joe stood outside listening?"
 
   "Yes we always listen when an agent leaves in case someone is following one of our cars. That's one of the reasons we try to stay at isolated places, so we can hear and see what goes on around us."
 
   "That's smart."
 
   "Lana I want you to take a close look at this car as it drives by to see if you know this person." Mike pulled his Glock from his side and held it just in case he needed it. Concern and guilt overwhelmed her. What if there were several people in the car and they get out and shot at them.
 
   "Okay. What do you want me to do if someone starts shooting?"
 
   "Duck, and if you have to run--run towards Joe, he'll protect you."
 
   The Explorer crept by and the windows were foggy and she couldn't see a thing. Mike instantly turned on his lights and darted out of their hiding place and started chasing the SUV. "If you need a gun there's one in the glove box." If Lana wasn't with him he would have rammed the SUV, or at least pull out in front of him so he could stop them. He should have listened to his instincts and left her at home.
 
   "Are you kidding me, what do you mean if I need a gun? You're going after him?" Oh God, not again! She held on for dear life, praying. 
 
   "Yep, we always want the upper hand." He knew she wouldn't understand the danger of it all, and it's like a firemen running into a burning building when everyone else runs the opposite direction. Cops chase the bad guys when everyone else runs away from them.
 
   "If you need me to do something, let me know," muttered Lana. 
 
   "Shoot out his tires." Mike grinned waiting for the shock look she was about to give him.
 
   "I thought I would shoot the gas tank and blow it up to smithereens." 
 
   "Grab your gun Annie Oakley." 
 
   The man saw them chasing him and he drove faster and faster. "Lana, get your cell phone and text the license plate to me." He had his phone and he talked to Joe. "Joe, Lana is texting me the license plate. We are in pursuit, and it's a green ford explorer, maybe a 2001. Looks like only one person, but the windows are foggy."
 
   Joe responded. "I'm right behind you and I see your tail lights not far ahead, and I copy that. Be careful the road is slick."
 
   Mike put both hands on the wheel because they slid side to side. He focused on his driving, when all of a sudden they spun out of control and hit a guard rail on a bridge, bounced off then landed in the ditch. 
 
   "Are you okay?" He tried to drive out of their predicament, but they were stuck.
 
   "Yes," she said. 
 
   "Hey Joe I ditched the SUV. You need to hurry up and get here."
 
   "I'm right here."
 
   Mike and Lana got in Joe's SUV and started their pursuit of the Explorer, but it was long gone. They stopped and Mike got out, and he couldn't have been more pissed. "We should have had him."
 
   Joe knew exactly what to say. "We have a license plate and make and model. We'll get him, and the police are on the way. Let's call in the license plate." Mike immediately looked up his text and Joe called dispatch.
 
   She walked back and sat in Joe's SUV because it was so cold. 
 
   When Mike calmed down, he walked over to Lana. "Are you okay? You look a little pale."
 
   "I'm fine. I thought that was kind of fun but I wouldn't want to do it again." 
 
   Joe interrupted. "The license plate came back to an Eddie and Donna Borders. They live out here just a few blocks from you off Wabash road. My guess he stole the Explorer. Let's hope they're not home."
 
   Mike said. "Let's head over there and call our crime scene investigators just in case. Honey do you see that convenience store, we'll grab a few things then we need to head over to the Borders house." 
 
   Joe called detective Quent and told him about the incident and about the Borders.
 
   Lana said. "Don't worry about me, I'll grab what they have and I know you need to work to catch this bastard." Joe drove them to the store and they grabbed some snacks, coffee and water. They didn't have any liquid creamer so Lana got milk. 
 
   They were heading to Wabash road when Mike got a call from Quent. "Mike we can't get hold of the Borders, but we found your Explorer. No one was found around it, and it is being processed it as we speak. We'll be there in about fifteen minutes. If you get there first call me before you do anything, he might go back to the house."
 
   "We'll be there in a couple minutes. I'll let you know what we find."
 
   Wabash road was dark and it didn't look like anyone was home at any of the houses. That was a relief for Lana. She hoped the Explorer had been a vacation vehicle. 
 
   When they pulled up to the house Joe tried to position the SUV so the lights would shine on the house. The angle of the house was higher than the road. This caused the headlights to reflect off the snow. "Lana, I want you to lock the doors and if you see or hear anything, honk. Joe and I will be here in just a few seconds. Okay?"
 
   "Yes, please be careful." She locked the doors and she noticed they were very careful not to step on the snow that had prints.
 
   Joe knocked on the door and they had their guns pulled. It was pitch black other than a little snow on the ground that was reflective from the headlights. Mike motioned for Joe to go around to the side of the house. He had been gone a long time, and it seemed like forever. After several minutes she could see his flashlight before she saw him. Joe pointed to the back left side of the house. Mike shook his head side to side. He then got out his phone and made a phone call. If she's right about the body language, Joe found them dead. Tears whelped up in her eyes. 
 
   To her right she could see police lights coming. Mike saw them too and he knew he would get busy when they got there. He quickly walked back to the SUV. "Baby we will be here for awhile, so Raymond is on his way to get you. He'll take you back to the beach house and stay with you." 
 
   "How long do you think you'll be?"
 
   "I think we will be at least a couple of hours."
 
   She hated to ask but she had to know. "Are they dead?
 
   He looked in her eyes. "Yes." He hoped she wouldn't ask. He stayed with her until Raymond arrived, which was only a few seconds. Mike opened the door for her and hugged her for several seconds. Raymond just sat in his SUV, not saying a word. They walked around to the passenger door. He kissed her then sat the bags of groceries in on the floor board. "Take good care of her, and I'll be home in a couple of hours."
 
   "Yes sir." 
 
   Raymond and Lana drove the few short blocks to the house. "Wait here while I make sure everything checks out okay." He stepped out of the truck and thoroughly checked the house. His demeanor was totally different than Mikes. Mike would give instructions on what to do if anything happened. He didn't say one word during their short ride to the house. It was obvious to her that he was the serious, quiet deputy. 
 
   While Lana made fresh coffee, she wanted to break the silence. "I see you guys work well together."
 
   "Yes ma'am, Joe is the youngest of all of us but he has caught on fast."
 
   "I have to say I admire you guys and all the work you do. It amazes me how you all work as if this is everyday stuff. I'm stressed enough for all of you guys. Does your wife get stressed?"
 
   "Sometimes she does, especially if we are in the field and she doesn't hear from me for a couple of days. Not long ago we were serving a federal felony warrant in New Mexico. The guy we were staking out was literally in the middle of the desert. We had no phone service so I couldn't call her. We were not allowed to break radio silence, so she worried a lot on that one."
 
   Lana thought about how awful that would be to not be able to talk to Mike for two days. She missed him after two hours. "How does she handle it?"
 
   "Pray."
 
   "I'm glad to hear that. I want to say I'm sorry you have to be here now and not with your family."
 
   "My wife and I look at it like this, every minute I'm away from her I'm keeping her and other American's safe."
 
   "Wow, that's a great way to look at it the situation." She would have to remember that for the future. "Raymond, why did you use the word Americans instead of citizens or people?"
 
   "Our team is an anti-terrorism team, and we serve warrants. We were formed after September 11. That's just a word we decided as a team to use as part of our terminology."
 
   "So why are you working this case?" 
 
   "Because of Mike, we normally don't work jobs that don't have anything to do with terrorism, but this is an exception." 
 
   "If you're on the anti-terrorism team, then why was Frank killed on a drug bust?"
 
   "Well, we only tell the media what we want them to tell the public."
 
   "That makes sense. Do you have many terrorist that are female?" She didn't know why she thought of that, and she expected him to say no.
 
   "Not many, but the numbers keep rising. That makes it hard on us because we can't be gentle on them. People sometimes don't understand why we get rough with a woman. But they can tote a bomb just as easy as a man. And they can fly planes as well."
 
   "I guess I never thought about it that way. But your right, in your business you can't trust anyone."
 
   Her heart felt so proud to have men like Raymond and Mike protecting her. She now knows how the wife's of the soldiers in Iraq feel. "I want to thank you for taking care of me."
 
   Raymond put his hand on her shoulder and said softly. "You are welcome."
 
   "Thank you for your honesty. If you don't mind I'm going to go to bed."
 
   "Absolutely, just call me if you need anything."
 
   "I will, and you do the same."
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   Day 8
 
   October 22 1:41 a.m.
 
    
 
   Lana woke to a faint splashing of water and teeth being brushed. She rolled over and saw a shadow through the crack of the bathroom door. She noticed he tried to be quiet as he got ready for bed. She pulled the covered back for him, so all he had to do was crawl in and snuggle. 
 
   Once he turned off the light, an immediate beam glowed through the crack of the drapes. The guys left the back porch light on, and it guided Mike to the bed. The dense coolness of the room surprised Mike. Whenever he stayed at the beach house he always left the door open. With the door shut the room didn't get much heat. He tried to make a mental note to remember to check on the vents tomorrow and make sure they were opened fully. He knew their snuggling would create enough body heat to keep them warm for one night.
 
   As he crawled in bed Lana moaned a sleepy sigh and asked Mike a question. "Did the computer run to town?"
 
   "What?" He pulled back and looked over at her. She was sound asleep. Someone talks in her sleep. He pulled her close and made sure he didn't touch her with his icy feet, nor did he touch her forehead.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   It wasn't even daylight when one of the agents knocked on the bedroom door. 
 
   "What do you need?" Mike asked without moving one muscle. He was exhausted with only a couple of hours of sleep. His mouth was near her ear and his voice seemed louder than normal. "I don't want to get up," he whispered. 
 
   Joe stood at the door. "Sorry to bother you sir, I just wanted to let you know Detective Quentin is here and wants to see you."
 
   "I'll be out in a minute." Mike pulled Lana closer and he kissed her on the shoulder.
 
   "Yes sir," answered Joe.
 
   "As much as I want to snuggle, I've got to get busy. But you sleep in and come out whenever you want." He sat on the edge of the bed for a few seconds then he gathered enough energy to walk in the bathroom. He didn't turn on any lights until he shut the bathroom door. 
 
   She rolled over to where Mike had been sleeping and tried to doze off snuggled to his pillow. She could smell the faint hint of his cologne and she smiled. 
 
   Quent was hanging his coat in the front closet as Mike walked in the living room. "Hey Mike, I'm sorry to bother you so early, but I thought you would want to know what we found at the Border's house and the Explorer." Quent noticed Mike looked tired with dark circles under his eyes and they were bloodshot. He always looked professional, but today he had on workout pants and a t-shirt. He wasn't going to the office, so he might as well be comfortable. He thought the stress was getting to Mike a little bit. Knowing him for several years, Quent knew he could go days without sleep. 
 
   He scanned the room and saw all the boards set up and they had posted pictures, timelines, and a blank spot for blood types and DNA. In the far left corner, a computer was set up with a printer. One thing is for sure about the marshal's they were always prepared and ready to go.
 
   "I hope you have good news." Mike extended his arm to persuade Quent to move to the living room to sit. 
 
   Quent reached into his shirt pocket to grab the notebook where he wrote his notes. He also grabbed a couple of Tums. When he stayed up all night his stomach produced more acid. Then he had to sit up to sleep. Six anti-acids tablets every morning did the trick. "We did find some hair evidence in the Explorer and at the home. We know Mrs. Borders bit the perp. The coroner found blood around her mouth and couldn't find any other source of the blood. He also said they have been dead about a week. The crime scene investigators left the house a few hours ago. Hopefully we'll know all the blood types within the hour."
 
   "Lana has been here a week, do you think that's a coincident?" Mike asked.
 
   "Maybe, but I don't think so. We need to check everyone's blood type to either rule them out or make them a suspect. And Mike I have to be honest, the three clown's alibis are panning out, at least so far. They were not even in this part of the country last week. They have family in Muskogee and their phone records and gas receipts prove they were there. All we're waiting on is the video from some of the gas stations they say they stopped. I know this is not what you want to hear, but I don't think they killed Johnson either. He's been dead at least three days, and I think they were truthful when they said they stole the truck and cell phone. The cell phone number is the one that's in the phone book. The only crime they are guilty of, or at least so far is breaking and entering, attempted rape and grand theft auto. I can assure you, the DA will not charge them on the attempted rape charges because Lana never entered the house. Even though they admitted they were there to rape her, they never laid a hand on her."
 
   "That doesn't surprise me, and you found Johnson?" Mike stayed busy writing notes.
 
   "Yes, we found his body just down the road and it looks like he leaned against a tree and sat down, and died. His body is at the medical examiner now. I'll let you know the results. We know he died way after the Borders because his daughter last talked to him four days ago."
 
   "Do you think he died of natural causes?"
 
   "Any other time I would say yes, but with everything else going on, I think he was murdered, and I hope I'm wrong."
 
   "It does seem too coincidental. So I guess the next step is to officially turn the case over to the feds, that is, if you're ready." Mike was ready to hit this case head on because there were big stakes in this crime, Lana. Mike did want to wait for Quent to officially hand the case over to him. He didn't want to step on any toes. He had a great working relationship with Quent and he didn't want to do anything to jeopardize that.
 
   "Well Mike I can't tie the three suspects to any of these crimes, or at least so far. But I'll have the lab keep working on it. Give me through the morning and I'll be glad to give it to you. I have to make sure everything is in order for my captain."
 
   "I understand how the chain of command works. When do you think the blood type results will be finished?"
 
   "I'm hoping within the hour or so. They've been running samples all night. I told them not to call me until they have all the samples checked. We had over two hundred, so it will take a little while. I don't want them to come in bits and pieces."
 
   "Thanks for doing that. I guess we'll wait for those. How about I buy you a cup of coffee?"
 
   "You're on, and then I'm heading home, it has been a long night. Maybe the results of the blood types will be in before I leave."
 
   Mike patted Quent on the shoulder and they walked in the kitchen. Quent would have made a great federal agent. He always thought three steps ahead. Most importantly he was an honest man. Many cops would have thrown the book at these three clowns and be done with it, but Quent always wanted the truth. His looks did fit the typical cop stereotype. He was extremely overweight and some might say obese. He had the military hair cut that was so short when he looks down it looked like he was bald on the top of his head. Some women might find him attractive, but most probably would not. Mike commented to Quent many times that he married one of the nicest women in the county. She stood by Quent when he almost died of staff infection a few years ago. She attends and was strongly involved in all the police functions and fund raisers like crime stoppers. Between the two of them they have seven children. She had two from a previous marriage and he had two, and then they had three together. What Mike liked best about Quent was his virtue of honesty. Mike would have been proud to have Quent on his team.
 
   "So Quent how do you like your coffee?" Mike asked as he reached in the cabinet to pull out two mugs.
 
   "Black," answered Quent.
 
   "That's how I like it too." He poured two mugs of steaming hot coffee and put the plate of pastries on the bar so they both could reach them. 
 
   Quent eyed the several varieties and picked the raspberry, he reckoned it was the sweetest. "I see you guys started your investigation?" Quent said between taking sips of the hot coffee and took a bite of the raspberry filled donut.
 
   Mike noticed powdered sugar around his mouth, and handed him a paper towel. Quent took the hint and wiped his mouth. "Well, after getting your news this morning, we will be starting from scratch. We were leaning towards the three guys. But after your information, we'll have to develop more theories." Mike reached into the fridge to get some french vanilla cream. It was pretty good stuff and he wanted something sweet, something besides a pastry.
 
   While blowing on his coffee Quent said. "You're not starting from scratch. You know these three aren't suspects anymore. There will be no need to waste your time on these petty criminals." He reached his mug out when he saw the creamer. 
 
   "Eliminating them does help us, and we can thank you for that." Mike didn't want to tell this to Quent, but he would double check all the results the state lab concluded. It wasn't a federal law enforcement policy to do that, but it was Mike's policy. The state had made errors in past cases. When there were three murders, it didn't hurt to double check the lab work.
 
   "That's my job Mike and you've helped me out plenty of times on past cases. Remember that little girl rape case several years back. You had your lab process the work three times faster than ours and you help save another girl from being raped." 
 
   He didn't think he would ever forget that case. A pedophile had a life sentence, and he escaped out of a mental hospital in Portland Oregon. DNA was fairly new and the state lab took several weeks for the results to come back. Mike pulled favors at the FBI and got the results in a couple of weeks. Then the FBI ran the results and got a hit in a matter of minutes. They were shocked the man got all the way to Plymouth without being detected. They ran a check and found three other little girls had been raped on his route across country. They literally captured him seconds before he abducted another child. "I was more than glad to help. I just wish all local and federal levels worked together as well as you and me." 
 
   Their conversation was interrupted by Quent's phone. He quickly got out his pen and pad to take notes. "It's the lab, maybe it's the results. Quent speaking … yea … great job … thanks for putting a rush on this, I know Mike will appreciate it … keep me informed." He wrote a few notes on his pad before he continued. "Well, we've got good news and bad news." 
 
   "I'm ready. What did they find?" Mike listened intently.
 
   "The blood on Ms. Border's mouth is male B- and that's the good news, we got a blood type. The lab wasn't sure they could get anything since it was a small sample, and the killer poured bleach on her mouth." Mike turned pale and he didn't have to ask. Quent answered Mike's questioning face. "She was already dead when he poured the bleach." They both had been in law enforcement long enough to hope the victims suffered as little abuse as possible. 
 
   Mike let out a sigh of relieve. These people were not just victims, they were his neighbors. "I think I already know the bad. It doesn't match any of the three suspects."
 
   "That's not the only bad news." 
 
                 Raymond walked in to get some coffee and knew he should listen. 
 
   Then Quent continued glancing back and forth between the two. "The sperm on the outside wall is AB+ and all the suspects in jail are O+."
 
   Raymond stopped in his tracks and looked at both Mike and Quent and said. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?" For the moment, Raymond put off getting coffee. This information was far more important than a cup of coffee, even this early hour of the morning.
 
   Quent looked at both Mike and Raymond. "Yep, there are two different unknown suspects. And the lab eliminated the husband. I'm betting there were two involved with the Borders murder. And if I was a betting man, the killers saw someone over here. And they did all this to scare you. I think you need to check out the Borders. My hunch is the killers knew them."
 
   Mike was shocked and relieved at the same time. Maybe Quent was right, this had nothing to do with him or Lana. 
 
   Quent added. "I just can't imagine the Borders killing has anything to do with Lana, but in this job anything is possible. I'm going to head out and I'll think about it more when my brain gets some sleep. Good luck guys and let me know if I can help in any way." He left the number of the lab in case they needed it. He also tore off the page where he wrote down the blood types as he walked out the door. 
 
   "Raymond."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "We're not going to wait for the captain's approval. Let's quietly start the investigation. Did we send samples of the blood and sperm to Sara?"
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "Good, have her start processing everything."
 
   "Yes sir."
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   6:38 a.m.
 
    
 
   Lana turned on the TV when Mike left just so she would have some noise other than the men talking in the other room. Two women were talking about a facial cream that helped dark spots disappear. It must be a real miracle cream because the women's before and after photo's made them look thirty years younger. The program kept being interrupted by the wind howling. Every once in a while she could hear sand and sleet hit the window and it made her feel fretful for some reason. She turned up the volume of the TV to drown out the wind. She couldn't seem to completely wake up, nor go back into a deep sleep.
 
   The door opened and she peeked through one eye and noticed Mike shut the door with one foot. That let Lana know his hands were full. 
 
   First thing Mike noticed was her t-shirt raised above her waist and her flat tummy was exposed. He sighed when he saw her curvy body. 
 
   Half awake she mumbled. "Hi baby."
 
   "I have a surprise for you."
 
   "I think I smell butter, so I bet its donuts."
 
   He grinned. "You can't surprise a cook with food." He sat the plate on the night stand next to the steaming mugs of coffee. The pillow was curled up under her head and a lock of hair was tossed across her nose. He remembered last night as he snuggled next to her, her hair would tickle his nose. He loved that. It's been years since that happened. His wife kept her hair short once their kids were born. Once in awhile she would let her hair grow long. She only let it grow long to make Mike happy. He loved long hair. Lana could keep her hair as long as she wanted, the longer the better.
 
   When she picked up her coffee she noticed creamer was in it. She looked at Mike in surprise. "I thought we couldn't eat or drink anything in the kitchen?"
 
   "I sent one of the agents to get you some."
 
   "That was so sweet. I sure need it." She sipped her delicious coffee. She propped some of the pillows against the headboard so she could lean on them and get comfortable. "Have you got much accomplished on the case?" She asked while reaching for a chocolate covered donut. 
 
   "It's progressing just fine. As all the blood types come in we should be able to piece everything together. Speaking of the case, honey I wanted to ask you if you noticed anything unusual the past week."
 
   "What do you mean?" She was confused by his question.
 
   "The Borders were killed at least a week ago, and we don't think it's coincident or random. You have been here a week and I want to know if you remember seeing or hearing anything out of the ordinary." Mike asked while swigging on his coffee, trying not to act upset or anxious. From past experience as a cop he knew if he acted calm everyone else would act calm.
 
   "Other than three men trying to kill me and your agent being killed, and I nearly died on the road last night, and I fainted at the police department, and people died next door. Yes I would say a few things happened out of the ordinary." She was teary eyed by now. How could he ask her such a ridiculous question? 
 
   Mike looked at her not knowing what to say. He realized how stupid that question was. Maybe he should have reworded it.
 
   Before she could fuss at him anymore she remembered something. "Wait a minute. Remember at the restaurant I saw a familiar face?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "I saw that same face at the police department when they loaded me in the ambulance." 
 
   "Where did you see him?"
 
   "He was standing with the news people, and he had that same mad look. But the oddest thing I noticed, he changed that mad look to a smirk, almost smiling. Another thing, as they loaded me in the ambulance I noticed he looked up, as if he noticed something. And Mike what I'm about to tell you may sound stupid."
 
   "What?"
 
   "He had the same face, but his hair was different somehow. Maybe he dyed it or combed it different, but it was noticeably different. I never forget a face, but I couldn't tell you anything about hair, clothing, guns, shoes, or coats. My best friend can tell you everything designer someone is wearing, but she won't even know her sister as she passes by her. Is that weird?"
 
   "No, that's not weird at all, but honey I wish you would have mentioned this earlier."
 
   "I just thought of it. Remember I was a little out of my mind."
 
   "I want you to think real hard where you remember that face. That might be the key to catch this person. Can you do that for me?" He got up and went to the bedroom door. "Raymond."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "Lana saw a guy she recognized with the media crew at the police department. Get some more deputies here and block the road. Put deputies watching the rent houses down the road. No one and I mean no one gets past the road at the end of the cul-de-sac. Don't let them give you any crap about their rights on the beach. If they get past the barrier arrest them for impeding an investigation."
 
   "Yes sir and I'll get the footage of the news crew and the police department." Raymond knew Mike would give him more details later.
 
   "Thanks." Mike shut the door behind him, and then he walked back and sat on the edge of the bed. "Go ahead honey."
 
   "I was just saying, when I remember where I saw this guy I'll tell you."
 
   "Maybe retrace your steps from the minute you decided to come here. Sometimes that helps jog the memory. Listen babe, I've got to get busy making calls, come out if you're ready. As you heard Raymond is getting the footage from the media, then I want you to look through every minute." He kissed her and off he went to the other room digging out his cell phone. 
 
   "Mike?" she couldn't look him in the eye knowing she had withheld something else. 
 
   He gave her his undivided attention. "Yes."
 
   "Umm, I saw someone over at the Borders house a couple of days ago."
 
   Mike tried not to look shocked or aggravated but asked."What did you see?"
 
   "I saw someone with a red or bright orange coat and they were in the back yard. I thought maybe he was getting wood or wrapping pipes so I didn't think anything about it."
 
   "Tell me exactly what you saw."
 
   "I was just standing there dipping my tea bag looking out the window when I saw the coat. The person moved from the front of the house to the back of the house and I think he did that twice."
 
   "Keep going."
 
   "That's all, except once it looked like he stopped and looked at this house."
 
   Mike was a somewhat aggravated because she withheld critical information. "Honey, if I sent an agent to the house, do you think you could remember all he did? We could have an agent retrace the movements of the person you saw."
 
   "Yes, I think I can, but why?"
 
   "The Borders were already dead, and the person you saw was probably the killer. If you can see it all happen again maybe we can figure out his height, weight and hair color."
 
   "I can tell you he had on a black ski hat."
 
   "How could you tell that at this distance?" He was amazed of her uncanny ability to notice detail. She would have been a great cop.
 
   "When he turned to look at this house his face was so pale it looked white next to the black hat. I remember thinking his face needed a tan and he looked like a ghost. Then he pulled the mask over his face."
 
   He reached down and kissed her and said. "Get up and get dressed, I need you to help me with detective work."
 
   "Are you sure?"
 
   "Absolutely, you are the only witness to a killer, and the more detail we can refresh your memory the better chance of catching him."
 
   "Okay, give me a few minutes." Since she didn't pay that close attention, she hoped she could help at least a little bit. But first she needed her first cup of java, and try to think about where she saw that face. She needed quiet to think.
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   7:28 a.m.
 
    
 
   "Hey Sara how is my favorite crime scene tech this bright and cheerful day. Do you have any news on the sperm DNA we sent you from my beach house?"
 
   She ignored Mike flattering comment. Sara Potter was all business, and the guys knew that. Because she was so serious they loved to give her a hard time. "We are processing it right now and with our new software, we can have finite results in six to seven days on the DNA. After looking at the specimen and it being older, it will be closer to the seven days. Then it might take several hours to match the perp to our data base. I'm sorry Mike that's the best I can do."
 
   "What do you mean old sperm?"
 
   "The sperm sent to me was at least a week old, minimum."
 
   "It couldn't have been, we found it immediately and saw the footprints in the snow to verify it. The footprints were imprinted in the fresh snow right under the window."
 
