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Three bitches and a puppy

THEME PARK

Theme parks are fun for big and small children. Theme parks are places, were families come together and have a whole day fun, entertainment and adventures, together with some junk food, packed sandwiches and popcorn on a bench next to the roller coaster. They are packed with different areas, called worlds, different times and different recommendations for age, build and health conditions. They are showing animals, water attractions, information about certain topics and/or famous cartoon or TV/movie stars. Even they seem to be the same, they are all different instead of two things: everybody is sup-pose to have fun and nobody is suppose to be harmed. 

This theme park was like all the others when it doors opened in the morning and hundreds of people walked inside to get as fast as possible to their favorite attractions. Take the fastest one, the highest one, the wettest one, the funniest one, they were all great, they were all made for families, groups and single people, who wanted to have some fun. What this park wasn’t made for was the one thing, that brought a group of six people here: murder. 

“I wonder if we find some silver.” The young man with the blondish hair said. 

“I could use a new silver collar.” The reddish blonde lifted her shades. 

“Feels like going back to Texas.” The man with the Texan accent remembered his childhood. 

“Over thousand square yards of crime scene.” The voice of the brunette was without any emotion.

“Over hundred witnesses and only God knows how many suspects.” The afro-American man guessed. 

“One killer.” Was all the gray haired man had to say. 

The nightshift team of the Las Vegas crime lap was in the theme park, ready to find out, why in a park full of amusement, built to have fun, somebody died. 

“The whole team, you’ll love it.” Captain Jim Brass came out of the silver mine. 

“You want a whole team for one 419, Jim.”

“Gunshot wound to the head. Approximately three hundred people in the ride, the same amount waiting for a ride and another three thousand people in the park. Think I asked for too many people?”

“Do you have six officers at the scene?”

“Five dozen.”

“So you outnumbered us.”

“Feel free to get more of your people in here, you’ll need them.”

“Where are the three hundred, who were in the ride.”

“Most of them are in a separate room, as good as they could keep them together. You ask me, everybody had the chance to leave the group and go anywhere else. But at least nobody left the park; not through the door. A few want to go home.”

“A few?” 

“A few hundred.”

“Anyone of them could have fired the murder weapon.”

“You tell them.”

“Can we rule some out?”

“There are cameras all over the park, to look through all videos will take days. My men will take name and address. Problem is, not everybody has a license or I.D. with them.”

“Cath, Nick, you go to the exit and test everybody for gunshot residue, Warrick, do the same with the people in the room. Greg, you take the way from the entry to the ride and from the ride to the exit, cover also the area around this ride. Garbage bins, bushes, every place somebody can hide a gun. Sara, you come with me inside.”

“The ride is half a mile long.”

“The crime scene?”

“Half a mile long.” Brass made a grimace. “The vic was found when he as supposed to leave the ride. It’s loud, dark, nobody knows exactly where he got shot.”

“Do you have more good news?”

“I do, but I want to keep some for later. Enjoy the scene.”

“Thanks.” Grissom nodded to his team and everybody left to their designed areas. With Sara, he walked into the hall, that looked like a mountain, where people two hundred years ago worked to get silver and gold. An old mine, that didn’t bring luck to one man. 

David was inside the ride, examining the body. A long row of wagons were in front of them. There was no visible start or end. 

“Hey Grissom, hi Sara, where are the others?”

“Working on the rest of the scene; after the scene is the whole park. What do you have?”

“Dennis Mendez, forty-five years old, from Vegas. Wallet was in his pocket. Gunshot wound to the forehead, my guess is a nine millimeter. No other wounds, no defensive wounds, no signs of a fight. Blood in the wagon suggests he was killed in here.”

“Any idea where the killer had been?”

“Somewhere in front of him.”

“Thanks, I thought so.” Grissom turned to Sara. “Feel like looking for the primary crime scene?”