   "I'm sorry Mike, but I'm telling you it's around a week old." Sara always got aggravated when they question her expertise. Never has she given them an answer until she is one hundred percent positive. 
 
   Mike sat there trying to think, comprehend what she just said. "Do you have the blood type of the sperm?"
 
   "Yes hold on a minute." She left to get the chart and came back and she picked up the phone. "The male blood type is AB+ and the female blood type is A+."
 
   "What do you mean female?" Mike's didn't expecting that answer at all. The state police missed the female blood type. He was glad he had Sara double check the state's results.
 
   "The sperm collected has two distinctive blood types male and female." Sara was busy and she got annoyed Mike questioned her work. If he kept this up, it would be a long day.
 
   "Sara, have you gotten the samples from the Border home?" 
 
   "Yes I think we did get some," she answered while shuffling papers on her desk. "I don't have them in front of me. Let me call you back in a few minutes."
 
   "No if you don't mind, I'll wait."
 
   She paused and thought a few minutes wouldn't be detrimental. Pushing the red hold button, she scoured through several offices before she found them. She picked up the phone and pushed the hold button so she could be reconnected with Mike. "I have them in front of me fresh off the press. What do you want to know?"
 
   "I want to know the blood type of Ms. Border's?" He didn't know what answer he would be, but he had a hunch.
 
   "Her blood type is A+."
 
   "What was the blood type around her mouth?"
 
   "Um, that is B-."
 
   "So according to your records, sperm is AB+, blood on mouth is B- and Ms. Borders blood typed is A+, and the female blood type with the sperm is A+?" Maybe Quent was right, and there are two perps.
 
   "I see where you're going with this. I'll run as many cross references as I can. Great work Mike."
 
   "I have one more blood type for you to run, and maybe her DNA."
 
   "Who?"
 
   "Lana, can you send someone to collect it?"
 
   "I'll call and see if anyone is at the Border's house and I'll have them get a swab."
 
   "Thanks, Sara. One more thing, could you find out if Ms. Border's was raped? There might be two perps."
 
   "I will find out for you and I'll notify you when I get any news."
 
   "I'll be expecting your call," he answered while writing down all the information she gave him.
 
   When Lana walked in the living room Mike was on the phone. Raymond and Joe were in the kitchen looking out the window towards the Borders house. They debated on who got to play the villain. Under normal circumstances they both would want to go, but it was cold outside, neither volunteered. They decided to flip a coin. When Raymond lost, he pulled rank and sent Joe. 
 
   Joe whined that the coin toss wasn't fair, but all the while smiling. Then he commented. "I can't wait until we get a new guy then I can pull rank." 
 
   All the guys laughed.
 
   Lana interrupted. "Hi guys, do you all like some breakfast?"
 
   They looked at each other and said as the same time. "Yes ma'am."
 
   She wondered how they stayed in such good shape eating out all the time. "Tell me what you want, and if one of you gentleman will run me to the grocery store, I will cook you a feast."
 
   Mike got off the phone and answered Lana from the living room. "I want french toast." 
 
   The other two agreed, and they added bacon, ham, and eggs. 
 
   When she got to cook, she was at her best."So who's going to take me to the store?" 
 
   Mike raised his hand. He felt much better about the situation. The killings seemed to be someone after the Borders. 
 
   She walked over to him and put her arm through his arm and said. "Okay tin man let's follow the yellow brick road."
 
   "We'll be back in about an hour or so." They were shocked Mike let her out of the house. But if anyone could handle any situation in the field it would be him. 
 
   Raymond immediately got on his walkie to let the men at the end of the road know Mike was coming through shortly. "Hey guys, I just wanted to let you know there's going to be a 204 in 1015." 
 
   Lana knew they had codes and she asked Mike. "What's a 204 and a 1015?"
 
   Mike winked at the guys. "Well I could tell you, but then I'd have to kill you."
 
   "And what would be the code for that?" She asked as she raised her left eyebrow at Mike.
 
   "That would be code 007," said Mike. The men laughed hysterically.
 
   "What's so funny?" She asked.
 
   "Come on babe I'll tell you on the way to the store." She looked at the guys and shrugged her shoulders. 
 
   They laughed harder.
 
   He helped her with her coat, and when she glanced over at them they laughed even harder. "You better tell me or you're not getting any breakfast." 
 
   The men laughed even harder. 
 
   They got in the car and she noticed Mike looked all around to see if he could see anyone. 
 
   "Okay Mike, what are the codes?" Curiosity got the best of her.
 
   He rolled his head back with laughter. "Code 007 means hot girl that's dangerous. 204 code means we are traveling with two or more and a 1015 code means they will be coming with fifteen minutes. They were laughing because you are hot but not dangerous. Sometimes if we see a girl that looks hot, we'll get on the walkie and say 007 and then give our location."
 
   "Oh, really! Well you just wait until I bake you guys some brownies with ex-lax. Then my code will be number two. Then we'll see how dangerous I am."
 
   "Oh no please don't do that, I only have two bathrooms. We're getting close to the media, please duck down honey." As they drove by a house that had a few TV vans no one was outside, but she got low so they couldn't see her. She stayed low for about a half a mile. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Stop & Shop grocery store was much bigger than the Sam's grocery and much newer. This store was in a strip mall with about ten other small shops. The biggest stores were Best Buy, a liquor store, shoe store, and a tobacco store. 
 
   They held hands as they walked in and acted as though they didn't have a care in the world. "Okay babe, what would you like besides french toast?" She asked.
 
   "Um, I'm thinking ham and eggs, or maybe an omelet? I loved the omelet you cooked the other day." He didn't want to over exert her considering what happened yesterday. 
 
   "Babe you can have an omelet if you want one. We just have to go to the vegetable isle." The vegetable area did impressive her. It was fixed up like a huge Hawaiian hut with a hand written sign that read 'veggie stand'.
 
   They shared the foods they like and hated. Mike teased her by asking her a question he already knew the answer. "Do you think we could have shrimp tonight or tomorrow? I know you don't like it, but the guys do." 
 
   "Hey, you are on your own if you want shrimp. I don't even like to cook it." Mike liked shrimp and so do the guys, and how could she refuse. She changed her mind. "Okay, I'll grill it if you do the prep work. I know the guys would like grilled shrimp. I'll marinade it in Italian dressing a couple of hours, it's delicious."
 
   "That's a deal." He nearly ran to the fish counter to buy jumbo shrimp, and he was like a little kid. His mouth started watering just thinking about grilled shrimp.
 
   Life with Lana would be so different than it was with Kathy. Kathy didn't like to cook. When they first married they didn't have the money to eat out much. All they ate were hamburgers and chips. Since Kathy worked at a fast food, her burgers were great, but that was the only thing she knew how to cook. Later when they had a little more money he made it a point to grab something on the way home, something for his family to eat. He smiled thinking back about his kids calling him at work and asked. "Daddy, what will you bring home for dinner tonight?" Yep, life would a lot different with Lana, a difference he liked.
 
   They bought stuff for lasagna, shrimp, and chili. She looked at all this food, both carts full. "Mike, do you realize I get on a plane in a few days? I'm not sure I can cook all this in less than a week."
 
   "Nope you're not leaving, I have handcuffs." 
 
   A lady at the other end of the counter turned around and looked at them like they were crazy. Then she waddled away with her cart while looking over her shoulder at them. 
 
   He kissed her on her forehead and said. "Honey this is only enough food for a couple of days. Remember there will be several men in and out of the house. We'll probably have half the Marshals office here when they find out we're cooking shrimp." 
 
   "I'm in such a good mood, I could cook all day. I feel great."
 
   "I'm sure glad you feel better, and it shows in your eyes." 
 
   "My noggin hurts but I feel I have all the drugs out of my system. I'm okay as long as I don't bend over, that's when it hurts the most, when the blood rushes to my head."
 
   Mike put on his John Wayne impersonation. He put his hands on his hips and then walked like John Wayne. "Well little lady, if you need to bend over to get stuff, just call me …. and I'll watch."
 
   She smacked his arm and said. "You butt." 
 
   They paid for the groceries and they acted silly going to the car. Both pushed overloaded baskets. He jokingly played bumper carts with her. He rolled his head back with laughter watching her. She grunted trying to push and pull her cart. The entire time her tongue stuck out as if that would help. He easily moved his with one arm. Every few feet he made a point to bump her cart pushing it back to where she started. 
 
   She whined. "Mike that's not fair I have heavier groceries than you. I think we should trade carts."
 
   "Do you really think that would help?" But he did take her cart and pull it.
 
   They loaded the groceries in the back of the SUV, laughing, when all of a sudden she started sneezing. Between sneezes she noticed someone sitting in a car. There he was, the mystery man staring right at her, three rows over from her right. She screamed for Mike to see. "Mike there's the man, and he's in that black car." She pointed at the car.
 
   The man took off immediately. He drove off like a mad man and almost ran over several people and cars. Mike ran after him, but the man got away. He ran several isles over but couldn't catch him. "That was totally unexpected. Are you okay?"
 
   "I'm fine did you get a look at him and did you get a license plate?"
 
   "I only saw him a little, and honey he didn't look like anything you described. How in the hell did he know we were here? I worked every maneuver I was trained to do to detect anyone following me …." He paused and thought for a minute. "…. He must have some kind of tracking device planted on the one of us." He made a phone call to Raymond. "Lana and I will be there in about fifteen minutes. I want you to call the tech department and have someone come to the beach house to run a sweep. We just saw the guy at the grocery store, and there is no way he would know we'd be there unless he tracked us. Also call Shop Rite and see if they have any roof cameras." Mike's face changed from his happy go lucky, to cop mode. His eyes hardened.
 
   Raymond wrote down all the orders Mike asked. "I'll call them and have I'll have them come right away. One more thing, I called all the TV stations to get their coverage of the police department. They won't give it to us unless we grant them an exclusive. I checked with the police department and no cameras faced the media or the far side of the street. I'll see you in a few minutes."
 
   "Copy that." The most important task for Mike is to get Lana back to the beach house. Mike knew his guys would know what to do to protect her. From this point on his only concern was to take care of Lana.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Mike, do you mind if I start breakfast?" 
 
   "Of course, and I can't wait." He reached over to kiss her. Then to tease her and blew a fart on her neck.
 
   All the men held their noses. "What's that smell?" Her face turned red and she didn't know why. She decided having these guys around was like having little brothers always tormenting her.
 
   She got busy mixing the batter for the pancakes. The sautéing of the mushrooms, onions, peppers, and ham for the omelet got started. She put the bacon in the oven to cook. The coffee and sweat tea was made. A dozen eggs were whipped and seasoned for scrambling. The onions were sautéed for hash browns. Then she poured herself some coffee with cream and savored those few moments. 
 
   The guys walked in the kitchen smelling the aroma, making excuses to be in there. Joe's excuse was to catch Lana if she fainted. Mike's excuse was to cut up the veggies. Raymond's excuse was to get some coffee.
 
   Everyone got quiet when the crew came in to run the sweep. In a short five minutes, she heard a beep. She didn't have to be told what that meant. To find out what all the commotion was about, she peeked in the bedroom. They had found a little chip in her purse. "Did you find the tracking devise?" She asked as she looked at the men.
 
   "Yes." Mike's face turned angry. He glanced at Raymond and Joe. They had no doubt now. He was after Lana. Everyone's heart sank. They were trained to handle problems. Lana wasn't.
 
   "He knows everyplace we've been?" She saw the looks the guys gave each other, and she saw Mike's eyes harden. Worry was written all over their faces. 
 
   "I'm assuming he knows everywhere we've been. Honey, I want you to think real hard and try to remember how you know this guy. Think about anyone that might have made you feel uncomfortable in the last week or so. Was there anyone who got close to your purse?"
 
   She thought for a minute, wringing her hands. "Mike I don't remember. I've bumped into many people the past several days, and I don't remember where I saw his face, I just don't remember." 
 
   Mike motioned for the team to leave and finish their sweep in the living room. "Okay guys keep sweeping and let me know if you find anything else." Mike waited for them to leave. "Baby, I know you're upset, but it's important to remember where you know this man. Do you know him from home or here?"
 
   "I don't remember. I wish I could remember." Tears dripped down her cheek. 
 
   "Let's get some food in you and we'll go from there, how does that sound?"
 
   "It sure won't hurt." She was totally confused to why anyone would want to follow her.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "This food is so good Ms. Andrews, thank you so much." The guys loved breakfast. 
 
   "You're welcome," she answered not concentrating. She knew this guy from somewhere, but where. For some reason she felt overwhelmed and excused herself and walked into the bedroom. Tears flowed uncontrollably. She was mad at herself because she couldn't remember. 
 
   After a few minutes when Lana didn't return, Mike left to check on her. Once they found the tracking device he noticed Lana's demeanor changed. He slowly opened the door and saw her crying. It broke his heart. "Babe, are you okay?"
 
   She gave him a hug and sobbed.
 
   He just held her for a few minutes. "Just let it all out, baby." 
 
   Her entire body was drained and it shook uncontrollably, she didn't think she had an ounce of anything left. 
 
   He just held her and rubbed her back trying to sooth her. 
 
   She never felt so helpless. "Mike, I need to tell you something," she said while looking into his eyes, still crying. "I never told you the reason I had to get away. Why I left Tennessee."
 
   He didn't know what was coming but he didn't want to act surprised either. His gut told him she was about to tell him about an old boyfriend who had stalked her for five years. "Continue honey."
 
   "A few weeks ago my cousin died of a massive heart attack. We were very close and our entire family is close. His death was devastating to us all. His wife Sharon had his breathing machine turned off, and I held his hand while his heart stopped. I could feel his last heart beat through my fingers. All this happened less than four weeks ago." The tears kept coming. 
 
   Mike sat there and listened. Her words cut his heart like a knife. He also held his wife's hand when she died. 
 
   She took a deep breath and kept going. "His name was James. All his life he wanted a sports car and we decided to look at one on Saturday. On Tuesday I went by a few places and got some brochures on sports cars, to surprise him. I thought I would drop them off at his house, and I rang the doorbell and no answer. Even though I saw his car in the drive, I put the brochures in the mailbox. Mike, he was laying in there dying. If I would have used my key, he might be alive today." She couldn't help herself and she just let her confession roll off her tongue. She never told anyone this story. "After the funeral I was so depressed I couldn't function. I felt such guilt. I thought the best thing for me was to get away and clear my mind, and that's why I'm here. So you can see how everything has overwhelmed me. My emotions were already fragile when I got here."
 
   Mike held her close. "Baby, I'm here for you now, and I'll carry that burden for you. I know what it's like to lose family. What happened to your cousin has absolutely nothing to do with you and it isn't your fault. I can assure you he would feel the same way as I do."
 
   "I can't help but feel some guilt."
 
   "Honey you should not feel any guilt. If was a horrible incident and it wasn't your fault." This story flooded his mind of his own memories of helplessness and guilt with his wife. He watched his wife die of breast cancer. What could he have done different? What if he stayed home more? He knew exactly how Lana felt.
 
   "I mentally told myself from the moment I stepped on the airplane I planned on relaxing and writing down all my feelings. Then my last night here I planned on burning my journal in the fireplace, and that would be a whole new start for me," said Lana. 
 
   Mike got up to get her some Kleenex and she blew her nose and wiped her eyes, and then she continued. "As a matter of fact I started writing on my laptop while I sat down on the plane, oh Mike, the plane."
 
   "What are you talking about, what plane?"
 
   "That is where I saw that guy, on the plane. He walked up and sat with me at the gate, umm … gate 14. Then on the plane he wanted to sit with me, and I said no. I can't believe I didn't remember that. He had every opportunity to touch my purse."
 
   "Did he ever tell you his name?"
 
   "I think so, umm, I think, oh Mike I can't remember." She tried to think real hard, but she couldn't remember. It had been several days and a lot has happened since then. 
 
   "That's okay we have it narrowed down to your flight." Mike squeezed her hand and got busy doing what he did best, being a great cop. He made one last glance over his shoulder and said to her. "Babe, you did great." He immediately got his phone out and called his office and had the tech people run a check on the passenger list. "Babe we have an advantage he doesn't know about," said Mike smiling.
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "Your uncanny ability to remember faces."
 
   "Mike."
 
   "What?"
 
   "He sat toward the front, the first few rows, if that helps you any."
 
   "It helps a lot." He went out to the kitchen and told the guys about their conversation. Everyone within a mile radius heard them whooping and hollering as Mike told them the good news. Then Mike gave orders and everyone got busy. Raymond got on the computer to get a passenger list. Joe headed to the airport to get video and Mike got on the phone to Sara to see if she got any fingerprints from the beach house and the Border's house. 
 
   Mike walked back in the bedroom. "Babe, I'm sorry I left so abruptly but I had to get the ball rolling. Are you feeling better?" Even though he was giving orders, his heart was with her. 
 
   "Some yes, and I want you to know I'm not normally a cry baby, but it has been a stressful couple of weeks."
 
   "Honey, you don't have to explain, I've seen people with less stress have to live on drugs to get through it all, and I think you are doing great. I have to say how impressed I am with your memory of faces. I've been in this business for years, and never has anyone had a memory like yours. When Joe gets back we'll send him over to the Borders to get an idea of how tall the killer is. So in a little while I'll need your help again."
 
   "You got it, just let me know when." She was proud of herself for remembering. Relief flooded her. She couldn't believe how much weight was lifted off her shoulders. She felt like a new woman.
 
   As Mike walked out he glanced back and asked. "By the way, what is your blood type?"
 
   She was totally confused by the question but answered. "A+ Why?"
 
   "I just wanted to make a mental note just in case someone asks."
 
   "Oh, okay," she said confused. 
 
   Mike joined Raymond who was sitting at their makeshift desk, working on the computer. "What cha got?" Raymond asked without looking up from the computer.
 
   "Lana's blood type is A+," Mike whispered.
 
   Mike had his full attention with that statement. "Do you think it's her blood type on the wall?" 
 
   Mike shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. I'm going to have to ask her if she is missing any dirty underwear. She's in the bedroom crying."
 
   "Why?"
 
   "She thinks she has put us in danger."
 
   "Did you tell her we live this every day? We thrive on danger."
 
   "I will, but when she started crying, I just let her talk."
 
   "Good move. But Mike the more we know the better. Keep in mind that Ms. Border's blood type is A+."
 
   "I know. Whose blood type do you think it is?" Mike asked.
 
   "I think its Ms. Borders. Think about it. There was enough for Sara to find, and I don't think she could get that much just from worn underwear. And Mike I don't want to get personal, but I think your blood type would have shown up along with Lana's."
 
   "True, unless he got some underwear before we were intimate."
 
   "Did she ever mention anyone being around before the wood was delivered?" Raymond asked while taking notes.
 
   "She did mention she had the creeps several times since she's been here. She said it wasn't like her to get so scared all the time. You know we're taught as cops to listen to our instincts. We're also taught women have better instincts than cops."
 
   "Being out here with no one around can give anyone the creeps. Have you been listening to the wind today? It's giving me the creeps."
 
   "I can tell you this much, she's not leaving this house until we catch this guy. I'm so afraid he'll follow her home."
 
   "I agree, but I don't want you to worry. We'll catch him or them." He put his hand on Mike's shoulder and gave him a pat.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Crying out her feelings made her feel better. She washed her face and sat on the bed for a little while. Then she decided to clean the kitchen and watch some TV, anything to stay busy. Everything was quiet when she walked out of the bedroom, except for Mike talking on the phone. She rolled up her sleeves on the way to the kitchen. To her surprise the kitchen was spotless. She knew at that moment she would have to adopt Joe and Raymond. How could she go wrong, they are gun toting house cleaner's.
 
   Quietly she turned on the TV and sat down on the couch with the remote, surfed the channels. Since Mike was on the phone, she muted the volume. 
 
   When he hung up he kissed her on the neck and ran his hand down her leg. He could tell she cried a lot and that broke his heart. Other women crying never bothered him. Several months ago he dated a girl named Brenda, and they dated three months. He knew it wasn't going anywhere and he decided to end their relationship. He didn't know how to end it, so he invited her over for grilled burgers. They ate and then he told her it was over between them. She cried but he didn't care, he just wanted her to go home. If he had to do it all over, he would have gone to her house, told her and left. All the women in his past always cried, but he didn't care. He cared for them, and hated they were upset. But once the door shut it was all over or at least in his mind. If Lana walked out he would be the one crying. Deep down he knew Lana was his for life. He asked her. "How are you holding up honey?" 
 
   "I'm fine." She was deep in thought of all this that's going on in her life. "Can I ask you a question?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   "How do you work this kind of stuff all the time? I'm stressed beyond belief and you and the guys act like this is everyday stuff, or am I just imagining it?"
 
   "As a U.S Marshall, we deal with this stuff every day. Honey, we are adrenaline junkies and the more bazaar and dangerous it is, the better we like it. I will admit not all cases fall into place as well as this. Think about it, we've had a couple of different crimes happen to us in the last several days. You can see how we're putting it all together. We love the stress and action of it all. My team is great and we know how to get results. That's part of police work, you may have ten suspects and it dwindles down to one or two or sometime we have to start from the beginning."
 
   "Do you deal with the witness protection area? I might need it."
 
   "Now why would you think you might need witness protection?"
 
   "If you don't catch this guy he might kill me unless I vanish."
 
   Those words she said hurt Mike to the core. He hated the idea of someone as innocent as Lana would have to think of something so drastic. "Squirt, you are so cute. We will catch him. I've worked in the fugitive investigative strike team. This is what I used to do, so I know exactly what I'm doing," he said as he kissed her on the nose. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The room got loud as several agents entered the front door and they were talking about the case. Mike was right, they were adrenaline junkies. Excitement filled the air every time they put a piece of the puzzle together. Her favorite agent was Joe, and he reminded her of a kid. Everything something happened his eyes light up, like a kid on Christmas morning. She also noticed he was more kind hearted than the other agents. Raymond was definitely Mike's right hand man. Raymond seemed to be about ten years younger than Mike, so his age is around forty. His personality seemed more like Mike's, more so than the other agents. Both were more quiet and to the point. He had dirty blond hair and hazel eyes. He's thinner built than most of the men, but still very well built. Raymond was the only one married, or at least the only one wearing a wedding band. 
 
   Everyone got quiet when she walked in the kitchen. She was embarrassed that she interrupted their important conversation. "You all don't have to be quite on my account, unless you're talking shop talk."
 
   Mike answered with authority and professionalism. "Actually we are talking about something very important."
 
   "I'm sorry I interrupted, I'll go to the bedroom and watch TV. I don't want to bother you all," she said with all sincerity.
 
   All the guys laughed "Honey we're talking about what we are going to have for lunch." 
 
   "That was mean, but that's fine I got the stuff to make lasagna, salad and a cheese cake. But since you want to hurt my feelings I'll just go be by myself," she said winking at Joe. 
 
   Joe caught on quick. "I think lasagna sounds fantastic. You guys need to leave her alone and quit teasing her. Lana, I would never tease you." 
 
   She thought that's the first time he ever used her first name.
 
   Raymond snarled at Joe. "Teacher's pet!"
 
   Everyone laughed. "Okay guys scoot and I'll make some lunch."
 
   Mike scooped her up in his arms and swung her around in a circle and said. "Honey you are the best, I'm starving and I know the guys are. I cannot wait to try your lasagna, and what do you want me to do?"
 
   "How about chopping onions? I need five cups." 
 
   "I can definitely do that."
 
   After they washed their hands, she handed him everything he needed, and he started chopping away. She browned the meat and adding the onion as Mike finished chopping. Then she added the wine and spices. The house started to smell good. She quickly whipped up two cheese cakes and put it in the fridge. The guys drooled over the cheesecake. She knew Mike didn't know this, but when she cooked she felt like she's contributing to the investigation. It keeps her busy and it keeps the guys fed and that makes them all happy and productive.
 
   Mike walked over to the sink where she happened to be standing and looked down at her, with all seriousness. "Can I talk to you in the bedroom?"
 
   She could tell by the look on his face something was wrong. "Sure." She did not know what he was about to say, but it had her worried a little bit. Her heart pounded from nervousness. Without a doubt the news would be bad. 
 
   He closed the door behind them. He picked her up and kissed her so deeply, his tongue found hers. 
 
   Her heart raced with excitement. She pulled him close. "Oh Mike, I think that is by far the best kiss I ever had, ever. It was a wonderful unexpected kiss." She didn't want to stop. 
 
   "Oh baby, I have wanted to do that all morning, but I wanted you to rest especially after getting that bump on your head, and I had to find time to be alone. Are you feeling better?"
 
   "Now I am." She kissed him again.
 
   He stopped her and said. "A problem has come up and I can't go back into the room just yet." 
 
   She knew what he meant. About that time his phone rang. That damn phone, I'm going to toss it out when this is all over, she thought. 
 
   It looked like Mike would be on the phone for awhile, so she decided to check on the meat sauce. When she walked in the kitchen the guys were busy stirring it. "Is it good?" she asked. The sauce appeared to have thickened perfectly.
 
   "Can we taste it? It smells delicious." Joe asked with a spoon in his hand.
 
   "Of course you can taste it and you can tell me if it needs anything." She reached for her own spoon. It looked too scrumptious to pass up a taste.
 
   Everyone gathered in the kitchen standing in line to taste the meat sauce, and she could tell by their expressions the sauce tasted good. She let them taste it for minute then she scooted them out so she could finish. 
 
   She stacked all the layers of lasagna and covered it with foil and she let Joe pop the heavy pan in the oven. Then she made the salad and put it in the fridge. She made the garlic cheese bread for when the lasagna was done. In the meantime she made a gallon sweet tea. As she walked into the living room Mikes phone rang again and she just shook her head in disbelief.
 
   "Hello Sara, what do you have for me?" 
 
   "I have the manifest from the flight and I'm sending it as we speak. Michael you will owe me lunch after this case. At first the airline told me I would need a court order." 
 
   "So what did you tell them?" Everyone knew how feisty she was and they shouldn't challenge her to a duel.
 
   "I told them, fine. I'll get the court order, but if the victim dies I will testify you were uncooperative knowing a life was at stake." 
 
   All the men were covering their mouths laughing at how tough she was acting. "You go get them Sara Jane. You scared me. So did your tough act work or did you have to get a court order?" It was a cute game Sara and Mike played. She would call him Michael and he would call her Sara Jane. 
 
   The men couldn't hold it in any longer, and they burst out laughing. "You guys are so mean. To answer your question, my tough act worked. Mike?"
 
   "Yes?"
 
   "I've picked Outback Steak House for lunch."
 
   "You got it sweetheart. Buying you lunch is the least I can do."
 
   "Later."
 
   "Bye." He hung up and looked at Raymond at the computer. "Did you get the passenger list?"
 
   "Yes, it was delivered about two minutes ago, and that's what I'm looking at now." he paused. "…there are a lot of men's names."
 
   Mike motioned for Lana to come sit next to him. "Raymond, I want you do say out loud every name so she can hear the names in a man's voice. That might help her remember better."
 
   Raymond started saying the names on the list, and then she answered.
 
    
 
   Charles Schmidt                                          Nope
 
   Robert Jamison                                          Nope
 
   David Durham                                          No
 
   Paul Crocker                                          No
 
   Lawrence Wicker                                          No
 
   Peter Waters                                           Yes
 
    
 
   "That's it, his name is Peter, but I don't think he ever mentioned his last name. Are there any other Peter's on the list?" She was so excited she remembered.
 
   Raymond looked down the list. "Nope, there are no other Peter's and he sat in seat 4A. He sat right where Lana said he would be sitting."
 
   Mike grinned. "Gotcha, Raymond you know what to do."
 
   "Yes sir I do." He walked out to the SUV and pulled up all the information he could find on Peter Waters. 
 
   "Mike, I was wondering, why did Raymond go outside to use the computer?" Lana asked.
 
   "It's a special computer that looks up everything about a person including their picture, driver's license, passport, and commercial licenses. It's the same system cops have in their cars, except our computer is far more advanced. We have one in our office but we don't have one here."
 
   "Am I in that computer?"
 
   "Yes you are." Mike answered swallowing hard, dreading her next question.
 
   "Have you looked me up on that computer?"
 
   "Yes I have."
 
   "So why did you look me up, or should I ask?" She could have heard a pin drop. The men wanted to hear what Mike had to say. He obviously had no reason to look her up, or at least not until recently.
 
   "When all this started I looked you up to make sure someone didn't follow you here."
 
   She looked around and saw the men smiling. "Mike, you're teasing me? Did you look me up before that?"
 
   He leaned in and whispered. "I looked you up to make sure you were not married." He gave her a truthful answer. 
 
   "That's not fair because I have to take your word for it." He gave her a hug and a quick kiss on the lips, as if that would make her feel better. 
 
   It did.
 
   Within five minutes Raymond walked in and with a stack of papers. He handed them to Mike to look at first. When Mike finished, he handed them to Lana. He smiled that 'we got him' smile. "Come here baby and I want you tell me if this is Peter." 
 
   All the men grinned knowing this was what they call 'the moment'.
 
   She stared down at the picture, and she studied it for a few minutes. She met Mike's eyes with a look of disappointment. "Mike it's not him."
 
   "It's got to be, look again." He couldn't believe his ears.
 
   "Mike, it's not him. I'm telling you this is not the man I met at the airport, or the one I saw at the restaurant, or at the police department, or at the grocery store."
 
   Mike threw the papers in the air. "I can't believe this."
 
   Raymond took charge. "Okay everyone find this Peter Waters and see if he's okay, there might be another murder in all this. Let me know what you find."
 
   "Yes sir." Everyone started scurrying around and making phone calls and getting on the computers in their cars.
 
   Mike retreated to the bedroom.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The bedroom door was cracked open when Raymond tapped on the door. "Sir I hate to bother you, but I got hold of Peter Water's family. It's not good, they haven't heard from him in over a week and the police are started a manhunt for him. They have filed a missing persons report. I've got a call into the detectives so we can cross notes and I'm sending a deputy to interview his family and the police. Also I have notified all federal law enforcement agencies of a possible serial killer, and the BAU has sent a team. Shop Rite called back and they don't have a camera on the parking lot. Is there anything else you would like me to do?"
 
   "No, we're doing all we can. Thanks Raymond." Mike was deep in thought on his next move. He got aggravated because he kept eliminating suspects, but couldn't find the killer.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike called a meeting.
 
   Everyone was anxiously sitting in the living room anticipating their orders. "We are at the point where we have to decide where go from here. We've been working from here because it's more convenient for Lana. Do you think she's safe here or should we consider sending her to one of our safe houses?"
 
   Raymond spoke first. "I think she is safe here, we are eighty percent surrounded by water. We can see clearly through the woods because it's winter. The snow allows us to track any footsteps. There is only one road, and we're at the end of a cul-de-sac. Not only that if we move, he'll know we found his tracking devise."
 
   Mike said. "He knows in short order that we will find the devise hidden on her purse, and that goes without saying. If we move her, he will know for sure we found something. I agree with Raymond, stay here and that might buy us a couple of days."
 
   "Keep in mind he doesn't know Lana remembers him from the airport. That will give us another advantage. I say let's wait until the footage comes in from the airport. Let Lana look at it and maybe he'll pop up in the FBI data base," said Raymond.
 
   Mike thought a minute. "I agree. That's the quickest fix right now. The DNA won't be back for awhile and his picture might work much quicker. Joe, is the video on the way?"
 
   "They had already filed it away and they are in the process of moving from one storage building to another. Everything was in disarray. But they have several people looking, and I left Colby to stay to help find it."
 
   "So you finally got to pull rank," teased Raymond.
 
   Joe smiled. "No there was a 007 there."
 
   Everyone in the room laughed including Lana. It was funny now that she knew what the code meant. 
 
   Mike said. "Okay, we wait for the video and go from there. Also, we stay here for the time being."
 
   Everyone shook their heads in agreement.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The guys had just started reviewing the case when Raymond's phone rang. He covered the speaker and tapped the table to get everyone's attention. "Mike, it's Ken Summers from the BAU."
 
   "Thanks Raymond and go ahead and put him on speaker phone."
 
   "Ken I'm going to put you on speaker phone so the team can hear what you have to say," said Raymond.
 
   "Good afternoon deputies, this is agent Ken Summers, how can I help you?"
 
   Mike spoke first. "I'm assuming you are on your way here."
 
   "Yes we are, and I'm glad you called because the more information we get the quicker we can catch this guy. I do have another urgent stop to make, but we will be there when we're finished."
 
   "Tell me what you need from us so we can predict his next move," Mike asked. 
 
   Lana walked in quietly and Mike motioned for her to sit next to him on the couch. Many papers were spread out on the coffee table and all the men had pad and paper in their hands. Since she wasn't as prepared as them, she just sat there quietly.
 
   "Raymond told me that your victim has seen and talked with the suspect, is this correct?" Ken asked.
 
   "Yes, he has approached her twice, once at the airport and then again on the plane. He planted a tracking devise on her purse. And he followed us to the grocery store and I assume everywhere we've gone." 
 
   Ken took a deep breath then continued. "Here is my preliminary diagnosis. He's between the ages of thirty five to forty. Maybe he's been in some hospitals or prisons in the past ten years or at least treated for a mental illness. As you all know there are several different kinds of stalkers. I categorized this guy as intimacy-seeking stalker. He's delusional about Lana's feelings for him. The stalker is usually an isolated and shy person. He lives alone or with someone who is never home. He cannot have a relationship which includes sexual or emotional. The only way he can have sexual gratification is to masturbate to her picture or watch her from afar."
 
   Everyone's ears perked up because of the masturbating on the window. Ken didn't even know about that.
 
   All the men in the room could hear Ken shuffling papers. "He could have several mental disorders, but the most prominent is sociopath. If he can't have her, he will give up and kill her. Since he has no conscience, he would walk out the door and never look back. In his mind the killing is justified." 
 
   Mike asked. "Should we keep her here and let him come to her or should we take her to a safe house?"
 
   "If you move her he will go after her, eventually. So I would suggest you do something now, or she will be looking over her shoulder until he's caught or she's dead. My guess is he has probably been stalking her for a while and she didn't know it. His type of stalker is methodical about his hunt and he plans every move. My guess, he knew she would be at the airport and he planned every word said to her."
 
   Raymond asked him. "Why has he killed other people?"
 
   "They got in the way or they saw him, and I'm guessing the only reason Mike or any of you aren't dead is because your cops."
 
   It was obvious Mike was a little confused. "How would he know I was a cop? I haven't worn my gun until lately."
 
   "Mike you will have to trust me when I tell you, he knows everything about you. From the minute she made plans to vacation there, he researched everything about the beach house. Do you want to know the one glitch he wasn't expecting, and it's probably saved your life?"
 
   Mike leaned forward on the couch, listening. "What's the glitch?"
 
   "He didn't expect for you to hang around or the two of you to fall in love. Falling in love saved both of your lives. Stalker's who are as methodical as this guy doesn't like bumps in the road. Your love caused a bump. But I guarantee he's working on a plan as we speak."
 
   Mike and Lana looked at each other, and all Mike could say was. "Wow."
 
   Raymond took many notes, at least eight pages. He reviewed his notes and asked a question. "Ken, would he work with someone? We found two different blood types."
 
   "I'll have to think on that one because they usually work alone. Where were the specimens found?"
 
   "One specimen was on Ms. Border's mouth and the other was found under the bedroom window, where he masturbated."
 
   "I hate to get personal but what were Lana and Mike doing?"
 
   She looked around and not one agent glanced her way, or Mike's. Oh God, how Mike answer that question? She didn't want everyone to know their private moment. Softness in his eyes reassured her. 
 
   Mike answered. "We were being intimate." He couldn't have said it better. He never mentioned details.
 
   She leaned in to Mike and whispered. "Thank you."
 
   "I'll be honest I'm a little confused about the partner. This part does not fit the profile. Let me do some research and I'll get back to you on that. Most stalkers masturbate and they can't help themselves. Even if he sees or hears Lana and Mike he can't help himself because he visualizes it is him instead of Mike. Unless Lana's blood type is A+ I don't get it. I'm thinking he probably got some of her underwear and masturbated while holding the underwear, and listening." 
 
   Now she knew why Mike asked about her blood type.
 
   Joe was methodical himself by taking many pages of notes. He turned several pages and asked. "Why didn't he kill Mike with the knife while …" He paused for a minute while looking at his boss. He wanted to ask this delicately. "…they were intimate?"
 
   "Hi Joe, it's nice to hear from you again, the last time I talked with you was at the academy. Mike you got yourself a great cadet and Joe you got on a great team with Mike. I don't know if you all know this, but Mike has the most felony arrests in the U.S. Marshal history."
 
   All the agents looked at Mike because they didn't know their boss held that record. Joe responded. "No sir, we didn't know that and we're not surprised either."
 
   Ken paused to think. "To answer your question, he didn't attack Mike and Lana because the attack will happen on his terms. He might confront them both, but he will attack when he is ready. The knife in the steak was to let Mike know he was there, and this is what will happen to him. He was letting them know he knew what they were doing and he didn't like it. That might have been some sign that he lost control. He's very angry at Mike and maybe at Lana."
 
   Ken gave some advice to Lana. "Lana, if you are face to face with him, and I hope you're not. Ask him for his forgiveness and ask to go with him and that might buy some time and save yourself or an agents life." They could hear papers shuffling again. "I think that's all the information I have right now. Do any of you have any more questions?"
 
   Mike answered. "Not now, we hope to have the DNA results when you get here and maybe we'll have some more information for you. Thanks a lot Ken and we'll see you when you get here."
 
   "I look forward to it, be safe."
 
   Everyone looked at each other and then looked at Lana.
 
   How did this happen, she just didn't understand how this could happen to her. She glanced around the room and saw all the guys looking at her with pity. That pissed her off so much she stomped her foot with anger. "No more crying, and no more bull shit. Let's do what it takes to get this son-of-a-bitch. I want a gun or someone take to me to buy one. I am not going down without a fight. By the way, I grew up with guns and I'm not afraid to use one and I know how to use one. Does anyone have any questions? Good." She looked around the room and added. "I have one thing to say, as the bold passengers stated on the hijacked plane on September 11, let's rock-n-roll." 
 
   All the agent's mouths flew open in shock. 
 
   Now she's pissed. And she told them so. "By the way I know you all don't know me, but I'm half Indian and half Irish, and that's a lethal combination. Is there any cheese cake left, I'm hungry."
 
   Joe was the first to say anything. "I ate the last piece." 
 
   All the agents laughed and she even had to smile as she walked in the kitchen. She didn't think she had ever been that angry. There is a point in her life she had to take a stand. As a woman she had to defend herself and family. She wasn't going to cry or hide from this freak anymore. No more tears for him.
 
   Mike followed her into the kitchen and put his hand on her shoulders and said. "Remind me never to make you mad at me. I'll take you out to shoot and I will make sure you know how to use my Glock." 
 
   "Mike, I promise I know how to use a gun. The only thing I ask of you is can you send deputies to protect my children in case he goes after them. And that may not be a bad idea for you as well. Keep in mind he's methodical. And he hates you for taking me away from him, so he might try to get even."
 
   "I will do that."
 
   "Mike, there's one more thing. I will kill him. Killing him might be a legal and ethical issue for you. The only way you can stop me is kill me."
 
   "What?" His mouth dropped open. Never has he had anyone tell him they're planning a murder.
 
   "You heard me I have no ethical dilemma killing the son-of-a-bitch. You heard Ken, he's probably killed many, and we know he killed two people, maybe three. You may not be able to shoot him, but I can. The only way you can stop me is shoot me. If you have a problem with that maybe one of us should leave. Leave me a gun and maybe you all should leave and I'll wait for him." She didn't think she had ever been this mad. Nor could she believe she allowed herself to store up so much anger.
 
   "You're serious, aren't you?"
 
   "More than I've ever been in my entire life."
 
   Raymond walked in and told Mike. "The footage is in from the airport."
 
   Mike looked at her with a smile and said. "Are you ready to use that anger to find this guy at the airport?"
 
   She took Mike's arm and said. "I'm sorry for being so angry, but a girl can only take so much. I know I physically can't fight him, but I can sure shoot him."
 
   Mike hugged her and kissed her booboo on her forehead and said. "You can let off steam anytime you want. All of us guys let off steam all the time. At the office we have a punching bag to hit. But please don't hit me, not with your temper you might knock me out, with one hit." 
 
   She gave him a hug and said. "Set up the video and I'll make a pot of coffee and I will be there in a few minutes."
 
   Mike sat down on the bar stool so they would be eye level. "Are we good?"
 
   "Yes," she answered. When he walked out of the kitchen, she took a deep breath and took a moment for her hands to stop shaking.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Honey, I want you to sit where you have a good view."
 
   "Okay." She grabbed her mug of coffee and sat in the middle of the floor, it appeared to be the best view with no glare on the TV.
 
   Mike was so sweet he came over and sat down beside her. Then she notice Joe and Raymond sat on the floor with their pens and pads on the coffee table ready to take notes. 
 
   "You guys don't have to sit on the floor next to me."
 
   Joe sat right next to Lana and said. "I'm here for you to protect me. I bet you have a killer right hook."
 
   They all laughed.
 
   They watched for about an hour, and then she saw him. "There he is. See he's walking up to me and he sat next to me, there, did you see it he touched my purse? I don't remember him having on a hat. Wait a minute, I don't talk to him. Look he sits two chairs over from me. That's when he plants the tracking device. Keep watching he comes back and he has on different clothes."
 
   All the agents glanced at each other. They knew this was part of the profile, methodical. Sure enough it happened. He walked up in different clothes and no hat. He looked right at the camera. "Bingo, we gotcha," said Mike grinning. All the men were whooping and hollering again. She knew how they felt.
 
   "Joe, it's your turn up to bat. Work your Picasso and let's send his picture to all law enforcement. Also run it through the database. You know how to work your miracles."
 
   "Yes sir, with pleasure." 
 
   Mike put his arms around his sweetheart and said. "Babe, you did a great job. I will never doubt your memory." He leaned over and whispered. "James would be proud of you and so am I." 
 
   Mike stood up and helped her up and she put her arms around him. "Thanks."
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   3:46 p.m.
 
    
 
   Mike's phone rang. "Hey Sara, I'm hoping you're calling with good news." 
 
   "I have great news. I found a match to the female part of the sperm and I'm sending the information to you."
 
   "What? How did you get her DNA so fast?"
 
   "I didn't, I ran a special blood test and she is a carrier of hemophilia. There was a trace of blood in the sperm and that little bit gave me enough to run tests. So unless Lana is a carrier she is excluded. "
 
   "Sara you are a genius."
 
   "I have more good news, I'm running the sperm's blood type through our data base and so far we have about forty hits in the United States. The blood type is so rare I thought I would give it a try. But this will only work if he has a record with his blood type on file. I thought it was worth a try. I'm also running the blood type around Ms. Border's mouth and there are a lot more blood types to compare. So far there are over six hundred in the US. I'm going to try to narrow it down to one."
 
   "You amaze me. When you get the list will you send it to the BAU and to me?"
 
   "I sure will and I will let you know of any new updates."
 
   "Thanks Sara" 
 
   "It's my pleasure to help."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike walked over to the computer and watched Joe work his miracles. Joe downloaded the picture to the computer and he was playing around with it, trying to make it clear. When he finished he handed it to Mike for approval. 
 
   Mike nodded. "Joe you did a great job and go ahead and process it to all the agencies and run it through the FBI database." 
 
   Joe knew exactly what Mike meant. They work so harmoniously together they almost didn't have to speak. They did what needed to be done. When Joe finished processing everything he leaned back in his chair, happy with himself. 
 
   Mike looked at the picture and spun it around to Lana and asked. "Is this the man you saw at the airport, restaurant, and grocery store?"
 
   She looked intently, and answered with a grin. "Yes, this is the man I saw and you know he kind of looks like that Peter guy."
 
   "Yes he does, and we've sent all law enforcement the information on the real Peter Waters."
 
   "Why Peter Waters?" She knew it wasn't the real Peter Waters on the plane.
 
   "That way we have a better chance of catching him if he still using Peter's name. Remember Lana, he doesn't know we know the name he's using. He doesn't even know you remember him from the airport."
 
   Joe added. "Let's hope he gets stopped and he's using Peters ID."
 
   "In the meantime we are processes his airport photo through the FBI facial recognition database. That might give us another name, his real name," said Mike.
 
   "How long does it take to get a match?"
 
   Joe answered. "On the positive side it could be minutes, and sometimes we don't get a match at all."
 
   You could tell Mike was in a good mood, and she knew exactly how he felt. He messaged her shoulders and it felt so good and it definitely helped her relax. "You know Joe we're going to make an investigator out of Lana yet."
 
   "Yes sir," he said with a grin.
 
   Mike stopped messaging and she put his hands back. He started messaging again with a quick little kiss on the neck. "I can tell by the way you and Joe are looking at each other, you already processed the photos through the database, right?"
 
   Without missing a beat on messaging Mike said. "Yep."
 
   She motioned for Mike to follow her to the chair to continue the message, and he did. She could feel the stress leaving her body. But that feeling didn't last long, Mike's phone rang. That damn phone.
 
   Mike pushed some buttons and answered while still messaging one side of her neck. "Hey Sara, what do you have for me."
 
   She was breathless with excited. "Mike I have great news."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "I would say the luck of the Irish is on your side."
 
   "Why is that?"
 
   "Both the male blood types are uncommon."
 
   "Okay."
 
   "Well I ran the sperm blood type in the national database with a starting point on the east coast."
 
   "Okay."
 
   "I then narrowed the search to Massachusetts and got seven close matches. Then I searched Plymouth and got two. I then ran a mitochondrial DNA and his sperm matched eighty percent of the pointers. This type of testing is much quicker to get a match. After all this I got a match with a guy names Tony Mitter out of Hull, he has a record and I'm sending it to you."
 
   "Sara, I love you and send a copy to Quent, and of course the BAU."
 
   "I already have."
 
   Lana had never seen so much whooping and hollering in her life. It was like they won the Super bowl. All the men jumped up and Mike said. "Okay team we know our role so let's get ready."
 
   All the men ran outside and brought in tons of body armor. She didn't realize they were a SWAT team. They were geared up in a matter of five minutes. She sat there in shock. She did notice Mike and Joe didn't get out their SWAT uniforms. "Aren't you going?"
 
   "No, Joe and I will stay with you. Raymond can lead the team."
 
   "You don't waste any time, do you?"
 
   "Honey we can't, we have to move faster than the suspect."
 
   She looked at Joe and asked. "Do you think this is the guy is the one who killed the Border's?"
 
   "Let's hope so, and let's hope they find him." Deep down Joe had a concern about the blood around Ms. Border's mouth, but maybe this guy would have some answers. Telling anything to Lana would be Mike's job.
 
   Excitement overwhelmed her, and she knew how the guys felt. She couldn't sit still she was so excited. "Joe, are you disappointed you don't get to go?"
 
   "Maybe a little bit. It is pretty exciting when we break down doors and go in as a bad ass. It's especially nice when you get to handcuff the bad guy."
 
   "I can certainly understand that."
 
   Mike walked over by the fire and stood near Lana. 
 
   She couldn't help herself but to run over to him and give him a hug, cold and all. She cried tears of relief.
 
   Mike held her close. 
 
   Joe got up and walked outside partly to get information on Tony and partly to give them time alone. That's Joe always considerate of others. 
 
   Mike said. "Babe I love you so much." He raised her head so he could look in her eyes. "What happened to that bad ass that was here a little while ago?"
 
   "Shut up, I thought about telling you I love you and thank you for taking care of me, but now I'm not."
 
   He rolled his head back laughing at his cutie pie. "Baby I love to tease you."
 
   She just buried her head in his chest with contentment. And she certainly understood why they loved their job so much. 
 
   Joe walked back in with all the information about Tony Mitter. "He is a truck driver and he's thirty-eight years old. He's married with two children and he lives in Hull. He is six feet tall and had brown hair and hazel eyes. He has a receding hairline and he has six known tattoos. He has been arrested for several different crimes, but nothing major. His crimes are mostly drunk and disorderly, DWI, resisting arrest, and open container. It sounds like this guy has an alcohol problem."
 
   Mike walked over to the couch and picked up the papers on Tony. He looked at Joe and asked. "What do you think?"
 
   "I don't think he's the guy," he said that with confidence.
 
   "I don't either. But one fact we do know is his sperm was on the wall outside of my house. Another fact, Ms. Borders DNA was with that sperm. So the question is how did his sperm get with the dead Ms. Borders DNA?"
 
   Joe put a pencil in his mouth and though that would help him think. "Maybe he had a pair of her underwear and he jacked-off using her underwear."
 
   "There has to be another explanation," answered Mike.
 
   "Maybe he had sex with her before he killed her. Then he took his sperm out of her and put it on the wall," said Joe. Even though it was disgusting, it made sense.
 
   Mike added to that thought. "Okay let's say he did that. Why? What would be the point of taking the sperm out of her and putting it on the wall, my wall?"
 
   Joe pulled the pencil from his mouth and held it like a cigarette. "Maybe after he killed the Borders' he realized someone rented this house and he was afraid they saw him. So he put the knife in the steak and the sperm on the wall to distract from the crime."
 
   Mike had a thought. "Joe you said he was a truck driver?"
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "See if you can find his route and where he's been this past week."
 
   Joe knew where Mike was going with this and he jumped up and went to the computer. She could hear him pecking away finding out the information his boss requested. Joe worked away when he found some credit card charges used for his rig. He glanced their way and then back and forth to the computer. "Mike I found he was gone all last week and he got back into town with his rig late last night. It looks like he filled his truck with gas in Boston, or at least someone using his credit card. But I also show he got a speeding ticket in Ohio day before yesterday."
 
   "Do you show the state logs on his rig?"
 
   "Yes sir and he signed off on all the logs for the past week. He went cross country to California and every state between here and there."
 
   "So he wasn't here the night the sperm was put on the wall, or the stabbing of the steak?"
 
   "No sir, he wasn't."
 
   "That still doesn't answer the question of how his sperm got out of him and got on my wall."
 
   Lana intently listened when she came up with her own theory. "Is it possible Ms. Border's was having an affair with Tony? And maybe her husband found out and killed her and put the sperm on the wall. He would know no one would find the sperm so he put the knife in the steak. Then he went back home and killed himself. Then he thought all the evidence would point to Tony."
 
   Joe thought a minute and said. "Mike, that's a good theory."
 
   "Joe, call the medical examiner and ask how Mr. Borders' died and the time he died."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   Mike asked her. "Are you hungry?"
 
   "Maybe a little."
 
   They walked into the kitchen and they rummaged through the pantry and fridge. "You know it's almost supper, and I don't mind fixing us something to eat."
 
   "Nope, I think I'm going to send Joe to town to get some buckets of chicken."
 
   "I hate to admit this, but that does sound good. I can at least get to make the baked beans and coleslaw?"
 
   "That's a deal."
 
   Joe walked into the kitchen and he looked at his notes from his tablet. "Well Lana's theory is wrong. It sure was a great theory, but Mr. Borders was shot in the back of the head and whoever shot him used a silencer and he died about the same time as Ms. Borders."
 
   Mike looked at Joe and they both looked a little shocked. 
 
   She looked at both of them. "How do you know he used a silencer?"
 