“Sure.” She took her flashlight. There was no real light inside the mountain. Step by step she made her way from the body in the mountain, looking on the ground, the wall and the ceiling for any traces of blood. Over a thousand square feet of a crime scene she had to check by herself. This would be a long night. After all it was already morning. 

Sara was around one hundred yards away from the body. A scene of a Mexican village in flames was in front of her. The house made of cardboard was in faked flames, a huge females doll was in the window in the second story, calling for help (Ayuda! Ayuda!), two male dolls, dressed as fire fighters, were in front of the house, pumping non existing water out of a wagon. On a wall was a life-sized horse standing, drinking out of a bucket and a drunken man was sitting backwards on it, laughing. 

“Creepy, isn’t it?”

Sara turned around. She hadn’t heard the detective coming closer. There was an officer half way back to the body (or where David had examined the body, they would be gone by now) and she assumed some others further inside. 

“Don’t do that to me, Sofia.”

“Scared, mujer?”

“What are you doing here? Get off my crime scene.”

“Secure the scene, there are hundreds of places where the killer could hide. Brass and me figured you guys prefer to have a former CSI walking around than an officer.”

She was right on that. At least Sara could be sure with Sofia around, the blonde didn’t touch things she wasn’t suppose to touch. 

“Found something?”

“It’s kind of dark here, I checked behind the cardboard buildings, wagons and whatever else is in here. I wish they’d turn off the noise.”

“Don’t change the scene.” Sara smiled. She shared the wish of the detective, it was annoying loud in here, but they had to see the scene the way the killer did. 

“Lucky me I’ll finish my round and leave you to this noise while I deal with the witnesses.”

“A few thousand.”

“Don’t forget to take fingerprints of the wagons, Sidle.” Sofia smirked. She was sure, Sara had more fingerprints to lift than she had people to talk to.

“Bite me.”

“No, gracias. Que le vaja bien, pava.”

“I don’t speak Spanish.”

“Lo siento. Adios.”

Sara pouted and turned. She could simply ignore Sofia, that was no big deal for her. There were some more important things in here than the detective…the next scene of her silver mine ride. She left the burning house and came to another part of the village. A pub. A man behind the bar who looked like he was his best customer (Salud!), a group of musician playing a flamenco sound and a Mexican woman on a table, dancing while four drunken men look at her. 

Sara tried to move any of the things on the table but it was glued and there was a lot of dust. An inch of dust meant, whoever was responsible to maintain this ride, didn’t care about a clean ride. It also told her, nobody had been around this scene, there would be shoeprints otherwise. The only print she found so far was likely Sofia’s, they looked like her boots. 

What an ending. You go to a theme park to have a nice day and end up shot. Did this guy know his killer? Was it a hit or a random killing? Who would hide in a ride to kill somebody? And why did nobody hear the shot?

The war scene next got her attention. A fort with around a dozen soldier dolls on top, shooting at around two dozen Mexican dolls that tried to capture the fort. Two ladders with men trying to climb the walls, two big canons some men with guns, a few shot and dead on the ground. This was a place where you could fire a real gun and everybody, who didn’t listen carefully or wasn’t trained on real guns, wouldn’t hear the difference. Could this be her primary crime scene? 

Carefully she walked along the fort, got behind it. There was no ladder or anything else to get on top of the fort. The dolls were on a small board, around a foot wide. Whoever had got them up, had a ladder and some technical help. She took more photos and got back on the battle field. If the killer hid behind a cannon, the big stone or pretended to be a doll and lay on the ground, he could have shot without anybody seeing him. The question was, how did he leave the battlefield? This ride was without an end, there were constantly people at the scene, he had no chance to move. 

What about surveillance? Brass hadn’t said anything about cameras, there had to be some, it was impossible to have people in here and no surveillance cameras. They needed the tapes, the killer could be on it. 

“You know you look like you belong to this scene.”

“I’ll shoot you the next time you’re creeping up on me.” Sara grumbled. She had her hand already on her weapon because Sofia’s scared her. 