   Mike answered. "Forensics, the crime lab usually knows when they get a clean bullet from a victim. They can tell by the marks on the bullet if a silencer was used. It's not common for a silencer to be used."
 
   "So that's why we didn't hear anything?"
 
   "That's right we would have definitely heard a gunshot."
 
   "Is it common for a stalker to use a silencer?"
 
   Mike promised not to lie for any reason, but he felt he should be particular about what he did say and how he said it. "Most of the time a stalker does not use a silencer, but sometimes they do."
 
   "Why do you think he used one this time."
 
   This question was an easy and truthful one to answer. "He didn't want you to hear the shots."
 
   "I'm glad I didn't hear any shots, I would have been scared and I would be dialing 911." 
 
   Mike and Joe laughed.
 
   "What's so funny," she asked.
 
   "It just seems funny you have a house full of cops at your disposal and all of us are packing, and you would call 911."
 
   "Remember the killing was last week and you guys were not here."
 
   Joe said. "Touché."
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   4:41 p.m.
 
    
 
   The Hull City police and Sergeant Quentin pulled up to Tony Mitter's home with warrant in hand. One concern the police feared was the presence of children. The policy of the police was to send undercover cops to feel out the situation. In this case the two cops were Aaron Wakefield and Calvin Drake, both familiar with the area and Tony Mitter's record. Before they walked up to the house, they splashed whiskey on their face to play their role. They climbed the twenty or so steps to the porch and knocked loudly. The U.S. Marshal's SWAT team waited one house over on Angier Street. 
 
   Raymond anxiously waited on code word Cooper to move in on the house. 
 
   Tony's wife, Judy opened the door and asked. "May I help you?" Wakefield and Jones looked past her to see if any children were in sight. There didn't appear to be any.
 
   "Hi I'm Zack and this is Arti, I live a few houses down and we wondered if your husband might be home?" They staggered around and made sure they breathed on her.
 
   "Yes, but he's asleep. What do you need to talk to him about, is it about a woman?" She knew it was some thugs that wanted their money he owed them. Her demeanor changed to rudeness because she didn't have time for this hogwash.
 
   "We were interested finding out who your husband works for because we are interested in driving a rig. When would be a good time to come back?"
 
   "Two hours?" She knew they weren't interested in driving a big rig. She had enough. She refused to deal with her husband's mistresses and thugs. They could come back and they could deal with her husband directly. She slammed the door in their faces.
 
   "Sounds great, we'll come back." Once the door was shut, Wakefield whispered in his microphone. "Cooper."
 
   The SWAT team was in their home within twenty seconds. They found Tony sleeping. They handcuffed him and drug him to the police car. The whole fifty feet to the car he screamed at his wife for letting the police break down the door.
 
   She screamed back asking him what he did wrong. Whose husband had he pissed off, and did he owe money to anyone. Once the cold took hold of her, she went in and slammed the door behind her. Her husband disgusted her, and she wanted nothing else to do with him. The cops could have him. 
 
   Raymond walked up to the police car and opened the back door. He had one of the guys bring over a blanket since Tony only had on boxers. "Mr. Mitter, just to satisfy my curiosity, can you tell me where you've been this past week?"
 
   He was angry they woke him up from his drunken stupor. "I've been on the road, and if you don't believe me call my boss, you cop wantabe." He couldn't believe he was in this situation. Thinking back for the last few months he couldn't think of anything illegal he did. 
 
   "This cop wantabe wants to know how you know Donna Borders."
 
   "I've never heard of her."
 
   "Maybe I need to ask your wife if she's ever heard of her."
 
   Tony didn't want his wife involved. They already have trouble over other women. "I think I've done some work for her and her husband a long time ago," he finally admitted. He spit on the ground trying to look tough, and in the process he knocked off his warm blanket. "Hey asshole, cover me up, it can't be over twenty degrees out here."
 
   "Fine, if you don't want to be honest I'll ask your wife." Raymond shuts the door to the squad car and starts up the dirt path to Tony's house.
 
   He heard Tony screaming from the car. "I'll tell you what you want to know, my wife doesn't need to be involved."
 
   Raymond turned around and walked back and opened the door. "I am losing my patience with you and this is your last chance."
 
   "Donna and I are close friends."
 
   "How close of friends are you?"
 
   "Real close."
 
   "Keep going."
 
   "We've been screwing for almost a year. There, are you happy, are you getting your jollies?"
 
   "When was the last time you screwed her?"
 
   "I don't know what she's told you, but I never promised I would leave my wife and she never said she would leave her husband. Our only relationship is screwing, I swear."
 
   "I'm only going to ask this one more time. When was the last time you screwed her?"
 
   Tony was thinking back in time and started counting using his fingers. That immediately told Raymond it was more than a few days. "I think seven or eight days ago. Why do you care? Do you want to screw her too?"
 
   "We found your sperm in her, and I'm just wondering how it got there."
 
   "I don't know what she told you but it was consensual, she wanted me as much as I wanted her."
 
   "Yea that's what every rapist says, its' consensual."
 
   Raymond shut the door and told the officer. "Take him in and hold him. I'll let you know if there will be any charges. I didn't see any, but also check to see if he has any bite marks under his boxers."
 
   "You got it. Let me know if we need to book him."
 
   "I will."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   "Mike, I need to get my bright coat on and head over to the Borders before it gets too dark," said Joe as he opened the closet door to grab his coat. 
 
   "I agree. Head over there and call me when you get there. Lana and I will stay in the house and we'll compare you to the killer."
 
   "That's affirmative." Joe headed out in the SUV and drove over to the Borders. 
 
   Mike took advantage of his time alone with Lana. He took her hand and led her to the kitchen. He pulled out a bar stool for her to sit next to him. Not one word out of Mike's mouth the entire time. He walked behind her and pulled her hair away from her neck and gave her a sweet kiss at the nape of her neck. That kiss gave her goose bumps all the way down to her toes. He whispered in her ear, while playing with her blouse. "Baby, you are so smart, adorable, lovable, and you have a nice chest," he commented while peaking down her blouse.
 
   "Wait a minute big boy. I can't believe you have time to think about my chest, especially with all that has happened. Joe will be calling any minute."
 
   "How can I not, you have a large chest. Any normal red blooded American male will notice that. And the nice thing about it is the girls are all mine."
 
   "Mike you have a large chest," she answered enjoying every touch.
 
   "Yea, but mine is from working out, yours comes naturally," Mike said as he peaked down her blouse.
 
   "Honey, you are a mess and I promise you, when we get through this you can play with my chest all you want."
 
   "That is a promise I will make you keep," he said as he kissed her neck some more. "I can't help myself, we just don't get any alone time and I want to take advantage of that every chance we get. Baby I've been wanting you all day."
 
   She let him kiss her anywhere he wanted, and she let him touch her anywhere he wanted. "I know what you mean, I want to touch you every chance I can too." 
 
   She could do this all day. Mike touching her was almost more than she could bear. Every touch sent electricity through her body. When he sat on the barstool next to her, she sat in his lap. That made them eye level, and what a beautiful eye level it was. "Mike, when this is all over can we go someplace just the two of us with no phones or interruptions? Maybe work on a bucket list."
 
   "Honey, I have already thought of that. I thought about Hawaii, what do you think?"
 
   "Anyplace would be paradise with you, and Hawaii sounds great," she answered with a sweet kiss. 
 
   Their moment was interrupted by Joe. He called Mike from his walkie talkie. "I'm in place. Are you both in place?"
 
   "Yes we are and we see you as we speak, walk from the front to the back and walk all the way around the back."
 
   Joe did as he was told. 
 
   Lana watched intently. "Joe is way too tall the guy was almost a foot shorter and the guy is a lot smaller than Joe."
 
   "Joe, go the same route and go down about ten inches."
 
   "Will do boss."
 
   "That is perfect," said Lana. Joe walking around did help her remember, maybe more than she wanted to remember.
 
   Mike got back on the walkie talkie and told Joe. "Go to the spot."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   She looked at Mike with confusion. "What spot?"
 
   "Just look."
 
   She looked toward the Borders and there was that white gaze staring at her. She again jumped back. "That's the look I saw when he looked over here. How did you know?"
 
   "We found where he stood." He got back on his walkie talkie and he called Joe. "Okay Joe we are finished, but before you come back please go to KFC and get five buckets of chicken? Lana plans on cooking baked bean and coleslaw."
 
   "Absolutely, I'll be back in about thirty minutes."
 
   She grabbed Mike's hand and asked. "How long do we have?"
 
   He answered with a grin. "Maybe thirty minutes."
 
   They were completely undressed by the time they got to the bedroom. Nothing was wrong with passionate quickie.
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   6:30 p.m.
 
    
 
   She quickly dressed after a quick bath. Then she put her hair up with a clasp when her cell phone rang. It was charging on the dresser and it startled her when it rang. She glanced down and saw Sharon's name on the phone. What a nice surprise. "Hi Sharon, how's my favorite cousin?" 
 
   "Hey baby girl, I miss you and I happen to be wondering when you will be heading back?"
 
   "Well, I might not be coming home any time soon. I planned on calling you when I made a decision." She couldn't help but to sound excited.
 
   There was a pause for a minute. "So tell me the scoop." 
 
   She couldn't contain her enthusiasm. "I have met someone." She could visualize Sharon dusting as she talked on the phone. She always did that. She did love to talk on the phone and that is why her house was always so clean, she cleaned while she chatted. 
 
   "Are you kidding, who is he, and how did you meet him. I am so excited for you. You know James would give him the third degree."
 
   "I know, but I am so serious about this guy I'm thinking about moving here. Sharon, I have never cared for anyone like I care for him. He's the owner of the house I'm renting. I can't wait for you to meet him," Lana sighed.
 
   "Lana I'm so glad you have met someone. I know the last several weeks have been difficult for you, for all of us. You have that tone in your voice, and it has changed completely from a few weeks ago." She didn't want to change the subject, but reading the will was imperative. "I called to check on you and ask you when you're coming back."
 
   "If it were up to Mike, I would never come back. Any particular reason you might need me to come sooner?" She didn't want to tell her about all her problems there, she knew she had enough on her plate without Lana adding to it. 
 
   "Well it's just we got the will out of the safety deposit box, and the attorney wanted to read it but I wanted to wait until you got here," she answered a little nervous.
 
   "Sharon I don't want a thing of James. So I don't know why I need to be there. I will sign everything over to you. You were the one married to James, and I know he loved me and wanted to leave me something, but I could care less," she answered truthfully. She didn't care what he had, nor did she want anything.
 
   Both of them were very quiet. "Are you serious? I don't know what James would think about that."
 
   "He'd tell me to do with it what I want. I want to give it to you. Sharon you have two choices, keep the money or we can put it in trust for kids or grandkids. That is what James would say." She just now remembered how James called her squirt and so does Mike. No wonder she loved the sound of Mike calling her that.
 
   Sharon got quiet for a few seconds before speaking. "How about we put half in trust and the other half I put toward paying off the house?" 
 
   Lana could tell she seemed nervous. She guessed she felt bad asking her about this, and she didn't know why, because she was sure the stock didn't add up to much money. But hey, if it helped pay off the house, that's less worry for Sharon. "That sounds great to me, and if you need for me to sign the papers you can overnight them to me and I'll get them signed and overnight them back. How does that sound?"
 
   "Oh Lana that sounds great and you don't know how much this will help. James sick leave at work was only thirty days and after that I only have what's in checking. This little will tide me over until I can see what cash I have and will need."
 
   "What about his life insurance?"
 
   "Baby girl, he let that lapse. I didn't know he did, but when he turned fifty the premiums got so expensive he didn't pay them. So right now all I have is what is in checking and savings. And you know my brother Adam was so sick, James put all our money towards paying the hospital and helping his family. We were slowly building back up, but just haven't quite made it."
 
   "Well, you get those papers sent to me and I'll make sure they get sent back. I'm sorry I didn't know you all were out so much for your brother's illness."
 
   "Lana, God bless you, and where do I send the papers?"
 
   "I don't know the address, but I'll get it and email it to you."
 
   "That sounds great. Baby girl, you take care and I'll see you and Mike soon," she said with a little giggle. 
 
   "Bye, and don't worry Sharon, everything will be okay. I'll make sure of that."
 
   "Thanks, love you, and call when you can."
 
   "I will, and I love you too. Kiss the kids for me." Lana hung up the phone and ran to the kitchen. She was late getting dinner started.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She washed her hands and started mixing the beans. Mike already pulled items out of the pantry and the fridge. "I started on the beans by opening the cans. I hope these are the right beans." 
 
   She glanced over and said. "You did good babe, I use pork-n-beans for the baked beans. How many cans did you open?"
 
   Mike counted the open cans. "Five open and five unopened."
 
   "How many will be here?"
 
   "Um, I think there will be about seven."
 
   "The five cans should be enough." She leaned over and grabbed the onions and chopped away. She added the brown sugar, BBQ sauce, onions, and bell pepper then popped dish in the oven. Quickly she made her sauce for the coleslaw. It was her grandmother's recipe and it was simple, but delicious. She used this same recipe in her carrot and raisin salad. She would mix the sauce and cabbage the last minute. Finally she got to pour herself a glass of tea and joined Mike in the living room. 
 
   Mike got off the phone with Raymond. "Raymond will be here in a few minutes and he has talked to Tony."
 
   Joe and Lana looked at Mike wanting him to finish.
 
   Joe broke the silence."So what did he say?"
 
   "Tony admitted having an affair with Ms. Border's and he has no clue about anything else. He also admitted he had sex with her before he left on his trip."
 
   Joe was excited and wanted to know the scoop. But he wanted to hear it from Raymond. 
 
   She walked over to the fireplace and poked at the wood hoping to get a strong flame going. She watched as the little flickers tried to reach the highest log. The stone fireplace was beautiful with a mantle she could tell Mike made. It was carved with the initials of his family. The carving of Kyle was sloppy so she could only imagine his little boy helping his daddy carve this beauty. Mike could never get rid of this place because it had too many wonderful memories. 
 
   Out of nowhere Mike walked over and stood next to her and whispered softly in her ear. "A penny for your thoughts." 
 
   She leaned in to his chest and enjoyed the moment before responding. "You don't have to pay anything for my thoughts. I happen to be thinking about how wonderful you and your team are. Just a few short days this case was of disarray. Now all the puzzle pieces start to fit together. I am in awe of you guys." She didn't want to tell him what was truly on her mind. If she told Mike she noticed the carving, she would feel like she's invading his family's privacy. 
 
   "Honey I told you this is what we do, and many times it is a bunch of jigsaw puzzle pieces. And all we do is find the right pieces and then put it all together. Sometimes the pieces don't fit, and sometimes there are many pieces. But we eventually figure it all out piece by piece. I wouldn't change my job for anything."
 
   "One other thing I noticed about your team."
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "Sara, oh my, she is wonderful and so insightful."
 
   "She is incredible. She sounds young on the phone, but she's about forty." Mike turned to Joe. "Hey Joe, how old do you think Sara is?"
 
   "I would say about forty."
 
   "Parrot." Mike just looked at Joe and raised his left eyebrow, then continued. "She has premature gray hair, and now she is completely gray. She is about your height, short. I think she has a Master's degree and she's married with one child and I think her child just started college. Her husband is a mechanic at one of the airlines in Boston. We all love her immensely, and we couldn't do our job as well without her."
 
   The heater kicked on and the return air vent was near the living room and it pulled all the air throughout the house. The wonderful smell of baked beans lingered. "I've got to check the beans." Immediately Joe and Mike followed her in the kitchen. "Do you guys want to taste the beans?"
 
   They both nodded their heads.
 
   Mike lifted the heavy beans out of the oven and they smelled so good, so she got a spoon for both of them and let them taste. "Oh baby, these are the best beans I have ever had."
 
   Joe agreed. "Me too."
 
   About that time Raymond and the gang pulled up and the two men in the kitchen found other things to preoccupy their minds, the story about Tony.
 
   The guys bantered back and forth about busting down the door. There were at least three different conversations going on at one time. One of the deputies talked about how they were vultures waiting on their prey. They told the story of crouching in the bushes waiting for their cue Cooper. 
 
   Cooper, who in the hell uses the word Cooper as the raid word. She kind of liked the word shazam or pickle juice. But Cooper, that boggled her mind. Later she would ask Mike about how they choose their raid words.
 
   As Raymond told the story, Joe listened with delight. His eyes sparkled as he took in every word. She could tell he wanted to be a cop since he was a child. He lived and breathed this business. 
 
   Raymond told the story of Tony in the back of the cop car. "He called me a cop wannabe."
 
   Joe laughed. "Did he know who you were?"
 
   "I told him, but he was so mad and half drunk and half asleep I don't think it registered in his half state of mind." 
 
   Mike took many notes during all this discussion. He downloaded the driving schedule of Tony and compared it to the forensics. Everything such as receipts, dates, and timelines were entered on their make shift boards. "Guys we need to look over the timeline for Tony, and tell me your thoughts." 
 
   Raymond began. "We know he had sex with Ms. Borders at least seven days ago."
 
   Mike corrected the time. "It was eight days, because he left out at four in the morning. The ME's preliminary findings say they were dead between six or seven days. So it is a possibility Tony killed them, slim, but still a possibility."
 
   "We know he didn't put the steak on the counter because he was out of town. And we know he didn't kill John Johnson because John was seen after Tony left. The only connection with this case is the sperm and he admitted he had sex with Ms. Border's," said Joe pinning some time lines on the board.
 
   "I'm going to put Tony at the ten percent chance that he had anything to do with the killings."
 
   Both Joe and Raymond agreed.
 
   Joe asked. "What about the three clowns in jail?"
 
   "I think they are opportunists and that's all. I know you all don't know this, but Quent gave them a lie detector and all three of them passed." I'm going to put them in the ten percent category as well."
 
   Raymond asked. "Who does that leave?"
 
   Mike pulled a picture from his pile of papers and it was the man at the airport. "Somehow all this is ties into this guy. This picture is being searched through the FBI database, and in the meantime, we have a hair and blood from the Border's house and we think his blood type is B-. We have had less and we've caught the guy. We've put this picture with every police department and every federal agency. I want this guy caught."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She interrupted the guys when she thought they could use a break. "Dinner is ready." Everyone headed to the kitchen and grabbed plates and filled them with chicken, beans and slaw. She even surprised them with a three layer chocolate cake. While they were in the kitchen she walked in the living room and joined Mike as he was organizing all the papers.
 
   "You better fix yourself a plate or the guys will eat it all," said Lana.
 
   "That's okay if they do, they've earned it."
 
   "True. Mike, are you okay?"
 
   "No not really."
 
   "What's wrong?"
 
   "I can see the picture of this man who talked to you on the plane and came into my neck of the woods and killed three people. Furthermore, I have to wait days before I can get DNA. Then I might have to be disappointed if he doesn't have any DNA on record."
 
   "Babe, he will make a mistake, they always do, right? I also know one of the reasons you are upset is because it involves me."
 
   "Absolutely that's true." Mike finished organizing all his papers in an order so he could easily get to them. "How about we get something to eat?"
 
   "Sounds good to me," she said. 
 
   He took her hand as they walked in the kitchen and Mike grabbed plates for both of them. They scanned the leftovers and it was sparse; six pieces of chicken, two cups of beans and no coleslaw. Lana quickly grabbed some dressing out of the fridge and whipped a little more coleslaw. 
 
   "You know Lana, you keep cooking like this and these guys will never catch this guy."
 
   As they fed their faces, they shook their heads and mumbled that they would catch him. 
 
   She honestly felt like a little kid amongst these strong pistol packing tall men. "Good grief guys, I thought they made them big in Texas, but you all take the cake. What did your mom feed you guys?"
 
   They just laughed and kept on eating. They grabbed all their goodies and went into the living room. Mike looked in the bucket of chicken and whispered. "I bet you're a breast woman?"
 
   She smiled at him and whispered back. "No you are. Or at least you were earlier."
 
   "What would give you that idea?"
 
   "I wouldn't know."
 
   "Can we talk since we are all alone?" Lana asked looking around to make sure no one could hear. The guys were great, but she needed their conversation to be private.
 
   "Sure baby." Mike was all ears, but answered without missing out on one bite of the baked beans.
 
   "Why do you think this guy is after me? I know after seeing that video he probably is or why else would he be at the airport and go through all the trouble." She played with her food.
 
   "I don't know why honey. As soon as we figure out who he is, we will be able to determine more."
 
   "I think I understand about the stalker and how he had his eye on me before the airport. I don't understand why he'd go through this much trouble when I live alone. He could just wait until I got home."
 
   "We can't imagine what goes through their crazy minds. For him it might be the chase, for another stalker could watch for months or years and never bother the person they stalk. Some stalkers it escalates and some stalkers just go away and some shoot presidents."
 
   "Are there any other alternatives besides stalking?"
 
   "We know it's not an old boyfriend because you might know. We check spouses to see if he possibly hired a hit man. We also check close family members to see anything abnormal in their lives."
 
   She was shocked by that statement. "Like what?"
 
   "This would not pertain to you, but it might be someone involved with drug dealing, or someone on drugs. I will assure you that while we sit here and I look at you and adore you, we continue to investigate. We have people in the office who are running checks on people close to you."
 
   "Are you serious?"
 
   "Don't get upset, we have saved many lives by doing this. Most people don't even know we are checking them out and you would have never known about me checking on you if I wouldn't have told you."
 
   "I don't believe anyone I know and especially love could have anything to do with someone trying to kill me."
 
   "I agree, but look at the bright side, they will be eliminated. They won't even know we looked at them."
 
   "Promise?"
 
   Mike pushed his plate to the side and put his elbow on the table and looked her in the eyes. "Promise, I told you I would tell you everything and I am. I told you I would protect you and I am. I told you I would never leave you and I haven't." He took a deep breath and finished. "And I told you I love you very much and I do forever."
 
   "I love you to infinite."
 
   About that time the men came into the kitchen one by one and brought their plates in and cleaned the kitchen. She was so impressed with them. Literally within five minutes the kitchen was spotless.
 
   All the men but Mike ate some cake and excused themselves to go home. Joe told Mike he needed to get some shut eye in the guest bedroom.
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   Day 9
 
   4:30 a.m.
 
    
 
   The loud snoring woke Lana. Years of growing up Lana listening to her dad snore and it reminded her of a train. The family picked travel destinations and imagine their dad snoring took them to exotic places. She giggled remembering how they were tricked into learning the world map. Maybe it was her mom's way of teaching her girls the different countries. Today she picked Italy as their travel destination. If Mike's snoring was a train they would be in Rome by now. Going to Rome with him would be a dream come true. Maybe they could go there for a honeymoon. She felt sorry for Kathy, if he slept that hard when the babies were little, she was the only one who heard them cry.
 
   Even with a little nudging his snoring wasn't going to stop. No one seemed to be stirring in the house. Lana thought about making a pot of coffee and enjoying the quiet.
 
   The house was dark and quiet so she crept around the kitchen, trying not to wake anyone. While waiting for the coffee to brew she rummaged through the fridge to see what she could munch on when Joe walked in from his bedroom. "Hey Joe, I made coffee, and I'm starving. I'm trying to find something to munch on, would you like to join me?" He was dressed nice, to her surprise. All the while she thought he was sleeping, he must have been showering. Jiminy crickets, these guys are early birds. She wondered if they ever slept.
 
   "I thought about running to the donut shop and buying some pastries. Everyone will be here shortly and when they get here they'll eat everything in sight. If I get some now we can enjoy them. Any particular kind you want?"
 
   "You are right about that. Anything sounds good, what does everyone else want?"
 
   "They're guys, they'll eat anything." 
 
   She laughed and nodded knowing exactly what he meant. Instead of grabbing his coat and leaving, Lana noticed him shuffling his feet and lingering. "I can tell something is on your mind. Do you want to talk about it?"
 
   "I have something to ask you on a more personal note," he said while his face turned red.
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "It's about a girl I'm dating."
 
   "What about her?"
 
   "This is something I want to ask you and get your opinion from a woman's perspective."
 
   "I'm all ears." She wanted to give Joe her undivided interest so she raised her finger to say hold on a minute. She poured them a cup of coffee and they both sat down on barstools.
 
   He stood in the kitchen and squirmed trying to decide to ask her or not. He trusted Lana would tell him the truth, and that's what he needed. "I met this girl a few months ago and I was attracted to her from the minute we met."
 
   "Where did you meet her?"
 
   "A party, a friend from college was having a fourth of July BBQ and she was there. I noticed her right away."
 
   "Do you think she noticed you right away?" Being raised with sisters and having many male cousins. She knew those first glances were important. Then her heart fluttered as she remembered her first time seeing Mike. She was definitely right about that first glance.
 
   "I don't think so, it was about an hour into the party and I kept looking at her and I never noticed her looking at me. I did notice her friends glance my way and they whispered to her. They probably told her I had been watching her. So she knew I had an interest in her."
 
   "How did you meet her?"
 
   "I asked my friend to introduce us. We seemed to hit it off and I asked her for her number and she put her number in my cell phone. I called her and we went out a few times and then we started to date. But lately she hasn't been returning my calls or it will be a few days later. And it seems she makes excuses not to go out with me."
 
   "Have you discussed this with her?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "And what did she say?"
 
   "She told me she was really busy and she wanted to continue to date me and I needed to give her some space."
 
   "What do you feel in your heart?"
 
   "I don't think she wants to date me."
 
   "So why do you keep calling her?"
 
   "Because when I'm with her I feel so alive and happy. It's like you and Mike, when you two look at each other you can see so much love and happiness? I want what you have."
 
   "Between Mike and me do you see the love and happiness as mutual?"
 
   "Yes, there's no doubt in my mind. When Mike first mentioned you and I could tell he was smitten. In all honesty, I was worried. He never fell for anyone before, I've been with the team five years and you are the only one he ever showed an interest. I was afraid you didn't feel the same. But when I saw the two of you together and there is so much care and love, I didn't worry about it again."
 
   "So what are you asking me?" She could see he cared for this girl and it's so hard to deal with that first love especially if it's one sided.
 
   "She told me she wanted to continue to see me, but her actions speak opposite, at least in my mind. From a woman's perspective what do you recommend I do?"
 
   "Joe I think you have already answered that yourself. Since you want my opinion, I think you should move on and find another girl, one who appreciates you. If Mike calls me, I answer right away, or return the call immediately. He wouldn't have to wait two or three days. Are you willing to live like this for a lifetime? She's not going to change."
 
   "I know," he muttered almost whispering. He was whipped.
 
   "I will give you some advice from my life's experience, and you can take this to the bank. A one sided relationship will not work. Only one party would be working on the relationship. If she cared for you like you care for her, she would be like you. She would feel alive and happy when she sees you, sees your number pop up on her phone, when she hears your voice, when the day ends and she knows she will get to see you. That's how a relationship should be, to both people. One other thing I want to promise to you, and I mean this from the bottom of my heart. No matter how much it hurts you now, you will meet someone that has the mutual feeling. It may be five years, five days or five months, but it will happen. If you never talk to this girl again, it may hurt now, but later you will be glad."
 
   "You're right." 
 
   She could tell that might not have been the answer he had hoped for, but she wanted to be honest. "Who's to say if you give her space, she might give you a call later when she realizes what a great guy you are. I hope by then you meet miss right." She wanted him to have a little hope even though she knew in her heart she wasn't the right girl for Joe.
 
   "Me too, I guess I just had to hear from someone I trusted to be honest."
 
   "I bet if you told the men about this they would tell you to just get in her britches and move on to the next girl."
 
   He laughed so hard while rolling his head back. "You are right. That's exactly what they said."
 
   "Joe, it is okay to give yourself some space to reflect. I think if you spend time away from her, you will look at everything differently. Now back to the problem at hand. I think chocolate covered donuts for the guys and I want cream cheese." Seeing his face so sad reminded her of a beaten puppy. 
 
   "Mike likes cream cheese too," Joe said.
 
   "See another thing we have in common."
 
   Joe teased her. "Height is not one thing you have in common."
 
   "Hey now," she barked at him. 
 
   Out the door he went, laughing.
 
   Joe was a sweet kid, and she was right about her initial judgment of him. He was kind hearted without hesitation to show it. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike crossed his arms and appeared to be deep in thought while scanning their suspect board. "Joe."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "Let's think about removing the three guys in jail and Tony from the board. Before we take them off have Sara cross check these guys one more time. Also run a check on family and friends to see if any piece of paper connects them to Lana."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "I don't think they will find anything, but I would rather be safe than sorry. One more person I want Sara to check, Peter Waters. I want everyone and every account checked on him too. Maybe he knew who stole his identity."
 
   "You got it."
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   9:14 a.m.
 
    
 
   Mike's phone rang and he immediately pushed the green button. "Hi Sara what do you have for me?"
 
   "I have tons of stuff. Mike and you are working me to death."
 
   "Hopefully your hard work paid off," he answered while digging out his pen and pad to take notes.
 
   "As far as Tony, I cross reference everything I could find including every man, woman and pets. I found nothing out of the ordinary. I looked to see if any family or friends used credit cards or cell phone any place but here. They haven't. I checked the other guys and looked where they were supposed to be, and they are clear too. All cell phone records confirm their whereabouts. As a matter of fact, all this information helped them more than hurt them. I hope this helps."
 
   "What about Peter Waters?"
 
   "That's a little harder. He was a salesman so he used his phone a lot and it will take awhile. Most of his calls were to strangers, but I'll let you know as soon as we've checked out every caller."
 
   "Thanks Sara as usual you are the best."
 
   "I know."
 
   "Do you have any news on the DNA?"
 
   "Nope," she replied almost mad at them. They knew that information wouldn't be in for a couple more days.
 
   "Then I take back the compliment you are the best." The guys laughed.
 
   "I hear you guys," she teased.
 
   "Keep me informed," Mike said.
 
   "I sure will." 
 
   Mike looked at Joe and Raymond. "What do you think?" 
 
   Raymond spoke first. "I don't think these guys committed murder. The only crime they committed was being stupid."
 
   Joe shook his head in agreement.
 
   "I think we need to put them in the not guilty file."
 
   Everyone agreed.
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   4:14 p.m.
 
    
 
   Lana could tell he was getting anxious to solve this case. He would stand and stare at their board for thirty minutes at a time. Sometimes he stood back and looked. Sometimes he got up close and looked at it. Right now he sat in the chair leaning back staring at it with his arms crossed. His yes fixated on the board and she could see his mind cranking. Lana walked over to the chair and started to message his shoulders.
 
   "Hey baby was that your sister-in-law on the phone yesterday?" Mike asked without taking his eyes off the board.
 
   "Yes, she wanted me to meet with the family about James' will. Why do you ask?"
 
   "So what did you tell her?" 
 
   She could tell he was a little nervous but she didn't know why. "I told her I didn't want anything of James', and I would sign papers to give everything to her. Then I told her to overnight the papers to me. I need an address to email her. I forgot to ask you about that yesterday."
 
   "How about we mail the papers to the Boston office and I'll make sure it gets to you. I'll write down the address and leave it by the computer for you."
 
   "That sounds great." She understood why she couldn't receive papers at the beach house. Mike didn't want anyone at this end of the road. Later she would email her the address. "Mike, how did you know I talked with Sharon yesterday?"
 
   "ESP, I'm just kidding. I opened the bedroom door and I heard you say Sharon. I didn't want to interrupt your conversation, so I just shut the door quietly. I know you don't get to talk to your family much considering our hectic week."
 
   "Honey, you could have interrupted. You wanted to know about how many cans of beans to open, didn't you?"
 
   He smiled and answered. "Now how did you know?"
 
   "ESP, I know because I would have done the exact same thing. That's another thing we have in common, ESP," she giggled.
 
   He couldn't help smiling at her. He leaned his head back to give her a quick kiss, and she obliged. "Honey you are so funny," he said.
 
   "What are you doing? When I walked up you were intensely looking at the board." 
 
   "I'm trying to put everything together for Ken so we can figure out the next step or at least what's going on in the killers mind." The board was covered with people's pictures, names and dates. 
 
   "Well I'll leave you alone and watch some TV."
 
   "Baby, you don't have to leave me alone." He pulled up a chair next to him for her to have a seat. "You sit right there so I can sneak a kiss now and then." He didn't want her to be across the room watching TV. He wanted to be able to reach over and feel her warmth and see her smile. Mike had never felt love like this before, and he like it. Everything about their love was perfect. They had so much common ground. Neither smoked, both were educated, both had a sons and a daughter, and they both owned a Dodge truck. But most importantly they shared values, beliefs, spirituality, and love. Lana's love went a step further, she loved everyone. Maybe that's because she taught school or maybe it was because of her upbringing. Either way, he loved that part of her. He also noted they were opposite in some ways. She was outgoing and liked to meet new people, he didn't. She took everyone and everything at face value, he didn't trust enough for that. She's extremely sensitive, and he's not except with Lana and his children. For the first time in his professional career he thought about retiring. The past several years since his wife's death he poured his life into his job. He didn't want to do that anymore. His life now belonged to Lana.
 
   "Okay, I'll help if you want me to, but I'm not sure if I can help much." She sat down and her legs were short enough to crisscross on the chair. 
 
   Mike thought she was adorable. "I will certainly ask when I need some help you will be the first one on the list. I just have to think about all that is happening and trying to get a jump on him."
 
   "I agree." She sat there and watched Mike work, and he was diligent, organized, and efficient. 
 
   After a few minutes he said to Raymond. "Would you mind going to the store and picking up the biggest cork board you can find and get some pins? When Ken gets here it will make it easier for us to back up and look at the situation. This board is full."
 
   "I'm on my way and I'll be back in twenty minutes." 
 
   She watched Mike work when she heard a car come down the road. She could tell vehicle was one of the guys. It was Joe with an armload of food. She ran out to help him. 
 
   Within just a few seconds Mike stood at her side. "Lana if you go out let me know. I would like to come out with you," he said as he reached for dinner bags. 
 
   "I'm sorry I didn't know I had to ask permission before coming out to help."
 
   "We are all trained to look for suspicious behavior and you're not. We just want to keep you safe, isn't that right Joe?"
 
   "Absolutely, who else can make lasagna like you," he answered with a smile and a wink. 
 
   "Okay guys, quite ganging up on me. You win. The next time I come outside I'll ask your permission. I'm starving lets go in and eat. Joe, I made you some sweet tea."
 
   Mike asked. "You didn't make any tea for me?"
 
   "I'll think about it, you scolded me," she said as she winked at Joe. 
 
   He caught on quickly. "You know Mike, Lana likes me better. Haven't you figured that out yet?" 
 
   Mike raised his eyebrow at her. "Is that true?"
 
   "What can I say, Joe is adorable." 
 
   They were debating her affection when Raymond drove up and got out of the SUV with a cork board. "I see I made it in time for dinner, I'm starved. Hey Lana you shouldn't come outside until we patrol." 
 
   The three of them laughed, and Raymond looked at them bewildered. 
 
   Everyone fixed their plates and sat down at the kitchen table, all the men got spicy Chinese. Mike got generals chicken extra spicy, Joe go broccoli beef in spicy brown sauce, and Raymond got Kung Pao shrimp. Lana got sweet and sour chicken. 
 
   Mike looked over at her dish. "I see you got the sissy dish."
 
   Raymond and Joe tried not to laugh. "Well, I am a girl so I guess it's okay if you call me a sissy. Guys, I know this is an inside joke, but I don't get it. What is it with you guys and sissy stuff? Mike thinks I'm a sissy because I drink cream in my coffee."
 
   Joe and Raymond said at the same time. "We noticed Mike has started to use cream too."
 
   Mike ignored them and answered her."To relieve tension sometimes we order Chinese and get the hottest Chinese we can stand. If one of the agents gets sweet and sour anything, it's considered the sissy dish. And babe even though you are not an agent, we will make you an honorary agent." 
 
   "Well, I'm not going to be the one with a stomach ache tonight. And I'll pass on being the honorary agent if it means I have to drink my coffee black or get extra spicy anything. You all are so mean." Thank goodness she was rescued by a car pulling up in the drive.
 
   Mike was the first one who stood. "You all finish, I know it's Ken and I'll get the door." He pushed his chair in and winked at her as he left. "Hey Ken I'm glad you made it safe. How was your trip?"
 
   "Bumpy, but we made it in one piece. Where do you want us to set up my computer?" He grunted as he was lifting his heavy suitcase. 
 
   Mike picked it up with no effort and sat it on the coffee table. "Right over here, we have a table set up and we have a cork board we bought for you. I thought we could set it up together and hash over the case. In the meantime I'll make a pot of coffee."
 
   "Sounds great and we'll need that for sure. While you do that I'll get everything out of the car." 
 
   Joe heard him and immediately jumped up and met Ken at the door to offer his assistance. 
 
   She could see Mike smiling. He was proud of Joe.
 
   That was her cue as well. "I'll make the coffee." She walked over to Ken and introduced herself. "Hi Ken I'm Lana and it is so nice of you to come help." 
 
   He extended his hand and smiled. He was shocked at how beautiful and friendly she appeared. "It is a pleasure to finally meet you. Many times when I get called in on a case and I don't get to meet the victims. So this is a rare treat to be able to confer with you about the situation and be able to hear firsthand how all this unfolded. Besides, it's nice to meet such a pretty lady who captured Mike's heart. Mike didn't tell me how beautiful you are."
 
   "That hurts my feelings," said Lana while puckering up her lips in sadness.
 
   Mike was not going to let that statement pass him by without a rebuttal. "I haven't had the time to discuss Lana. But your right she is beautiful." He couldn't help himself and he reached over to give her a hug.
 
   "How did you know about me and Mike?"
 
   "I can just tell. It's written all over Mikes' face and in his voice. I've know Mike for many years, and I knew him when his wife died and I've even introduced him to a few ladies. Never has he looked at any of them like he does you. And I must admit he has great taste, and I'm so glad he found someone so nice."
 
   She gave him a hug and whispered. "Thanks." 
 
   About that time Joe walked in toting a suitcase and that was Lana's cue. "I need to get busy and make you guys some coffee."
 
   The men finished setting up their boards and they were discussing many different angles. 
 
   Exhaustion had set in and she knew she couldn't be any help. She walked into the living room and watched them work for a few minutes. "Mike if you all don't think you need me, I'm going to bed. It's been a long day."
 
   "I don't think we need you right now." Mike looked at the guys for a yes answer. 
 
   Ken spoke first. "I think we have everything under control. But if you don't mind, we might wake you up if we have an epiphany. Sometimes the answer can come only from you."
 
   "You can wake me up any time. I'm not as hard to wake up as Mike. Maybe in the morning you will have all the answers." She waved good night to everyone.
 
   Mike followed her in the bedroom. He looked over his shoulder and told the guys. "Let's take a few minutes." Mike shut the bedroom door behind him.
 
   "I guess I'm never going to get that back rub," she said.
 
   He grinned. "Yes you will, and you will get a lifetime of back rubs. I sure wish I could crawl in bed with you."
 
   "Me too, it will be lonely tonight."
 
   "We can only work so long, so in a few hours we will call it a night, and I'll come snuggle with you."
 
   "Mike have you ever not solved a case?"
 
   He thought about it for a few minutes. "Off the top of my head I can't think of any, maybe a few, why do you ask?"
 
   "I just hope this is added to your solved cases. But what if you don't solve it, will I have to look over my shoulder for the rest of my life?" She looked down thinking about how horrible that would be. That's no life at all.
 
   "We are putting in extra effort into this case, and we will solve it. We have already made a lot of headway in the other room and by morning we will have accomplished a lot. Not only that, Ken brought his special computer. He's going to stay up all night entering data. After that, we wait on the miracle." 
 
   "I sure hope so, that would be great." She did hate to say this, but it did not surprise her that Ken had a special computer. He seemed like the nerdy computer type. He was a smaller man, about five-eight. His stature was small, especially compared to the other men. He wore glasses, and she noticed he squint his nose trying to hold the glasses in place. His ears stuck out a lot and he was going bald. 
 
   Mike took her head with both hands and kissed her. "I'll see you in a little while."
 
   "Okay. I love you."
 
   Before he opened the door he whispered. "I love you infinite." Then he stepped into the living room and closed the door behind him. 
 
   Lana laid in the dark and for some reason she was extremely nervous. Not so much nervous, but more of a feeling. Her granny always told her Indians had a six sense. She hoped her feeling went away by morning. She brushed it off as being tired. She snuggled up to Mike's pillow and fell asleep.
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   Day 10
 
   7:34 a.m.
 
    
 
   Finally a day that was clear and sunny. Lana peeked out and the light nearly blinded her it was so bright. The ocean and lighthouse were clear and lucid. Other than a few gulls balking and flying, everything was calm and surreal. The brightness made it look warm outside, and that excited her. She looked at Mike with exuberance. "Do you realize this is the first day since I've been here that it's been sunny?"
 
   "You're right, but it's still cold." He needed to remind her.
 
   "Who cares about the cold, I'm getting cabin fever. I want to sit on the back porch and look at the ocean. The guys could use the fresh air too. Please Mike will you go outside and sit with me?" She leaned over and sweetly asked by whispering in his ear. "Mike I haven't been outside since the grocery store and I need the fresh air and so do the men. Come on baby."
 
   "Yes we could use the fresh air, and you'll stay on the back porch?" Under normal circumstances Mike did not allow anyone under protective custody to go anywhere without securing the place. Even though she wasn't officially under his custody, she emotionally was under his care. He would love to go out and sit with Lana. And he couldn't wait until summer so they could lie in the hammock that Mike puts on the porch every spring. 
 
   For the time being, her safety was greatest concern. He could send the guys out to check out everything. He thought she would be safe if she stayed on the porch. Ninety percent surrounding the house was water and it would be difficult to maneuver around the house without an agent seeing him. If any boats were spotted, Lana could be rushed in immediately. Mike knew the routine of the marshals like the back of his hand, but his gut instinct knew not to let her out of his sight.
 
   "Of course I will stay on the porch, and there's only ocean around me so I feel I'd be safe." She didn't want to stay on the porch, but she must listen to Mike. 
 
   All the men gathered in the kitchen drinking coffee and talking about their day and she wanted to go outside and take in the scenery. "Okay guys who all want to go outside with me?" She bundled up and walked out on the back porch. Joe stayed on the porch with her and the rest of the men walked around the back. They took in deep breaths and blew out smoke. Mike was right the cold froze her to the bone. The temperature gage hooked on a nail hovered around five degrees. It's so cold her first breath burned her lungs. 
 
   The lighthouse across the cove stood bold. It had its own peninsula and had well manicured lawn around it. "Hey Mike can we go through the lighthouse?"
 
   "I believe so. It might be open during certain hours of the day. I have seen people picnic over there during the summer. Do you want to take a tour?"
 
   "I would like to go through many of the lighthouses around here, even the haunted ones."
 
   "I think that can be arranged," he said as he looked around the bay to see if there were any boats or people on the water. She didn't see any boats but he could see more with his binoculars. Mike scanned the lighthouse and viewed the only door. He noticed the door had a heavy padlock on it, and it looked isolated, not a soul around for miles. 
 
   Next to Mike were a couple of agents who were carrying big guns. They were camouflaged dressed and even their hats covered their faces.
 
   Joe walked around on the porch and finally leaned on the post closest to Lana. He looked around and didn't notice anything out of the ordinary. Lana sat right next to him and he could quickly get to her. Her back leaned against the wall, and she was only a few feet from the door. That would give him plenty of time to rush her back into the house if he needed to move her. He was quick and could respond accordingly.
 
   The men who stood a distance away smiled at Lana's coat. She decided to wear Mike's coat, and it's a little big and she looked like the little brother on the movie A Christmas Story. They couldn't help smiling a little when she attempted to sit in the rocking chair, she could hardly bend at the waist. 
 
   Joe certainly understood what Mike saw in her she's a breath of fresh air, so full of energy and fun. "Lana what brings you to this part of the country?"
 
   "My cousin died a few weeks ago, and I needed to get away for awhile." She was amazed she didn't get upset and cry when she mentioned James' death. That was a first for her. She remembered her first night standing on this same porch, and she cried for James. That seemed like years ago.
 
   "I'm sorry to hear that, has the trip helped?" 
 
   Lana loved Joe, but she did wish he would move to the other side of the post because he blocked her view of the ocean. "The trip has helped tremendously, and Mike has helped most of all. Don't tell him this but when I first talked with him I pictured him as a short squatty fellow. When I first met him I was shocked by his appearance. And I noticed he would answer my questions with one or two words."
 
   They both laughed. "Yea Mike is very much to the point kind of guy. But we have seen a big change in him the last couple of weeks. You have made a big difference in him. He's an overall happier person."
 
   Joe couldn't look her in the eye and she knew he was keeping a secret. If he played poker, he would definitely lose. He did not have a poker face. "Okay, you have to tell me the scoop. What did Mike say about me?" A woman always likes to hear what her man thinks of her. 
 
   "You know he'll have my head if I talk about him, but I will tell you some things he said. The day after you arrived he came by the office and finished up some paper work about the shooting, and he mentioned you."
 
   "How did he mention me?" She had to know.
 
   "Well, he commented that he had rented his beach house to a lady he thought was very attractive. Of course we all asked your name, and he said Lana Andrews. We joked with him about your name and how you probably gave him a fake one. We teased him and told him you were probably the black widow, and you've had seven husbands and you've killed them all and cut off their heads."
 
   "What did he do?"
 
   "At first he got embarrassed then he teased back."
 
   "Go on," she said.
 
   "We looked you up on the computer to make sure you didn't have a criminal record, and you were as clean as a whistle. I also think Mike looked you up to see if you were married. I can tell you when he found out you were married only once, his demeanor changed. He seemed so happy."
 
   "Shame on you all," she said as she slowly and with difficultly moved forward in her seat. "Then what happened?"
 
   "We were shocked that Mike met someone. He never, I mean never, talked about any women at work. We would always ask him, but he always changed the subject or told us it was none of our business. If we knew he had a date we asked him how it went. He would not talk about it, until you."
 
   James told her one day the right man would come along, he was right. He had. And at this very moment she stared right at him. Love filled her heart and passion filled her soul. Never in a million years did she think she could love so much that happiness oozed out her being. Everyone around them noticed, they could tell her happiness by listening to her voice on the phone. That's the way love should be. It may have taken her nearly fifty years to find it, but this love was worth the wait. 
 
   Suddenly, she was distracted. In the distance the corner of her eye caught something shiny, or a glare. Maybe it came from the lighthouse, but she wasn't sure. She stood up, and she squint her eyes trying to focus toward the glare. Then she realized it was a window opening at the top of the lighthouse as the sun reflected off it. She saw something sticking out of the window, something long and black. Oh my God! A gun! "Run, Joe." She immediately pushed Joe to the side a split second before the shot was fired. Joe tumbled to the porch floor. Everything happened so fast.
 
   The bullet hit her in the left kidney and the force knocked her back into the rocking chair, and then she slid down onto the porch floor. The pain was unbearable. She wanted to stand. Instinctively she thought if she could stand up she would be alright, she couldn't. The pain, she moaned! Blood gushed out everywhere, all over her hands and in her eyes, she could hardly see, she tried to blink it away. The gray siding had streaks of blood running down it. She closed her eyes, she didn't want to see. Why couldn't she breathe? If I catch my breath I can get up, she thought. Please God help me with the pain, help me breath, help me stand.
 
   Joe rushed to her side first and he was covered in her blood. She could hear Mike yelling something as he ran up to her. Come help me Mike, help me stand, help me breath, thoughts raced through her mind. She moaned.
 
   She reached her hand to him, and she knew he could help. He would know what to do. He would take care of her. "Joe?" She said as she point to him, he's hurt, help Joe. She could stand if they would help her. She would feel better if she could stand. Tears rolled down her cheek causing blood to streak down her face. Splotches of blood sprayed everywhere; all over her, all over the porch, all over Joe. Mike help me breath. Someone please help me. They didn't listen. Didn't they hear her?
 
   Mike yelled."Someone get an ambulance! Baby Joe is fine." As he put pressure on her kidney the pain was horrible, excruciating! Mike pushing on her side felt like being underneath the blade of a lawn mower, every time the blade turned caused more throbbing pain.
 
   She moaned in agony.
 
   Oh God! Help me help her, he thought. He worked feverishly to get all the jackets off her, blood gushed out every opening of the coat and that made the task slippery. He knew if he didn't stop the bleeding, she would bleed out, so he worked frantically. When he couldn't get them off fast enough he just starts ripping everything off as quick as he could. "Damn it Joe, help me get this shit off her." 
 
   Joe ripping at her coat, then he tried to lift her sweater. 
 
   She was unknowingly squirming because of the pain and this made the blood flow more volatility, and more slippery. Mike and Joe tried to keep her still while they worked. 
 
   "Lighthouse," she said turning her head from side to side, whispering lighthouse a second time. 
 
   Mike didn't know why, he took a quick glance toward the lighthouse. She kept coughing and sputtering blood. Mike went into a panic because he knew this didn't look good for her. Blood came out of her mouth, in waves of coughing. 
 
   Through the blood and tears she looked at Mike and she saw fear, he looked pale. He never looked like this. What was wrong with her baby? Cohesiveness left her body, and she's oblivious to everyone and everything. 
 
   He knew she wouldn't make it, she couldn't breathe without difficulty. As the clothes came off, Mike saw the gaping hole. Blood spurt out like a water fountain. Tears ran down his cheek, and her blood spurt out covering him from head to toe. Joe helped and he did everything Mike told him to do. His face turned as white as a sheet. Mike knew she would die from loss of blood so he did the only thing he knew to do. 
 
   He stuck his finger in the hole where the bullet went in, right through the kidney. He knew it would help stop the blood loss. 
 
   The pain was more than she could bear--she lapsed into unconsciousness! 
 
   "Thank God she passed out, I can't stand her to be in such pain," Mike said while still trying to stop the flow of blood. "Joe put pressure on her back. Stop her from bleeding out, hurry."
 
   Joe gagged and he put pressure on it the best he could and he yelled for an ambulance this time, screaming at the top of his lungs. "Someone get a fucking ambulance over here." Blood caused her to gag and sputter. Joe helped tilt her up so she wouldn't drown. They couldn't figure out where the blood in the mouth was coming from because the hole looked like a clean shot. It was too low for the lung to be hit. 
 
   Raymond ran up and saw the horrifying scene and he knew she probably wouldn't make it. Her face showed that. At first glance, there was blood and kidney splattered all over the wall and windows. He could hear her gurgling and said. "Mike the bullet probably shattered and a piece went into her lung. Let's apply pressure and let's lift her up so the blood will go down instead of going into her airway." Raymond slowly and gently lifted her up and got under her to elevate her and that seemed to help.
 
   "Thank you Raymond, I just can't lose her, how could this happen?" Mike was frantic.
 
   For the first time in fifteen years Raymond saw Mike lose his composure. Mike completely lost it. Raymond didn't have time to deal with Mike or Joe, his main focus right now was to save her life. 
 
   In the distance he could hear the ambulance and police coming. Mike knew if they didn't hurry she would die. Oh God, he didn't want to think about that. 
 
   Her breathing was shallow and her skin color turned ashen. Mike knew death's look and her look had him worried. He looked at Raymond and asked. "What else can we do?"
 
   "Nothing, just keep doing what we are doing now."
 