“I thought you’re talking to witnesses.”

“I missed you.”

“Yeah sure, stop sucking up. What do you want?”

“Did you find anything yet?”

“No.”

“I like this for the primary crime scene.”

“So do I, but I can’t find anything. I thought of the fort, but there are no ladders behind. If the killer was on the battle field somebody must have seen him when he left here. The only shoeprint I found so far could be yours. At least it’s your size.”

“I’ll bring you my boots later to the lab, same with the ones of the officers. They were suppose to stay on the walkway…”

“The walkway is clean, people walk here every day, I can’t get any good print from here but yes, give them to us. Or at least a print of them. What about surveillance?”

“There’s no photo service like in other rides, seems like this isn’t exciting enough to have it as a memory. Surveillance is everywhere, but not good enough to see a lot. I took a look at it, you can see when somebody gets up, you can’t see what the people are doing with their hands. This is the oldest ride in the theme park and so is the surveillance.”

“The killer might have known that.”

“Could be.”

“An insider?”

“Do you know this theme park?”

“No, I’ve never been to it before.” Sara wasn’t into theme parks. Too many people in one park and much to many people in a row to get on a ride. It was too close to comfort here most times. 

“I was here as a child, I can remember riding this one when I was here with my dad. I was in primary school.”

“Which takes us how back how long? How many decades? Centuries?” Sara grinned evil.

“Probably around the time when you finished university.” Sofia shot back dryly.

“Yeah I was a very clever child and finished it early.”

“I doubt you were a child. Anyway, the new rides have new surveillance, this one has a systems that’s around ten years old. It’s a slow ride, nothing can happen in here, nothing ever happened in here.”

“That changed today.”

“Yes. Grissom is still working on the wagon the body was found in. It looks like you’re on your own here.”

“I am – until you come along and scare me.”

“No need to be scared, Sara, I take care of you. We detectives know, you CSI guys need protection.”

“Can’t you just leave me alone and work?”

“I can. See you later.”

“Make it much later and I’ll be happy.”

“Pave.”

“Whatever.” Sara turned and made her way to the next theme. Sofia was today even less useful than she was other days.

Sara sighed. She was tired, she wanted to go home, she had worked fourteen hours. Instead of going home, catch some sleep, she had to go to the lab and from there to the police department. They had found the two people, who were next to the body in the wagon. Two children. 

“I thought Grissom would come along.” Sofia looked as tired as Sara was and the brunette could see it.

“He talks to the owner of the theme park, who just arrived from Dallas.”

“Will the park be closed for a couple of days?” Sofia got a coffee from the vending machine and handed it over to Sara. “It’s disgusting, it’s hot, it’s full of caffeine.” She warned.

“Thanks.” Sara smiled slightly. At one point you have to choose between being awake and having an upset stomach, or being too tired that you’ve no idea, what the one next to you talks about. Sara knew, she wasn’t far away from the second state. 

“Is this the last thing you’ve to do today? Or is there any work at the lab waiting?”

“There’s a lot of work waiting, but I hope I can catch four or five hours of sleep.”

“Six or seven?”

“Not enough time for that.”

“I know that problem.” Sofia threw her empty plastic cup away. She left the rest of the coffee in it, it got more disgusting the closer she came to the last sip. Sara imitated her. Sofia was right, this coffee was disgusting, now Sara felt so sick, she wasn’t that tired anymore.

“Ready?”

“Yeah. Are they in with the parents?”

“The parents and a psychologist.” Sofia opened the door and let Sara walk in first to close the door behind her. 

“Misses Balko, Mister Balko, I’m detective Curtis, that’s Sara Sidle with the crime lab. Doctor Weinberg.” Sofia sat on the empty side of the table, facing the three adults and the two children. Sara sat next to the detective. She guessed the children, two girls, around six and nine. 

“And who are these two lovely young ladies?” She asked the two girls.