   The agents showed the medic's to the porch and they followed them to the back of the house. The agents grabbed everything they would need to save her life especially the gurney. Time would be wasted by the medics going back and forth. 
 
   The medic took over for Mike. "Let go sir, we have everything under control," said one of the medics. Mike glanced at him and he was an older man, and maybe being older meant he had more experience. Mike had to trust him.
 
   The second Mike pulled his finger out of the gunshot wound blood spurt everywhere. "Help her! Can't you see she's bleeding to death," yelled Mike to the medics. 
 
   Raymond pulled him to the side and said. "Let them do their job Mike. They're trained for this." 
 
   One of the medic's asked. "Does anyone happen to know her blood type?"
 
   Mike and Raymond answered simultaneously. "A+"
 
   Since Mike was not in the right mental state, Raymond stepped into high gear and took over the investigation. The police were dispatched to the lighthouse immediately and Raymond had to follow up in hopes of catching someone. He walked over to Mike. "Why don't you and Joe go with Lana to the hospital and I'll take over here."
 
   "I will," Mike said standing as close to the Lana as he could. He wanted to make sure they didn't neglect her. When he noticed they were rough with her to stop the bleeding, his heart sank. He was always so gentle with her. His heart rose to his throat. If this happened under different circumstances, he would deck anyone who was rough with her.
 
   Joe left for the beach heaving his guts up when Raymond walked up and put his hand on his back. "Hey bud, why don't you go with Mike to the hospital to help, we need two to go and I figured you wanted to go."
 
   "Raymond, she saved my life. How do I live with that? I'm supposed to protect her and instead she saved my life. I have never seen anything so awful. My God, her kidney was hanging out by a piece of skin!" He heaved again.
 
   Raymond tried to console him, but he didn't have time for this. "She just reacted when she saw the shooter. That's just the way she is and you know that. But right now she needs you to be strong. Mike needs you to be strong. Get ready to go because they are will load her on the gurney in a few seconds." 
 
   Joe shook his head yes, and he walked over to gurney where Mike stood with a few agents, waiting. They picked her and carried her to the ambulance because of the rough terrain. They ran. Within a few seconds, the lights and sirens were blaring and they were on their way to the hospital. Mike sat in the back of the ambulance near the door. The medic worked frantically to save her life. 
 
   The doctors wanted to know her status. The medic answered. "Her blood pressure is 70/50 and dropping and she has lost several pints of blood. We are unable to stop the bleeding and we are prepping her for surgery." 
 
   The doctor on the other end of the radio asked. "Give me information on the entrance and exit of the bullet."
 
   "The entrance is about one-half inch in diameter and the exit took most of her left kidney. The exit hole is about four inches in diameter." The tech took a deep breath and added. "This is the biggest gunshot hole I've ever seen and the caliber has to be at least a fifty. She's lucky." 
 
   A fifty caliber, my God how did she even survive that? Mike knew that size of a caliber could blow up a watermelon and how her small body survived was a miracle. The distance slow the bullet and that might have saved her life. Mike got sick just thinking about Lana going through so much pain. It was so difficult to sit there and have no control over the situation. 
 
   "We are calling in the surgeon and preparing an operating room. Try to keep her stable," said the doctor on the other end of the radio.
 
   "Our ETA is a one minute." The medics didn't think she would make it. 
 
   Mike could tell that's how they felt. The expression on their faces told him. He hated them for giving up on her.
 
   The loss of the kidney and blood was so much, and from past experience they thought it was only a ten percent chance of survival maybe less.
 
   Mike sat in the back watching them work on her. Mike couldn't watch when they plugged the hole. They wrapped something around her waist, and it looked like an ace bandage with tubes sticking out of her side. When they finished plugging that hole, they stuck a needle in her lungs to pull out blood. That helped her breath a little better. It didn't look good, and he felt helpless. 
 
   Everything was rerunning through his head. How did they miss the shooter? He did this for a living, finding killers, terrorists, and bad people. He knew he shouldn't let her go outside and if he could go back two hours he would change everything. 
 
   As they drove up a team of doctors and nurses waited at the emergency room entrance. The doctors gave orders to the nurses on what to do while as they assessed the gunshot wound. Lana pumped out as much blood as they could pump in her small body. All Mike wanted to do was to be at her side and never leave. For the first time in his professional life he didn't know what to do.
 
   Mike following her as far as they would let him and now it's just the waiting game. Mike knew all too well how to wait.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   During all the commotion The U.S. Marshal Sniper, Colby Franklin and his spotter were locked in on the lighthouse waiting for any movement. They were trained to drop, set their sights and ready to shoot and they dropped within seconds after the shot. Nothing moved at the lighthouse. They never saw him leave and they had a clear view of the only door. The only explanation he exiting through a window on the far side, and he had a jet ski or some kind of small motor boat waiting. The reefs were high enough he could easily slip out on the other side and ride off to safety.
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   9:26 a.m.
 
    
 
   People in the waiting room avoided Mike and Joe as they walked around near the nurse's station. The patients were frightened because they were covered in blood, especially the children. Joe noticed the commotion they were causing, upsetting the patients and families. He tried to coax Mike to go to another part of the hospital, but he refused to leave. Finally, a kind nurse approached them and offered them an empty room to wait. They accepted. 
 
   Mike asked her before she left. "Will they know where to find me and let me know what's going on with Lana?"
 
   "Yes sir they will, I'll make sure of it." The nurse already heard about what happened, and her heart went out to them.
 
   "Thank you," Mike said as he sat down on the vinyl chair. 
 
   Joe couldn't sit still and he paced the room. He looked at the blood all over his clothes and he needed, to change clothes. He didn't want to be reminded of what he just witnessed. Finally he said. "Mike I'm going home to shower and change and I'll bring you a change of clothes if you want. I would be glad to stay if you would like to go home first."
 
   "That's nice of you but I'm not leaving her side. Joe what will I do if anything happens to her?" His heart broke in two. He always wondered how women got upset and then sick to their stomachs. Now he knew why. He felt sick, but he needed to man up, he deserved to be sick. He didn't protect Lana. "Joe do you think she's okay?"
 
   "No news is good news. She's been in surgery for over an hour so I hope that's a good sign."
 
   "She wanted to go outside and I knew better. How many times have we protected people and made sure they didn't go outside for any reason." Mike remembered in LA several years ago, they had a witness in protective custody before the trial. He wanted to go outside and the team checked out the surroundings. They posted several deputies outside, and against his better judgment he let him go out on the balcony. Pretty much like Lana, he was shot within five minutes. He was shot in the heart and died immediately. These are the only two incidents Mike had a gut feeling not to let them go out and both times proved to be a mistake on his part. 
 
   "We slipped up by not checking the lighthouse," said Joe feeling guilty.
 
   "That mistake may take her life." Mike was heartbroken.
 
   Deep down Joe was sick too, he felt guilty having his back to the lighthouse. He was trained to hit the ground, or take cover. If he had been watching he might have saved her life. He was trained to fall on the person. Lana didn't have any training and she pushed him out of the way rather than fall on him. "Mike, I should have been watching the light house and if I would have been doing my job she would be okay."
 
   Mike snapped at Joe. "It's not your fault, I'm the one her let her go outside, not you." Mike took a deep breath and calmed his voice. "Why don't you bring me a change of clothes and something to eat?" Mike didn't want to upset Joe any more. Mike was going to take one-hundred-percent of the blame. He knew he would not blame his team, nor should he snap at them.
 
   "I can do that, anything in particular you want to eat?"
 
   Mike could care less he didn't even want to change clothes. He just wanted to keep Joe busy. This was her blood on him and he wanted to remember. "Whatever sounds good to you is fine for me." 
 
   Joe left with tears in his eyes. He hoped and prayed when he returned there wouldn't be bad news. Mike was all alone. He got out his phone and called Raymond. "I wanted to let you know I'm going home to shower and get Mike a change of clothes and food. You might want to send an agent here just in case Lana passes. I don't want Mike to be alone."
 
   "I will send someone and be careful, that bullet might have been for you."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Raymond's phone rang and it's Sara. "Hi Sara, what do you have?"
 
   "First of all, I'm sorry to hear about Lana, I know Mike is devastated. Everyone here is talking about the shooting and working like little beavers, doing anything to help. Ken called me a few times to look up some information. So he's working hard at your end. But I do have some good news."
 
   "What's your good news? I could sure use some." He stopped walking for a few minutes. He plugged one ear with his finger so he could hear. 
 
   "The DNA came back or at least partially and we're going to try to run it through the database. Fortunately it was the DNA from around Ms. Border's mouth. I'm running it as we speak. The bleach hurt the sample, so it will take awhile."
 
   "Sara that's the best news I have heard all day. I'll let everyone know here. How did you get it so fast?"
 
   "FBI has a new chemical that speeds up the process and since I had enough sample I had them overnight the chemical to me and bingo. I'm running one the old fashion way and one with the new chemical. This is a good way to test the new technique." She knew not to tell them the specific details of her job. It was much faster to use layman terms. 
 
   "You're the best."
 
   "Please Raymond keep me updated on all that's happening there."
 
   "I will and let me know the second you hear."
 
   "I promise, and I won't leave here until I do. Tell Mike my prayers are with him and Lana." She hasn't met Lana but she could tell the guys liked her. It's so sad that Mike finally met someone special and she might die. That would be two deaths for Mike, poor guy.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Raymond worked with the crime scene investigators to make sure everything was done correctly. He was taking notes when he heard Ken holler for him. 
 
   Ken walked around the front of the house where there was no police tape, looking for Raymond, excited. Finally he found him, but couldn't talk. He was out of breath from running.
 
   Raymond patiently waited.
 
   "Raymond, I've been looking for you and I have some information for you," said Ken with his hands on his knees trying to catch his breath.
 
   Raymond knew too well how excitable Ken was and hopefully he had some good news. "What did you find?"
 
   "Come in and let me show you," he said while waiving his hands gesturing for Raymond to hurry up and follow him. They both walked quickly around the house to enter the front door. Ken was so excited he could hardly continue. "I put everything from the cork board into the computer. As you know I've been entering data all night. Well, the computer analyzes all that input I entered and it cross references this data with all the other data entered from past cases from the past several years. Once everything was entered into our software, it came up with an answer."
 
   "What are you talking about software and answers?" Raymond had no idea what the hell he was talking about and he didn't have the time for babble.
 
   Ken was so familiar with this new software that he forgot to slow down to explain thoroughly. "The FBI tech department developed a special software called MAD - mental assessment developer. All the known cases from past serial killers, regular killers, and hit men from all over the world were entered in the computer by agents and tech personnel. We have entered data for months and thousands of cases. Here's an analogy, it's like meteorologist predicting hurricanes. They use past hurricanes with all the lows, high, temperature of water, and time of the year. The computer will predict where future hurricanes will go by using all the past data that was entered into the computer. This program does the same thing except it analyzes who the killer is and his MO, type of victim, a psychological profile, and a geographical makeup. For example it would analyze Ted Bundy was a stranger killer that is not geographically centralization. John Wayne Gacy liked young men, and Albert DeSalvo liked women close to home and he preferred strangling. Do you get what I'm saying?"
 
   "Absolutely, so what did your program say about this case?"
 
   He point to the computer and Raymond saw the words. 
 
   "Raymond, Lana doesn't have a stalker. Someone has hired a hit man to kill her. I started running the results this morning before Lana was shot. It takes a few hours to run, so I've still have to enter the gunshot. But I thought it was important to give you this information now. When I rerun it after entering the shooting, it will take a couple of hours to run. With any luck it will give us a name."
 
   "How accurate is this?"
 
   "I have only used it for five other cases, but so far it's one hundred percent. It's still in the infancy stage I can only say it's ninety percent."
 
   "Oh shit, we aren't even looking in the right direction. We thought he is just a sick perverted man stalking her. I never dreamed someone paid a hit man." He reached over and kissed Ken on the forehead. He picked up his phone and called Sara. "Sara I need you to run everything you can find on Lana and her family and every friend she has ever known and see if you can find anything illegal or jealousy or trouble with the law which includes drugs. Check phone records for anything unusual. Also find out if she has a will and who's in that will." 
 
   "You got it and it will take a several hours but I will work hard on it. Do you want this to take top priority?"
 
   "Yes, and I want you to work on this personally. Since this is a delicate situation, I would like for you to call me and not Mike."
 
   "I understand, and I will."
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   2:52 p.m.
 
    
 
   After several of hours of surgery the doctors came out and talked with Mike. Many of the team members were waiting at his side. 
 
   "Mr. Ramsey?" said Dr. Orsburn as he walked into the room.
 
   "Yes sir, I'm Mike Ramsey, how is she doctor?" Mike was so anxious he could hardly breathe. He had never been this scared since his wife died.
 
   "She's one tough lady, living after taking a shot like that is remarkable. We had to remove her left kidney and spleen. Her lung was punctured by part of the bullet, but it was in a place where we could remove it. Internally she's banged up pretty bad and the next day or two we'll know more. She has lost a tremendous amount of blood and that doesn't help. One thing that did help her was the freezing cold weather. It slowed down the flow of blood. But I think she'll pull through, keep in mind, she won't be ready to run marathons any time soon. But I think she'll be up to par in a couple of months."
 
   Mike walked over and shook the doctor's hand and thanked him. "I need to get in her room immediately, she's in protective custody." Thank you God, she's alive and it looks like she'll live. This is nothing short of a miracle. His heart was relieved and he wanted to get to his Lana.
 
   "She's in room 200, but we have her listed as 314 on the books, that's an empty room and in a part of the hospital that's quiet. So you may want to put someone watching that door."
 
   "Thank you so much." Mike liked Dr. Orsburn and he was the same doctor that performed surgery on Frank. He was thorough and cared a great deal for his patients. He noticed him at Frank's memorial. How many doctors would go to a memorial or think about changing the room numbers on the charts? 
 
   "I hope you catch the son-of-a-bitch who shot her," the doctor said with anger for the shooter.
 
   Mike and Joe immediately headed to room 200. There laid he precious Lana with tubes running out of her side. He laid his head down next to her and cried his heart out while holding her hand. 
 
   Joe walked over to Mike and put his hand on his shoulder and he too had tears running down his cheeks. "Mike, why don't you go in the bathroom and shower. I brought you a clean change of clothes. I'll sit here and watch her."
 
   "Sure, I would be glad to do that. Ask Dane to sit at room 314 and have someone get him a doctor's uniform. Also set men at every entrance and make sure someone monitors all the cameras. Get someone to sit outside this room. Nobody and I mean nobody gets through without the hospital administrator approving them. Give him a call to get photos of all nurses and doctors who will be attending to Lana." Mike's cop mode set in, giving orders. It was second nature to him.
 
   "I'll do that and I brought you some food and coffee," said Joe. 
 
   "I'm not hungry but the coffee sounds good." Mike looked at the black coffee and he noticed Joe got some french vanilla cream. Seeing the cream choked him up, it reminded him of Lana and their first morning together. After all these years of drinking black coffee, this precious girl changed him. "Joe."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "Thanks for the cream. That was thoughtful of you."
 
   "You're welcome and I'll get busy setting everything up in the hospital. I'll let you know when everything is in place." Joe wrote down all that needed to be done. Before he left he walked over to the bed and held Lana's hand. "Mike she really is a special lady. It could have been me or I might be at the morgue. She saved my life."
 
   Mike had no idea what he meant. "What do you mean she saved your life?"
 
   "Right before the gun shot she pushed me out of the way. She must have seen something," said Joe as he noticed how bloody the tubes were sticking out of her side. 
 
   Mike's looked at Joe and he reassuringly said. "Yea she's a very special lady and she did what any loving person would do. That's the mom in her. Joe, I don't want you to feel guilty. Nor would Lana want you to feel guilty. She thinks the world of you and she'll tell you that when she feels better." Mike knew Joe would feel bad the rest of his life and he hoped if Lana died Joe can come to terms with his feelings. Unfortunately in this business you can't wear your emotions on your sleeve. The cops have to learn to cope, or the stress will eat them alive. 
 
   "That's exactly what Raymond said."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Colby a senior agent and special long range weapons expert called Raymond to the side. "Raymond, it's over a mile to that light house. That is not an easy shot, and I think we need to start researching who could shoot that far. And Raymond, we've had agents outside for several days, and nobody bothered them. It would have been easier to shoot one of us when we were alone. So he was after one person, and the only people not outside before today were you, Mike, Joe and Lana." 
 
   Raymond thought a minute. "I agree. Keep in mind it's been cloudy and windy the last several days. And what you just said coincides with Ken's theory. Let's go to the lighthouse and double check forensics. Find us a car equipped with forensics materials. I don't think they missed anything, but we are the experts and if we're lucky we might find a clue."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   Raymond and Colby were both on the Marshals terrorist sharp shooter team and experts in long range weapons. They drove to the lighthouse as quickly as they could and they ran up the steps two at a time. They could see fingerprint dust on the center of the double windows. "Colby I want you to see if you can find any tripod marks. I don't think anyone could make that shot without that extra support."
 
   Colby got down on his knees far from the window so he wouldn't contaminate the marks on the floor. He grinned at Raymond. "I see marks of a tripod Raymond. Two marks by the window are clear, but this other has footprints on it."
 
   Raymond got on the floor, took out his flashlight and looked. He also saw three spots. 
 
   Colby took several pictures of the untarnished marks. 
 
   "Do you think he sat in a chair?" Raymond asked.
 
   "For him to shoot this far I think he would sit in a chair, but I don't see any marks. Not only that, he probably was here hours before he made the shot. Once the sun came up we had deputies outside and they should have seen something. So if you don't mind Raymond I'm going to have forensics checks the outside to find anything like wrappers cigarette butts or anything like that. I'm going to have them check the building for marks and break-ins."
 
   "Good idea. And you're right about the chair. If he's been here for awhile waiting I can't imagine him sitting on the floor. We would be able to see a clear spot from his butt. Not only that, he can't hear anything because it's too far, so he wouldn't know where we were to shoot. You can't see anything because the window is too high. Unless he stood, he had to have a chair." Raymond stopped and thought a minute. "He had a tripod with a chair. We should have thought of that."
 
   Colby walked around and looked at the positioning he would be in if he was about to make that shot. "I'm guessing he stood right here because there was no wind this morning. Remember we were talking about how perfect the water would be for water skiing, it looked like glass. So he wouldn't have to consider wind, only the velocity for dropping."
 
   Raymond's mind was thinking a mile a minute. He scratched his head then said. "I'm going to try a theory. I want you to act out this killer's movements from start to finish. Pretend you're using the Remington R700 with a Millet TR1 scope. Show me how you would shoot." Raymond carefully shut the windows. He too saw the glare, but everything happened so fast he didn't have time to react. He felt some guilt as well. 
 
   Colby precisely went through all the motions as if he was setting up the tripod and putting the gun together, loading the bullet. Then he pretended he sat in the chair and waited for Lana to make her appearance on the porch. When she sat in the chair on the porch he set the sights, then opens the window, and shoots. The killer did do one thing that Raymond hoped he would do. It's the same thing Colby did. He took his gloves off to pull the trigger. Many shooters get used to shooting without a glove and he hoped this shooter did the same thing. Colby used his right hand to pretend to push the window open. Colby pushed it from the hinge side instead of opening the window from the middle. Colby grinned.
 
   Raymond looked at Colby. "Did you touch the window?"
 
   "No sir I did not."
 
   "Let's get forensics here."
 
   When forensic arrived they dusted the other side of the window, the hinge side. It looked like they got three fresh and clear fingerprints. Raymond got excited. "Process these immediately. And before you leave I want you to scour the grounds for anything; gum wrappers, cigarettes, candy wrappers. And you may check down the side of the far window for rope marks or anything unusual." Raymond stood there for a few minutes and looked at Colby. "Colby, I just had a thought."
 
   "So share it." Colby packed up what few cases they got out of the car. 
 
   "How could he possibly know Lana would sit on the porch?"
 
   Colby thought for a minute. "If the Marshals allowed someone that's being protected to go outside, they would only allow them to walk around in the least vulnerable place. In this case it's the porch."
 
   "I agree, so don't you think it's someone who knows the routines and policies of the marshals? How could this hit man know what we would do?"
 
   "Oh shit Raymond, you don't think a marshal or law enforcement had anything to do with this?"
 
   "Think about it. When we move someone in protective custody we will go miles out of our way if we think it's the best and safest route. How would this guy know if Lana would come out and then sit on the porch? You can see for yourself in the pictures that tripod was never moved. It stayed in one spot from the minute he set it up on the tripod. The whole time it looked like he pointed it to the porch," said Raymond.
 
   "You're right, that tripod was locked in on the porch. To add to this theory all the beach chairs are all at the opposite end of the house. Most people would think if she went outside she would be sitting on one of the chairs basking in the sun. They are at the opposite end of the house. But the tripod was set directly at the porch and not at the beach chairs. Who do you think is involved?" Colby asked intently listening. If the culprit was a marshal, he wanted the first punch.
 
   "I'm not sure anyone is, but I'm sure whoever shot Lana has knowledge about the marshals. Colby don't let me forget to tell Ken so he can add that to his computer."
 
   "I won't."
 
   The forensic people were driving off as Colby and Raymond headed back to the house.
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   3:20p.m.
 
    
 
   The room was quiet with the exception of a few machines running and making a humming sound. It's amazing how all these machines could keep someone alive or at least make their quality of life better. He was thankful they were there to help her breath. 
 
   It seemed strange how this little girl laying there was nonexistent in his life two weeks ago. He had grown to love her during this very short time. He couldn't wait for her to open her eyes. He needed to hear her sweet voice again. "Hey baby, I hope you can hear me. I want you to get better so we can go on our trip to Hawaii. I thought about us going there for a honeymoon, and staying through next year's winter months. What do you think about that? We might be able to bring over our families and get married on the beach. You like the beach and the warm sand sounds pretty good right now. Honey, there is so much I don't know about you and I want to know everything, your favorite color, baseball team, your favorite food, and your favorite movie. Please wake up and tell me these things." As he gently rubbed her arm, he noticed a little blood on her fingers. He went and got a towel and cleaned around her arms and neck and face. He couldn't bear to see the gunshot wound, that would be too much. While cleaning the neck area Mike saw the bruise from the shot went all the way up to the ear area. The pain Lana was going through brought waves of guilt through his heart.
 
   "One more thing honey, I want thank you for saving Joe's life. That's the most selfless heroic act anyone has ever done. Joe is torn up about it, but Raymond told him that's just how you are. He told him that's the mother instinct in you. I think it's your love for mankind, and your love for Joe."
 
   Mike paced around the room about fifty times waiting and hoping. The doctor came in during his evening rounds. Mike asked. "How is she doing?"
 
   The doctor checked the chart and gave Lana an examination, then smiled while answering. "I think she is doing better than expected. All her vitals are great and her heart is strong. There doesn't seem to be any internal bleeding and she seems to be doing better than I had hoped."
 
   "So why is she still in a coma?"
 
   "It is probably caused from trauma and lack of blood. If all goes well she should come out of that in a few days if not sooner. To be honest, I don't think I have ever seen someone fight so hard to live. Do you have any other questions?"
 
   This next question wasn't important to him, but he wanted to know so he would be able to answer questions for Lana. "How will her quality of life be after this?"
 
   "The same," the doctor said as he wrote in her chart. 
 
   The doctor didn't understand how important that question was for Mike. Lana loved life and he didn't know how she would cope with bad news. It didn't matter to him and he already reconciled with himself he would take her any way he could have her, whole or not. "That's such good news. I know Lana will be happy to hear that." 
 
   "She will have to take it easy for awhile, but then she can resume life like normal. We had to remove the kidney, but she will function just fine with one. She won't feel comfortable wearing a bikini, but that's minor."
 
   Mike grinned and shook the doctor's hand. "I don't think that will bother her in the least. Thank you so much."
 
   "You are welcome, and just let the nurses know if you need anything. I'll see you in the morning, and maybe our sleeping beauty will be awake."
 
   "I hope so, and have a good evening."
 
   Mike walked over to the bed and told Lana the good news.
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   5:20 p.m.
 
    
 
   Raymond was on his way back to the house and his phone rang. "Hey Ken what else did you find?" Raymond liked Ken's calls because every time he called he had some good and interesting news. This software would change the way all law enforcement tracked killers. 
 
   "When will you get back?" Ken asked.
 
   "In about five minutes, what do you need?"
 
   "I will have to show you, hurry."
 
   He looked at Colby and said. "Hurry, Ken has something he wants to show us."
 
   Colby pulled up so quickly when he slammed on the brakes the SUV fishtailed. The normal time from the Lighthouse to the beach house was about eleven minutes and Colby made it in seven. 
 
   "What so important that you have to show me immediately, I was nearly killed getting here." Ken glanced at Raymond and Colby, and Colby just smiled. 
 
   Ken turned the laptop around for Raymond to read about the news himself. He glanced around the screen trying to figure out what he was supposed to be reading. After looking all over the screen and he finally found what Ken wanted to show him, then he read: After careful analysis of the data input, one suspect found in files; Angelino Marquit.
 
   "How in the hell do you know that?" asked Raymond, excited they finally got a break.
 
   "As I told you agents have been entering cases and information and fact from years of investigations and the computer analyzed all the information and it came up with this man's name. I entered the shooting and the sperm and the airport and everything else. Angelino Marquit is the only name that popped up when I put in the long distance shooting. The computer looks at anyone that can shoot that distance and Angelino Marquit is the only one that can. Or at least the only one who can shoot that distance and also fit all other data entered. Raymond we are really lucky, sometimes there's several names or none." Ken was so proud of himself. Ken was grinning as he starts typing information in the computer and he then turns it around for Ken to see. "Do you want to know more?"
 
   "Hell yes." 
 
   "This guy is called the Mission Impossible."
 
   "Why?" asked Raymond. He thought that was an extremely odd nickname.
 
   "He changes his face and accents and he enjoys tormenting his victims and he likes to stalk them and toy with them before killing them. And Raymond because of his cunningness he has in the past been able to sway law enforcement to other suspects. He has even been known to dress up like a woman. One more thing, for some reason his record is blocked."
 
   "What do you mean?"
 
   "My guess it's a special team on this case, and for some reason I don't have access to his records."
 
   "What would be the reasons?"
 
   "There are several reasons. One, there are some highly classified undercover agents involved. Two, there might be a leak and an agent is being investigated. Three, there are some big criminals involved."
 
   "Wow, can you break in and get the information?" Raymond's ears perked up when Ken listed the reasons. He had just talked to Colby about the same thing. He knew he would have to get with Mike and Joe to discuss this new bit of information.
 
   "I'm working on that now."
 
   "That's amazing and thanks Ken. And Ken I have one more favor." 
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "Can you look into your crystal ball and tell me a way to catch this guy."
 
   "You mean predict his future?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "I'll do my best." He grinned from ear to ear because he was so proud of this new software.
 
   "Thanks, I've got to call Sara." Raymond was in awe of this program and he intended to have a talk with Ken about it later when he had more time. 
 
   Sara answered on the first ring. "Talk to me because I don't have anything for you."
 
   "I have something amazing for you and you are to drop everything and find this guy. First I want you to put someone you trust to find information on Lana."
 
   "Who, not who do I trust, but who do you want me to look up, what name?" She first thought Raymond was teasing, but then she dismissed this because of the severity of the case.
 
   "His name is Angelino Marquit."
 
   "How did you get a name before me?" She would have to have a long talk with Ken when they both had the time.
 
   "I'll explain later and send me everything you have."
 
   "I will and I'll have someone continue on Lana's stuff."
 
   Colby heard the name and was already out in the SUV pulling everything up they had on him. He brought it in to Raymond.
 
   Raymond looked it over and looked at Colby. "Who the hell is this guy and why haven't we heard about him?" They all looked at his picture and were amazed that he didn't look like the picture from the airport. After he looked at this picture, he knew why the FBI face recognition database didn't pick him out, and why they called him Mission Impossible.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Slowly Lana tried opening her eyes and they were caked shut. She forced them open and she could see some light and the light seemed bright. Everything looked like a blur, and she blinked the fog away. 
 
   She had difficulty breathing, and the pain was excruciating in her left lower chest area. The beeping noise drove her crazy and she wished someone would turn off the machine. Mike sat in the chair next to her, sleeping. When she glanced around she realized she was in a hospital. The room was white and sanitary. Thank God she wasn't dying or she would be put in the pretty room, the death room, a room like James'.
 
   Her mouth seemed so dry she couldn't say anything. She looked around for something to drink, but nothing was close by her. 
 
   She mustered up every ounce of energy to get Mike's attention. She could just barely whisper. "Mike."
 
   He didn't hear her, she tried again. "Mike."
 
   He didn't stir. She tried to move a little bit, and she couldn't because the pain was too bad. Tubes and needles where poking out several areas of her body. She could see some bloody tubes coming out of her side. What the hell happened to me, she thought. She sure wished she could move because she could feel sweat under her body and it was uncomfortable.
 
   About that time Mike's phone rang and he stirred. He pulled the phone out of his pocket to see who was calling. 
 
   She managed a few words. "That damn phone." Her voice sounded weak, barely audible.
 
   Mike jumped up and ran to her. "Oh my God, baby you're awake." He immediately called for a nurse. "I'm so glad you're awake. Do feel okay? Do you need anything?"
 
   The nurse walked in grinning. She checked her vitals and replaced her IV. "Welcome back, you scared us a few times young lady." The entire time she worked on her, Mike never let go of her hand. After the nurse checked her blood pressure and saw it had risen she asked Lana. "Are you in pain?" 
 
   Her mouth was so dry she couldn't answer so she shook her head. Lana saw tears in his eyes, and she didn't know why. Why would her baby be crying?
 
   The nurse said. "We can fix that for you. It's good your feeling pain." She pulled a vial from her tray and put some medicine in her IV.
 
   That's easy for you to say, thought Lana.
 
   The nurse noticed Lana trying to lick her lips. "Would you like some ice chips?" 
 
   Lana nodded yes. 
 
   When the nurse finished what she was doing, she brought Lana some ice chips and told Mike. "Give her only a little bit at first we don't need her to get sick and tare her stitches. We'll check on her in a little bit, call if you need us."
 
   Mike smiled and said. "Thank you and I will."
 
   He laid his head on the bed next to her and cried like a baby.
 
   Lana's hand reached over and touched his hair, and she was confused why he would be crying. Then the pain medicine kicked in and then darkness.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike watched the evening news and they talked about the two shootings and the prowler. They commented the woman staying at the house had been under Marshall protective custody for months. The newscaster said a marshal was a suspect and Lana was a witness. Mike just shook his head. He thought they would say anything for a story.
 
   Raymond walked in the room and glanced at the TV, but ignored it. "Hi Mike, how is Lana?" He didn't know if it was his imagination, but he thought she had some color in her face.
 
   "Much better they just gave her a shot so she'll be out for several hours. Hopefully you have some good news?" 
 
   "I have some great news."
 
   "What?"
 
   "We have the name of the killer."
 
   Mike just looked at Raymond in shock, total disbelief. A few hours ago they didn't even have DNA results. "What's his name?" Anger immediately rushed through his body. 
 
   "Angelino Marquit aka The Mission Impossible and he's a hit man."
 
   "Who is he hired to kill?"
 
   Raymond looked over at Lana to make sure she wasn't awake. Then he whispered. "Lana."
 
   "I've never heard of him. Who the hell is he and why is he called Mission Impossible, but most importantly why is he after Lana?"
 
   "He is called that because he can disguise himself and he likes to toy with his victims before he kills them, sound familiar? Mike, he can even dress up and pass as a woman, so be extremely careful for Lana's sake, and for your sake. You said yourself that this guy liked toying with us."
 
   "How did you find out his name?"
 
   "Ken. They have a new software program that can find and predict killers and it's called MAD - mental assessment development."
 
   "Are you kidding me? So his special computer is truly special."
 
   "Yes it is." 
 
   Mike looked at Raymond as though this was a syfy show and this was all part of the script. "So how long have they had this program?"
 
   "We're their sixth case. It's still in the infancy stage and Ken had to get permission for us to use it. I have Sara and Ken continue to work to find more on this guy. And Mike it gets worse."
 
   "How?"
 
   "For some reason his records with the FBI are blocked. I'm having Sara work her miracles so let's hope she can find something. However, I do have some good news."
 
   "Good new I can use."
 
   "Colby and I went to the lighthouse and reenacted the shooting and we found a few prints. We are running them as we speak and hopefully that will give us a more information on him."
 
   "You're doing a good job and keep me informed and get me a picture as soon as you have one."
 
   "I brought one with me and I will give a copy to all the men and the hospital staff. Mike, when you look at this picture and the picture at the airport, they don't look anything alike."
 
   Mike looked at the picture and Raymond was right, they don't even look like the same person. He wished Lana could look at it, he was sure she could pick out the similarities. When he looked at his picture he felt so much anger. This man shot Lana. He stared at the picture a few seconds longer then sat it on the table. "Thanks and make sure Joe gets one. Right now I'm so worried about Lana I can't think straight. I'm going to take a nap while Lana naps. Maybe then I can think straight."
 
   Raymond understood how Mike felt. When his wife had her appendix out a couple of years ago, he couldn't think about anything but her because her temperature got so high. Raymond walked over to Lana and took her hand. "Mike she is a special lady to knock Joe out of the way. She acted quicker than some of our agents would."
 
   "Yea, she acted selflessly that's for sure." Mike knew she would never regret what she did. "She woke up a few hours ago. It was only for a few minutes and she knew me, but she didn't know why she is here. The blessing in all this is she doesn't remember being shot."
 
   "That's great and I hope she doesn't remember. And Mike, I have run an intensive background check on Lana's family to find out who would hire a killer. I just wanted you to know."
 
   "I agree and I hate this for her sake. She just had a cousin die a couple of weeks ago, so you may want to have Sara start there."
 
   "Mike, there is one more thing."
 
   Mike didn't want to hear anymore. "What?"
 
   "We think the shooter knows how the marshals work. He set the tripod facing only the porch. He knew if Lana walked outside we would want her to stay on the porch, and he sat there and waited on her."
 
   "How many people know about this?"
 
   "You, me, and Colby, and that's all."
 
   "Be sure to tell Joe, and we will get together with the four of us in the next few hours to discuss this and nobody is to know about our meeting."
 
   "I'll keep you informed," said Raymond.
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   Day11
 
   October 25 7:22 a.m.
 
    
 
   When she woke up it the sky looked gloomy and overcast and she noticed she had moved to a different room, and this room had color. Oh my God, I'm dying, she thought. No one was around and she thought I'm going to die alone, unlike James. There were flowers everywhere, at least twenty flower arrangements.
 
   She looked around her body and she noticed the tubes in her side were gone, and there was a big bandage there. There were black and blue marks all the way up as far as she could see. What could have made marks like that? Was she in a car wreck? She was too scared to look under the bandage. 
 
   The nurse's button was next to her hand and she pushed it. Within a few minutes a nurse entered the room smiling. "Hi there Ms. Andrews, you look my much better, do you feel better?" 
 
   She could barely talk. "Hi," she forced out those words.
 
   "Let me get you some water to wet you whistle." She went to the bathroom for some water, and then poured some in the glass. Realizing she didn't have a straw she went to the nurses' station to get one. 
 
   Lana wouldn't wait. She drank three glasses of water before she stopped. It tasted so good, the nurse poured her some more. "The medicines you're taking make you thirsty. You've had a lot of visitors and as you can see the many flowers. All the nurses were wondering who these good looking guys are, the ones carrying guns." 
 
   "I don't know," she mustered an answer barely audible.
 
   "Every time they come, they bring you flowers. You couldn't have flowers in intensive care, but since you've been out they've come by at least twice a day with flowers. You are a lucky girl to be loved so much." 
 
   Lana had no clue what she was talking about, nor did she care. 
 
   "Are you some kind of cop? There have been many cops come by to check on you and there's one outside keeping an eye on you. Do you want me to get him?"
 
   She nodded yes.
 
   Joe walked in and sat next to her, and gently squeezed her hand. "How are you feeling?"
 
   All she could do was shrug her shoulders. 
 
   "I text Mike to let him know you're awake, he's on his way. He's getting a coffee in the cafeteria. You know you are one tough lady." 
 
   A few words she could whisper. "You just noticed?" She smiled, she sure loved Joe. 
 
   He rolled his head back in laughter and said. "I've got to go back outside, but Mike will be here in a few minutes." He reached down and kissed her on the forehead and walked out to sit in the chair.
 
   The pain got bad so she buzzed the nurse and she came with her bag of tricks. 
 
   Mike got back just after she went back to sleep, and he was disappointed he missed her. She looked so tiny in the bed. He could spend hours just watching her. If she moved only an inch he jumped up and checked on her. He didn't want her to be in any pain. If she needed moving he moved her. Since he was much stronger than the nurses, he could move her gently. He couldn't stand for her to be cold, so he had her favorite patch work quilt brought from home.
 
   He saw her open one eye and he walked over and cupped her head with his hands and said. "Hi baby, I have missed you and I'm glad your back. Do you need anything?" There was no doubt he would have got her the moon. He kissed the corner of her mouth. He thought her face felt warm. Maybe the blanket was too much. He pulled it off her. A quiver of panic enveloped him. 
 
   "Just some water," she managed a whisper. He noticed her eyes didn't look well. He started to worry about her.
 
   "You got it," and he left and brought her some water, then he went to the nurse's station to get her a straw and ice chips.
 
   When he put the straw to her lips she drank several cups of water, she was so thirsty. That made her feel a little better, but it did hurt a little when it went down her windpipe. She told Mike. "I thought I died."
 
   He wasn't expecting that statement at all. "Why would you think that?
 
   "All the flowers."
 
   "Oh baby, all the flowers are because we love you. You are so cute." He pulled the chair up to the bed and got as close as he could to her. He took her hand and rubbed it on his cheek. He had to be touching her as much as he could.
 
   "Mike that hurts, you have whiskers."
 
   "Oh baby I just love you so much. I'm so glad you're doing better," he said. The nurse came and took all her vitals and told Mike he needed to leave. She told him her blood pressure was up and she was running a fever. The nurse immediately paged the doctor. 
 
   His heart sank because he knew that was not good news. He kissed her on the forehead and he reluctantly left. "I'll be right outside if you need me." 
 
   She nodded, not wanting to let go of his hand, she didn't know why, but she didn't want to let go. She felt like it might be the last time she would ever touch him. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she watched him walk out the door. 
 
   She mouthed the words, I love you.
 
   He blew her a kiss. That was all he could do, his lips were quivering. What hurt him the most was she didn't want him to leave, he could tell. She squeezed his hand as if to say don't leave me. He prayed. "Please God, give her the strength to get through this, she needs you more now that she ever has."
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike waited in the hallway for the doctor to finish his examination on Lana. The nurse took some blood as the doctor ordered blood tests. Mike noticed the doctor shook his head, not a promising sight to watch. The doctors and nurses always smiled when they walked out of her room, not now. Mike didn't want to interrupt the doctor until he wrote all the details in her chart. Mike paced in the hallway outside the room waiting to hear, dreading bad news. When the doctor finished, Mike couldn't wait another minute and walked in the room. "How is she?" Three words he hoped he would never have to say again, memories of Kathy flooded his mind. Mike's heart nearly beat out of his chest. He wanted to crawl on that bed and hold her, make her pain go away, make her better.
 
   "Not good, she's running a high fever and her organs have started to shut down one by one. We are treating her with antibiotics and let's hope for the best. Her body has been through so much." Dr. Orsburn wished he had better news for Mike.
 
   "Are you telling me she's dying?" Mike choked up and couldn't bear that thought. His entire body hurt.
 
   "I hope not, so let's hope the antibiotics and her fight for life will prevail." Dr. Orsburn knew anything was possible. People died when they were not as sick as Lana. But many in worse shape recuperated. It was in God's hands now.
 
   "Do you think the antibiotics will help?" This gave him a glimmer of hope. Mike trusted Dr. Orsburn's opinion.
 
   "I hope so." The doctor answered honestly. He knew many patients pulled through with less hope.
 
   "Do you know where the infection is?" Mike was worried someone came in and gave her the flu or some kind of virus.
 
   "I think the infection is in her lung. Because of the infection her heart has enlarged and she's having trouble breathing. We are giving her oxygen. If she can get through the next few days she should be home free." He couldn't help himself but to put his hand on Mike's shoulder. Most of the time he tried not to get too close to the families, but he knew Mike was in such despair. 
 
   "Is there anything I can do?" Mike asked crying.
 
   "Pray if you're a praying man." 
 
   His parents raised him Catholic and he knew there was a God who could heal her. "Thank you, doctor." 
 
   The doctor shook Mike's hand and then he was gone. 
 
   Mike paced around Lana's room. Other than her face looking flushed, she appeared to be sleeping peacefully. He stopped his pacing and stood by her bed. He took her hand and softly talked to her, encouraging her. "Baby, fight this infection, please. I need you beside me, with me, all our lives. You promised me fifty years. God I love you so much." He choked up and wept next to her. 
 
   Raymond and Joe stood in the doorway as they heard the bad news. They knew from the death of Kathy how Mike would react. At least with Kathy, Mike had time to prepare his heart. With Lana, he was thrown in, sink or swim. Guilt filled all their hearts. There were many - what ifs - going through their minds, especially Joe. 
 
   Raymond was the first to say something as he walked in Lana's room. "Mike we know who did this and as Lana gets better we will hunt him down like a dog. But right now we have to be strong for her. She will want to see your smile when she wakes up and I want you to focus on that. Joe and I can work on the investigation."
 
   Mike knew that he would not let the shooter get by with this even if he had to quit the marshals and hunt him down on his own. "Raymond we have to find him or he'll come back and finish the job." From the experience as a cop, he knew this asshole would not quit until Lana was dead. If Ken was right and he was paid to kill. He wouldn't get paid unless she's dead.
 
   "I know he will, but we'll get him before he can get to Lana." Raymond was a little concerned about what Mike might do. Not only could this guy walk in the hospital, they wouldn't know it's him.
 
   Mike could see the doctor at the end of the hall and he had to talk to him one more time. "Doctor, may I talk to you in private?"
 
   "Sure, let's step into this room its empty."
 
   Raymond waited in the hospital hall for Mike to return when Sara called. "Hi Raymond I have some good news."
 
   "I could sure use that right now."
 
   "I looked up everything on your guy Angelino Marquit and I had to go through the Director's office to get into some of the files."
 
   "Why?"
 
   "Apparently he is wanted all over the world and the FBI has a special team to catch him."
 
   "That's not unheard of especially when a serial killer is involved." This is the same thing Ken told him.
 
   "He is a high paid hooker getting $100,000 per bullet. He works with the Italian mafia and many of the gambling bosses. Apparently they are the only ones that can hire him and apparently the only ones who can find him. Nobody is sure where he lives or where he was born, or they aren't telling. However, after pulling a few strings in the bureau I found out they lost him in Birmingham Alabama. He pulled one of his disguises. And guess where Peter Waters had been last seen?"
 
   "Birmingham?"
 
   "You got it, and coincidently Peter had a connecting flight from Birmingham to Charlotte to Boston."
 
   "That's no coincident."
 
   "This guy is good."
 
   "Does the FBI know where he is now?"
 
   "They aren't telling or at least not telling me and you know I would find out if I could. This is a first for me."
 
   Raymond walked down the hall and looked around to make sure no one could hear him. "Sara did you find out anything about Lana?"
 
   "Come on Raymond I thought the killer should occupy my time, but I'm running everything now and I'm cross referencing everything. You'll be the first to know."
 
   "Remember."
 
   "I know call you and don't let Mike know anything."
 
   "Thanks." He was afraid if she found out who hired the hit man and told Mike first, he would go after him.
 
   




 
   Chapter 38
 
   5:35 p.m.
 
    
 
   It was a cold cloudy day when Lana left this earth. Just the kind of weather she liked. All the men came in to say goodbye, except Joe. He couldn't come in, his heart was breaking. 
 
   Mike asked the nurse to leave him alone with Lana because he had to talk to her. "Oh God, give me strength," he said out loud. His eyes filled with tears as he looked at her lifeless face. "Lana, I know you can't hear me, and I'm not going to say goodbye. I just met you and I'm not ready for goodbye. I love you so much. I'm not quite sure how I'm going to go back to the beach house and see your stuff there, remembering. Looking at the jersey you wore and listening to the songs we shared and held each other. All along I knew you were scared and I wasn't there for you. I let you go outside against my better judgment." He reached over to touch her cold face and he couldn't stand her being cold. There were several blankets on the bed so he pulled them all up and tucked her in tight. "Honey, please forgive Joe for not coming in to say goodbye. He can't right now. He is heartbroken. We all have grown to love you." He reached down and kissed her cheek and went back to the chair to sit down and sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
   Joe sat outside the room hearing Mike's goodbye to Lana and his heart was breaking and he too sobbed.
 
   After several minutes he sat on the bed next to his beloved Lana and whispered. "I can't leave you, I just can't. My entire soul is hurting and I want you back so bad. Several doctors and nurses came by and told me I needed to leave, but I can't. Someone has to stay with you until we bury you, and I will be the one." He paused and took a deep breath. "Baby, the doctor let me hold your hand at the end. And I'm glad I was there for you. I couldn't imagine you being alone. I didn't want you to leave without me at your side. Oh honey, I miss you already," he said sobbing like a baby. 
 
   Holding her hand he remembered Lana telling him about the guilt she felt for her cousin. She told him how she hurt when he died. He told her he would carry that burden for her, and now he wondered who would help him carry his burden. He hoped that might be Lana. He didn't understand how God could send her to him, let him fall in love and then let her die. When Lana and Mike discussed his work and the possibility of him dying, she said. "I would rather have a few wonderful years with you than fifty years of nothing." Mike never dreamed it would be only a few days. 
 
   As Mike sat there holding her hand crying, a nurse walked in, a little short nurse who waddled when she walked. She had on scrubs and they were rolled up at the ankle because she was so short. Her hair was combed nice in the front, short with bangs. The back looked like a rats nest. She tried to fix only the hair she could see. "I'm looking for a Mike Ramsey?"
 
   "I'm Mike Ramsey."
 
   "Ms. Andrews wanted me to give this to you if she passed away." And just like that she handed it to him and walked off, waddling.
 
   When he first looked at it he smelled it and she could smell Lana on the envelope and he can see her little hand folding the paper. He didn't want to open it, but he knew he needed to see what last words she wrote to him. His hands were shaking terribly and he sat next to her body. He could picture her lying there writing this. 
 
    
 
   My Dearest Mike,
 
   I'm watching you sleep in the chair next to me. And it brings tears to my eyes to know when you get this note I'll be gone, but I can't talk so I have to write this. You are the most wonderful thing that has ever happened to me. I fell in love with you the minute I saw you. I too wanted to kiss you and touch you at that moment. You make my heart and soul smile. I wish I had many years with you, but we don't get that choice. If I can I will look down on you, and I will smile with the fondest of memories. The first night you made love to me was one of the most precious memories I could ever have. Your touch broke so many barriers to my heart. You made me feel again. Please my wonderful friend, lover, and companion; remember me. Remember the feelings we had, and I want you to have that feeling again. Live a wonderful fulfilled life, and tell Joe there is a wonderful woman for him. And tell him true love is out there because we found it. 
 
   I love you infinite, Lana
 
    
 
   Oh God, help me, he thought as he held her letter next to his chest, next to his heart. This one piece of paper he would never part with, ever. I'm sorry I didn't protect you like I promised, oh baby, I'm so sorry. His heart hurt so bad he thought he might have a heart attack. If it wasn't for catching Angelino Marquit, he hoped for a heart attack. In his mind he said his name over and over again. He knew he would kill him and say Lana's name as he died. Hate for Angelino Marquit filled his heart and his goal was to catch him and kill him. Mike's thoughts were interrupted.
 
   "I'm sorry I was told Lana Andrews is in this room." The funeral home attendant looked down at his paper to make sure he had the right room.
 
   "This is her room and I'm Mike Ramsey. I'll be escorting the body and staying with her through the embalming process."
 
   "What?" The kid looked at him dumbfounded. He wasn't expecting this at all.
 
   Mike pulled out his badge and showed it to the attendant. He had his hand on his gun to show he meant business. This guy appeared to the right height for the killer and he didn't want to take any chances. "I need to see your driver's license."
 
   The attendant reached for his wallet and showed Mike his ID, and he asked. "What's going on, am I doing something wrong?"
 
   "She's under protective custody and now my final assignment is to stay with her until she is buried."
 
   "Okay, no problem." This was a first for him, but heck he didn't care he just had to deliver the body to the funeral home. 
 
   Both men walked over to the body. Mike was going to take the sheet off, but the attendant stopped him and said. "We can take the sheet and keep her covered."
 
   "She would appreciate that, thanks."
 
   Mike gently picked Lana up and put her in the black bag and zipped it up and the attendant put his ear plug in his ears to listen to music. It was obvious he had done this before, like a second nature to him. They walked out the room without saying a word.
 
   Joe sat outside the room crying as the gurney rolled past him. Mike put his hand on his shoulder. "You can go home Joe, I'll take over from here."
 
   Joe touched the black bag and said. "Goodbye Lana." He walked off so heartbroken he couldn't stand it. His shoulders shook as he sobbed.
 
   As Mike walked down the hall of the hospital all his men were lined up with their badge numbers covered with black tape. They put their hands across their hearts as she rolled past them. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   As he promised Mike stayed with Lana until the moment she was buried in the ground.
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   Day 16
 
   October 30, 10:18 a.m.
 
    
 
   The team waited in Mike's office anticipating the case to chase Angelino Marquit. They didn't want the time to grieve. They wanted their pinned up emotions to guide them. Raymond and Joe knew if Mike couldn't get this case, he would quit the Marshals. Dread filled their emotions, and they hoped Mike got his wish.
 
   Mike entered Deputy Director Craven's office and he was on the phone and he motioned for Mike to sit. Mike didn't want to sit, but he did anyway. The director got off the phone in within a few minutes. Mike sat there solemn. 
 
   The director sat in his overstuffed leather chair and took a deep breath. "Mike I'm so sorry to hear about Lana. She sacrificed her life for Joe and we will be eternally grateful." He was distracted by writing a phone number on a piece of paper.
 
   "Thank you sir, do you know why I'm here?" Mike decided if the director didn't give him this case, he was prepared to give him his badge and Glock. Mike usually took whatever assignments were given to him and many times he wanted certain assignment that the director didn't give him. This one he wanted or he would quit.
 
   "Raymond mentioned something about it." 
 
   Mike knew perfectly well Raymond did more than mention this case. "I would like for my team to hunt down Angelino Marquit." Just saying his name added fuel to Mike's fire that he felt deep down in his belly. He knew he would hunt Marquit down and kill him. He remembered Lana telling him she wanted to kill him. I'll get him for you, and I promise I'll kill him, thought Mike.
 
   The director looked in Mike's eyes to see if there were any telltale signs that Mike should or should not get this case. Because of the coolness Mike always showed he couldn't tell. "You are too emotionally involved," he finally said.
 
   "That makes me more determined, and besides it's not only me, it's also my team." Every word in that statement was a true as it gets. He knew Joe and Raymond would work overtime to catch this guy.
 
   "I knew you would come ask me for this case and I've talked to the FBI Director and we came to a conclusion."
 
   Mike's jaw tightened because he knew he would be asked to take a backseat to the FBI investigation. "What's that sir?"
 
   "Since the FBI started on a new serial killer case and they need all the men they can get. Normally, they wouldn't be pulling men from this case. But since you are so determined to catch him, they are willing to turn the case over to you."
 
   Mike half grinned and he knew he would work this case until he found him. Not only that, he would be in charge of finding this killer and nothing pleased him more. "I hear a-but in there."
 
   "Yes you do. You can only take three men besides yourself and one tech investigator. I recommend Gopher. He's the best at hacking and he's a deputy. Sara will have orders that assisting you will take priority. By the way, she asked me for this assignment. She loves you guys, and I don't understand why. They way you all tease her."
 
   "Yes sir. What about Ken Summers? Is there any way I can have him on the team?" Mike knew between Gopher's hacking and Kens profiling they would be an unstoppable team.
 
   Director Craven already heard about Ken and his computer, but both were out of his jurisdiction. "I'll have to talk to the FBI director, but I doubt he will give up him or his computer. But maybe I get all the help you need, even if it's long distance. Is that acceptable?" 
 
   "Yes sir, it is."
 
   "One more thing."
 
   "Yes sir."
 
   "You only have thirty days. See those boxes over there?" 
 
   Mike looked at the corner of the office and nodded. 
 
   "That's the case files and your thirty days starts at midnight. Good luck Mike and again my condolences." The director then hands Mike a piece of paper with all the FBI agents who had been working on the case. "I've been told you can have one agent to help, and if you want one that's up to you. Anyway, you have the list. They know more about Marquit than anyone else."
 
   "Thank you sir," Mike said as he glanced over the list of names to see if he recognized any of them and any he could trust. There were a couple of names.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Mike picked up two of the ten big boxes and walked into his office where Raymond and Joe were waiting. He sat the box on his desk and Raymond asked. "Well?" Through the years of working together he knew the answer before Mike spoke. He could read his face. Mike didn't have a poker face with Raymond.
 
   "The three of us and Gopher get the case and all the boxes are in the director's office. This is the first two. I also get one more person to help and I thought of someone, but I wanted to ask you both first. Her name is Jacque Real and she is a FBI agent. She has been following this guy for awhile. I know we probably won't need her, but she might prove to be valuable. What do you guys think?"
 
   Raymond and Joe looked at each other and Raymond shook his head no. "You know Mike, we have worked with the FBI before and it's hard to cross paths. There are too many alpha males or in her case moody females. I say no."
 
   Joe spoke next and said. "I have never worked with the FBI so I'm going to stay neutral."
 
   "Well how about we give her a week and if it doesn't work, we send her packing." Both men shook their heads yes. "Good, so let's go get the boxes," Mike said.
 
   Raymond grinned and said. "Let's go get them."
 
   Mike paused. "One more thing guys, I think I want everything set up at the beach house," Mike said looking at the guys to evaluate their reaction.
 
   Joe looked confused he thought Mike would not ever want to go back to the house.
 
   Mike answered their doubting glares. "I think the reminder of Lana will help us work harder and help us remember why we have to solve this case. There is one more thing."
 
   Both Raymond and Joe asked simultaneously. "What?"
 
   "We only have thirty days to solve this or it goes back to the FBI." 
 
   They all three smiled and Raymond said. "That's fifteen days longer than we need."
 
   Mike's phone rang. "Hey Sara what do you have for us?"
 
   She was so upset she could hardly talk. "Mike it's not good news. Not good at all."
 
    
 
   - The End -
 
    
 
   My next book is called The Party Line and it's for all ages and will be published by November 1st. The story is about a precocious little girl who visits her grandmother for a week in June 1971. She listens in on the party line telephone. Then she repeats what she hears, and then the trouble begins. Be sure to look for the book to read more…. Enjoy!
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc335818760][bookmark: _Toc335818989][bookmark: _Toc338146904]'Prologue'
 
   Dear Readers,
 
   You will be shocked by the story you are about to read. You will be even more shocked when you find out the story is about a ten year old girl named Gerty, and that's short for Gertrude. Her name is Gertrude Connor. This story takes place in a small town called Spiro Oklahoma during one week in June 1971. 
 
   Gerty is a precocious little girl with mousy brown hair that is as straight as a board that flows half way down her back. She is fifty-six and one quarter inches tall. The reason I know this is because she measures her height every week. She thinks a miracle will happen and her height will jump up to five-nine, the same height as her beautiful cousin Becca. Gerty is as skinny as a pencil and weighs a mere seventy pounds. Her puppy dog brown eyes could melt most little boy's hearts, but she could care less about the boys. She is more interested in music, and her favorites are The Jackson Five, Beatles, and the Osmond's. The Osmond's just came out with their new song Sweet and Innocent. Gerty saved her allowance and bought the 45 record, upset she paid an outrageous price of .59 cents. She has played the song at least one hundred times the past week. 
 
   Her birthday is in eleven days, four hours, and sixteen minutes and since she's almost eleven, why not go ahead and tell everyone she is eleven. Gerty hopes she gets an eight track player for her birthday, but deep down she truly wants a boombox. 
 
   I will be honest, you will laugh and be shocked by what I'm about to tell you. As you read this story some of you will call Gerty a brat, and some of you will say she needs more supervision, and most of you will say both. But the main premise of this story is about Gerty, a party line, and unsuspecting neighbors. 
 
   I'm sure many of you are wondering, what is a party line? A party line has to do with a telephone, better known today as just phone. People usually don't say the word telephone anymore. Maybe it's because we are in such a rush we have learned to abbreviate as many words as possible. But anyway, before I get into the definition of a party line, let me tell you a little bit about telephone history. Most people know the invention of the telephone happened in the late 1800's. Now that we know that, let's start with the 1900's. In 1928 Herbert Hoover was the first president who installed and used the first telephone in the White House. I bet you didn't know for him to make a telephone call, he had to use a telephone booth outside the executive office. In 1940 over 180 million telephone calls were made per day. By 1950 seventy-five percent of homes had party lines. But we'll get to that in a minute. 
 
   In 1962, the first year telephone numbers were given to customers. Before that, you had to ask the operator to connect you to the person you wanted to call. And guess what, the operator could listen in on your calls. Here's some more information about telephone operators. The secret service conducted a background check on all operators before they could start work. The government wanted to make sure they didn't hire any spies. In 1963 the first touchtone telephones were introduced. I imagine you have asked yourself, what is a touchtone telephone? The answer is -- your cell phone, it's touchtone. Before touchtone we had a rotary dial. Instead of pushing buttons, you had to turn a dial to make a call. They are similar to the children's play phones we have now. If you don't know what a rotary dial is ask your mother or grandmother. When you ask her she will smile, I promise. She will recall many great memories with that question. While you chat with her about it, ask her about the princess telephone introduced in 1959, especially the pink ones. In 1968, the 911emergency number was introduced and everyone knows all about 911.
 
   Finally, a trivia question I want to ask you. What year was the first cell phone call made? You will find out the answer at the end of the story. I bet most of you will be shocked by the answer. 
 
   Now let's get to the definition of party line. It is also called a shared line. It's a telephone number several homes share. That's right homes or houses. The most common were two, four, and eight party lines. Simply, it means two homes shared the same telephone number, or four homes shared the same telephone number or eight homes shared the same telephone number. If you have a four home party line, three of your neighbors have the same telephone number as yourself. Just think how crazy it would be if you were on an eight home party line, you would have seven neighbors with your telephone number. For example, let's say your telephone number is 555-5555, seven neighbors also had the same telephone number 555-5555. That's crazy, and it get's crazier. If your telephone rang, so did all you neighbors who shared the same party line. I bet now you're wondering how did the houses know which call was for them? You would know by the number of rings. The first house got one short ring. The second house got two short rings and …. you get the meaning. So if you were the eighth house on that party line you had to count eight short rings. If you're still confused, I think it will become clear once you read the story.
 
   If you have any other questions about party lines, ask your grandmother, and I'm sure she can tell you all about it. She might even tell you more than you want to know. 
 
                                                                         
 
                                                                                       Lora Lindy
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: _Toc339050117]Now the story begins![bookmark: _Toc338146905]
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc339050118]'List of the Families on the Four Home Party Line'
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc338146906][bookmark: _Toc339050119]One Short Ring: Cary and Hazel Carter. Cary was named after the actor Cary Grant and Hazel was named after her great grandmother. They were a couple in their early forties and he worked as a supervisor at a cannery in Fort Smith Arkansas twenty miles from Spiro Oklahoma. He had been with the company since he turned sixteen years old and quickly moved up the career ladder. One of the reasons for his rapid ascent in the chain of command was because of his laid back happy-go-lucky personality. He had to be a great guy to put up with Hazel's illnesses. Cary had brown hair and stands about six feet tall with an average build. He had what most women called dreamy eyes, just like Paul Newman. Every woman Cary ever met commented on his dreamy eyes. When people found out he was named after Cary Grant, they laughed. They said he should have been named Paul Newman Carter. The irony of it all, Cary and Hazel named their son Paul Newman Carter. When Hazel saw those beautiful blue eyes the minute he was born, she couldn't resist, poor little fellow.
 
   Hazel was a housewife who loved to read, especially love stories. She couldn't get enough of love stories and soap operas. Everyone loved the soaps especially the wife's who stayed home. In 1971 soaps were the number shows women watched during the day. If they talked about a new recipe, Hazel tried to cook it. If they showed a new hairdo, she tried to fix her hair the exact same way. If one of the stars got ill, she got sick even if the illness was a figment of their imagination. Hazel dyed her hair a medium brown, and she swears up and down she has never put any liquid color on it. She stood at five-feet-eight and squeezes into a size ten dress. Nobody could even begin to count how many times this woman let the buttons out of her dresses. Everyone smiles when she tells them she had been in a size ten dress since before she married over twenty three years ago. According to her, even though she gave birth to three children, she never lost her girly figure. But everyone loved Hazel, mostly for her drama.  
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc338146907][bookmark: _Toc339050120]Two Short Rings: Dustin and Patty Berry. Dustin was the chief of police and held that title for over twenty years. Everyone in the community loved Chief Berry and that was one of the reasons for his long tenure. He had sandy blonde hair and green eyes. His height towered over many people with his six-foot-six large frame. His stature and deep voice intimidated many criminals and small children. Once a little six year old girl lost her puppy and she went door to door in search of her beloved Oscar. When she walked up the chief's house and knocked, she had to lean her head way back to look at his face. 
 
   He asked with his scruffy deep voice. "Can I help you?" 
 
   Tears ran down her cheek and after sniffling for a few seconds she gathered the courage to answer him. "I lost my puppy, and you're scary." Then the little girl ran to her daddy. She cried her eyes out as she glanced back at the chief. She wanted to make sure this mean man didn't chase her. 
 
   The chief felt bad for her and drove around for two hours in search for a cute little puppy, then finally found a miniature Lassie. He found the puppy bouncing around as he barked at a squirrel he had run up a tree. Then he drove house to house in his neighborhood to find the little girl. At the end of the day the puppy and owner were reunited. Maybe that was the reason why everyone loved him so much. 
 
   His wife loved life. Patty had beautiful light brown hair that fell nearly to her waist. Her gorgeous hazel eyes melted her husband's heart. She was tall for a woman, six feet, and she towered over most men. But her stature was small and she weighed only one-hundred-thirty pounds. When she was young, she dreamed of pursuing a modeling career like Cheryl Tiegs, but it never worked out for her. 
 
   Patty met the chief just after she turned nineteen and they've been together for over twenty five years. One day he stopped her for a traffic violation and asked for her telephone number. Patty told this handsome policeman she would give it to him if he didn't give her a ticket. He didn't. The cute young lady wrote her number on the palm of his hand. From that moment on, they fell in love. 
 
   It was many years later when he told her he had his eye on her for a long time. He happened to get lucky when she ran a stop sign. They both laughed when she confessed that how they bumped into each other wasn't luck at all. She saw him and deliberately ran the stop sign.
 
   They have one son Sampson who had gone off to college on a basketball scholarship. He had no choice but to be tall, and he even towered over his father at six-foot-ten. All the Berry family was active in church, and Sampson happened to be engaged to the preacher's daughter Pricilla. 
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc338146908][bookmark: _Toc339050121]Three short rings: Jerrod and Sarah Hammond. Jerrod was a happy go lucky guy who never forgets his wife's birthday and maybe it's because they shared the same birthday. They were born the same year and the same day October 31, 1931. They met in kindergarten and since they shared the same birthday, they developed a strong bond. They did go through a time in junior high that they hated each other, and that hate lasted only a month. Jerrod always told people the time they hated each other was when they fell in love. 
 
   When Jerrod got a scholarship to UCLA, Sarah became heartbroken. After a month of anguish, she decided to go with him. Their parents had a conniption fit, so they married on a day befitting to them, Halloween. 
 
   Jerrod stood five-ten with a small frame, but his mischievous eyes make up for it. He had brown curly hair that frizzes in rainy weather. He had deep brown eyes and a smile that lit up the world. He was best known for his laugh and how he likes to joke around with people. Everyone loved him and that's the reason for his success as an insurance salesman. Allstate, part of Sears hired him right out of college. Four years ago they transferred him to Spiro. 
 
   Sarah took on the responsibility as being the down to earth partner in their relationship. She was the one who disciplines the children and keeps the house in order. She cheered in high school and volunteers as a coach for the Spiro Bulldog cheerleaders. She ran several miles a week and because she was so physically fit, her five-foot-five stature showed athleticism. Two years ago she ran the Boston marathon and patted herself on the back because she finished the race in the top ten percent. Her blonde hair, blue eyes, and fair skin stood out in a crowd, especially Spiro where many of the residents are Native American. 
 
   Jerrod and Sarah had a daughter and a son, Laurie and Lenny. People always commented on how Laurie looked identical to her mother but had her father's personality. She had beautiful hazel eyes with long blond straight hair and was athletic like her mom. 
 
   Lenny was opposite, he looks and acts just like his dad. Lenny got the curly brown hair like his dad. Even Jerrod and Lenny's eyes were a deep dark mysterious brown. The brown in their eyes appeared so dark you couldn't even tell where their pupils began. Laurie always told her brother his eyes reminded her of an alien. She even told him he came from another planet. When Lenny was little he cried when Laurie told him he came from an alien, now he clobbers her when she teases him. Laurie turned eighteen October 30. Her parents tried for the 31st, but missed it by sixteen minutes. But they made up for it with Lenny. He was born on October 31, and Lenny never lets Laurie forget it. He calls her the oddball of the family.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc338146909][bookmark: _Toc339050122]Four short rings: Bill and Bessie Pacer. They are Gerty's great aunt and uncle. Bill and Bessie met at the furniture manufacturing plant in Fort Smith forty two years ago. Once they married Bessie quit her job to take care of the home. For years they tried to have children, but they were never blessed. Between the two of them, they had hundreds of nieces and nephews who love them. 
 
   Since both of them were from Spiro, they stayed active in family gatherings and church functions through the years. They never missed a graduation or wedding. Bessie even tried to visit all the nieces when they became new mommies. 
 
   For decades Bill had been a hardworking man who turned sixty one years old last winter. Even though Bill only stood five-feet-nine, he still towered over Bessie's small five-foot frame. He had turned gray headed years ago. Although his years and gray hair told his age, his personality didn't reflect old age at all. His outgoing jolly spirit put everyone in a good mood. Nobody could ever remember Bill showing anger, nor could they remember him ever being in a bad mood. It was not in his nature.
 
    Bessie turned sixty one years old this past spring. She had also turned gray headed and didn't weigh one hundred pounds dripping wet. She walked everywhere and that kept her in shape. One day she estimated her and her sister Lenora walked about fifty miles a month. Bessie and Gerty's grandmother, Lenora Wallace, walk to town two or three times a week, sometimes more. Usually they bought groceries, but sometimes they only window shopped. It all depended on their mood. Bessie and Lenora were only fourteen months apart in age (Lenora's older), and they are best friends and have been all their lives. When Jeremiah, Gerty's grandfather was alive the four of them were inseparable. They all went to church together, ate together, and did everything together. When Jeremiah died in 1967, Bill never got over it because they were best friends. 
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: _Toc335818761][bookmark: _Toc335818990][bookmark: _Toc338146910]'The Beginning'
 
   Saturday
 
   June 5, 1971
 
   

[bookmark: _Toc338146911]Chapter 1
 
    
 
   "Come on Gerty, everyone is waiting on you. Tommy and your dad have already left for the car," yelled Gerty's mom, Ann Connor, as she grabbed a few items out of the pantry to put in the cooler. She knew they would drive straight to her mom's house because Harry hated to stop for anything. He said if they stopped, the three hour trip turned into a five hour trip. 
 
   On the way to the staircase Ann glanced at the dining room mirror next to the kitchen and looked at her reflection. Even though she had passed the ripe old age of thirty, she still had pretty features. Ann had high cheek bones with dark brown eyes and dark brown hair. She moved closer to the mirror for one quick glance for any gray hairs, she didn't find any. If one did pop up, she plucked it out immediately. Her shag haircut fell loosely around her face and it made her look at least five years younger. She tossed her hair with her fingers and glanced up the stairs. Gerty was nowhere in sight. 
 
   Ann yelled at her daughter from the bottom of the stairs. "Gerty, I'm not going to tell you again, we have waited on you for at least twenty minutes. You know how upset your dad gets when we don't leave right at nine o'clock." Ann glanced up at the black and white cat clock nailed on the wall above the stove. It read 9:09, Harry will have a conniption. Ann grabbed a bag and filled it with crunch 'n'munch, RC cola, Yoohoo's, and fruit. She put everything by the door, and went back for her Tab. Ann couldn't forget her Tab. After two kids she had to cut back every calorie possible. Ann tapped her foot and tried to think if anything had been forgotten, against her better judgment she grabbed some pop rocks and bottle caps for the kids. 
 
   Frustrated, Ann ran up the stairs to see what kept her daughter. "Gerty, we have waited on you for twenty minutes, and you better hope your dad doesn't come in to get you," said Ann as she walked into Gerty's bedroom. One quick glance around the room she noticed the empty suitcase and all the clothes haphazardly tossed everywhere. Ann got madder than a wet hornet.
 
   "Ann, do I look fat in this outfit?" Gerty asked while posing in front of the full length mirror standing upright in the corner of her bedroom. She loved that mirror. She practiced modeling hours on end in front of the antique mirror. Gerty and her friends pretended they were models on a New York runway making three dollars an hour, a ton of money. Then they thought of ways to spend the money. Gerty decided she wanted to buy a Volkswagen Karmann Ghia fastback. She didn't know anyone who had one, so she would be the first one in Tulsa to own one. 
 
   "I have told you a million times not to call me Ann, my name is Mom. You need to be more worried about the time. Your granny wants us to get there by noon, she will have lunch cooked for us," said Ann as she threw Gerty's clothes in the suitcase. This little toot didn't have one thing packed. Everything was thrown across the bed; shorts, socks, tennis shoes, tops, and her Sunday dress. Ann reached over and swatted her daughter on the bottom. "I'm giving you five minutes to get downstairs or I'll send your dad up here, and I don't think you want me to get him."
 
   "Did you wash my pedal pushers? I can't find my purple and white palazzo pants." Gerty bought a new yellow pheasant top the last time they were at TG & Y and it looked good with her multi-colored striped pedal pushers.
 
   "Everyone is in the car waiting on you," impatiently yelled Harry Connor as he slammed the front door. He stomped in the house and when he got mad everyone knew about it. His Irish skin turned red which made his red hair blend in with his face. His stocky six foot frame looked like a WWE wrestler. Gerty said her dad was built like Bruno Sammartino. Every time someone mentioned Bruno, Harry would chase the kids through the house and act like a wrestler chasing his opponent.
 
   "Now you're in trouble young lady, your dad has come in to look for us." She grabbed the pedal pushers that hung in Gerty's closet and threw them in the suitcase while heading for the door. "You have five minutes. Harry, we'll be down in a few minutes." As Ann walked out the bedroom door and she held up five fingers as a reminder to her daughter.
 
   Pushy, pushy, pushy! Grown-ups are always in a hurry, thought Gerty. She hummed the new Beatles song that just came out, Hey Jude. She closed up her suitcase and struggled to lift it off the bed. As it was dragged across the wood floor and it made a click, click, click as it crossed over the cracks. Someone needs to invent a suitcase that rolls, she thought still humming Hey Jude without a care in the world. 
 
   "Gerty, if I have to come get you, I will take away your record player for a month," said her dad madder than a hornet. He dreaded the day she started to wear makeup. This little girl was already late everywhere they went. He couldn't imagine how long it could take her when she started to get all dolled up, and started to wear all that junk on her face.
 
   "I'm coming, this suitcase is heavy and it took awhile to lug it downstairs," Gerty whined. She knew if she whined loud enough, her dad would come to her rescue.
 
   Harry walked up the stairs and grabbed the suitcase. "You know I wanted to be gone by nine. Now, it's nine-thirty, so you better go to the bathroom before we leave because I'm not stopping." 
 
   Ann listened to the anger in her husband's voice. Normally he tried to be a patient man, but he never had patience when it came to being on time. Ann smiled when she thought about how Gerty was born two weeks past her due date. Thinking back, she couldn't remember her ever being on time for anything. 
 
   Everyone piled in the 1968 Mercury Colony Station Wagon, and just before dad drove out of the driveway he asked one last time. "Does anyone need to go to the bathroom? Speak up now or hold it until we get to Granny's." He looked around and no one said anything. 
 
   Ann smiled as she thought no one dared say anything because they knew Gerty had already made Harry mad. Everyone knew to keep their mouths shut or dad would go into a tyrant for the next thirty minutes. 
 
   "Harry, did you remember to go by the gas station yesterday?" Ann asked wanting to change the subject.
 
   "Yes I did, I filled up at Gulf gas station, and next stop will be your mom's. I'm sure glad the stations started this self service option, the gas is cheaper. It's nice not having to pay to have my oil checked or my windshield to be washed. I can maintenance my car at home." He had calmed down and he reached over and squeezed his wife's hand. 
 
   "You know Spiro won't have any self service stations," said Ann as she pulled down the visor to block the sun.
 
   "I know, but I'll find a station that is self service and we'll fill up there, if not I'll stop at Stuckey's. It doesn't matter where we stop the price of gas is still high. Can you believe gas cost .36 cents a gallon, that's highway robbery?" He got mad every time he thought about the price of gas. 
 
   Ann wished she had never said a word. She knew he would gripe about the price of gas for the next fifty miles. "Now Harry you can't fuss, it has been .36 cents for almost a year." She always knew the price of gas because he never let her forget.
 
   He thought about what Ann said, then took a deep breath. "You're right honey, and I think it has been that price for a while. But it won't stay at that price if we don't get Nixon out of office. Maybe we'll get lucky and he'll resign."
 
   Ann couldn't win for losing, if it's not the gas prices its politics. "Now Harry, you know I don't like you to talk bad about our president in front of the kids. I want them to grow up and make their own choices," said Ann as she squeezed her husband's hand. She always knew what to say to calm him down and try to get him off the subject.
 
   "They can make any decision they want as long as they don't vote for Nixon," he said as his face turned red. His face always turned red when he talked about politics. "Since we're on the subject, I've wanted to ask you a question. Is your hometown Spiro named after our vice president Spiro Agnew?"
 
   "No, he's from Maryland, but his name did put Spiro on the map. People always ask me that same question, and I think Spiro is now as famous as New York City, all because of our vice president." 
 
   Out of nowhere their conversation was interrupted. "You touched me. Mom, Tommy is touching me," said Gerty annoyed. It happened every time they went anywhere. 
 
   "Tommy, please don't touch your sister," answered Ann. On one of these trips she planned to tie Tommy to the suitcase rack on the top of the car. Her last nerve couldn't take anymore.
 
   "I'm not touching her, I'm just getting really close to her face," Tommy said as he giggled. Tommy and Gerty were identical in looks. The only difference was his hair was curly and never combed, and it always looked windblown. Both got Ann's dark skin and brown eyes, and Harry was thankful they didn't get his white skin. The kids could play hours in the sun and get bronzed. If he spent five minutes in the sun without protection, he turned the color of a beet. 
 
   Gerty hated her seven year old brother. She couldn't wait to be alone with her granny for a week. A whole week! A week without this monster! She couldn't wait to get rid of her bratty brother. One day she planned on knocking the snot out of him. "Mom, his finger is almost picking my nose. Leave me alone you little brat. If dad hit's a big bump your finger will go up my nose and into my brain."
 
   "What brain?" Tommy giggled not moving one inch.
 
   "I can't wait to get away, I wish I could stay two weeks with Granny," chimed in Gerty as she put her finger up to her brother's face. She wanted to show him what it felt like, to have a finger nearly picking his nose.
 
   "I wish you would stay forever then I can be the only child," said Tommy while making clown faces at his sister.
 
   "You're disgusting," said Gerty.
 
   Without any forewarning Tommy took Gerty's finger and stuck it up his nose, giggling the whole time.
 
   "Oh my God, I've got cooties. You are the most despicable person on the face of the earth. You are a paramoeba," said Gerty as she tried to wipe the boogers off her finger. If mom and dad weren't in the car she would have clobbered him. 
 
   "Well, you're a … you're a….. a monkey face," Tommy screamed at her. His mind went blank, but at least he tried to make fun of her. "It's sad you have no friends and you have to look words up in the dictionary."
 
   "It's sad you're so dumb," said Gerty as she held her hand out the window to blow off the boogers.    
 
   Finally, Harry had enough. "Both of you stop fighting, and don't make me pull over this car. You know what happens when I pull over this car."
 
   Tommy laughed. "You'll sick mom on us."
 
   Everyone laughed. 
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