“Mary-Anne.” The older one said.

“Madeleine.”

“Nice names. Did your parents tell you why you’re here?”

“Somebody got hurt in the theme park.” Mary-Anne said. 

“That’s right. Can you remember the Silver Mine? The carousel you were in a wagon and drove through the wild west?”

“Yes.”

“You were sitting next to a man.”

“Madeleine was next to the man.” The father said. 

“Why were the children not with you?” Sara asked. 

“We had the baby with us, there wasn’t enough space for the two girls, so they sat in front of us.”

“A baby?”

“He’s with my mother, he’s seven months, we didn’t take him here.”

“That’s alright, he is better off where he is now.” A seven months old baby wasn’t a witness and no help in a case like this. “What can you tell us about the drive? Did you hear anything unusual?”

“We’ve been to this theme park twice before, the ride was like all the times before. Nothing seemed to be different until we got stopped at the end. We didn’t know it was because of the man next to the girls until your colleague told us.”

“Do the girls have to hear all this?” The mother asked anxious.

“We need their clothes in case there’s some evidence on it.” Sara said.

“Their clothes?”

“Yes. We’ll give them something to wear, I can go with them to another room while you talk to detective Curtis. This way they don’t hear any details.”

“I’ll come with them to make sure they’re fine.” The psychologist offered. 

“Our babies…” The mother started.

“They’ll be fine and it will be faster this way?” Mister Balko looked at Sofia, who nodded. 

They waited until Sara, doctor Weinberg and the children were gone. 

“Do you know who shot the man?” Mister Balko asked. 

“We’re investigating that.”

“If I think whoever did that could have hit our children…” Misses Balko started to cry. Sofia wanted to soothe her, tell her, her children were at no time at risk, but she couldn’t do that. She had no idea, if that was true, she was afraid it was more likely, the children had been at risk when they were in the Silver Mine. Even when the shooter had the victim as his aim, it was dark, it was easy to miss your target. 

“They’re fine, there’s no evidence they were the target. Did you see anybody walking around? A electrician? Somebody dressed in the outfit of the park employees? 

“No. Everybody was in the wagons.”

“Did you see the man talking to anybody? Was he waiting in front of you? Behind you?”

“He must have been in front of us. I didn’t notice him, I was busy with our son while my wife looked after the girls. I remember, I looked at him when the girls had to sit next to him, like, you know, I wanted to make sure, he’s alright. He didn’t seem to be a threat, an ordinary man. I was wondering why he was alone in the park, but then again, it’s in the middle of the week, I guess it’s not the best time for an ordinary family. If the school of the girls hadn’t been closed for the day, we would have had an day like every day before. But we thought it’s the perfect opportunity to have an half empty theme park, to see more, to do more because you don’t have to wait for such a long time.”

“It’s not your fault.”

“Our girls…they’ll get nightmares.”

“They never saw what happened to the man.”

“They’ll find out.”

“The psychologist will stay with your children and your family, you can call her, she’ll come along when you need her.”

Sofia tried her best to get as much information from the parents and to calm them as she could. Both didn’t work too good, they couldn’t tell her if the man had talked to anybody, if anybody was interested in him or who was sitting in front of them. 

When the parents took the girls away she joined Sara and doctor Weinberg.

“Anything from the girls?”

“Nothing. They were too busy watching the different scenes.” Sara had a quarter in her hands to get a new coffee, considering if she wanted a new boost of caffeine to stay alert or if she should listen to her body and go home instead of punishing it another time. 

“Want a coffee?” She looked at Sofia who shook her head. She couldn’t handle more than one of these coffees a night. Day.

“How bad is it?” Doctor Weinberg asked.

“Worse.”

“Do I have to drink it when I don’t like it?”

“Everybody will understand when you throw it away.”

“In that case I’ll take a risk.”

Sara got the coffee out.

“Thanks Sara.”

“You’re welcome.” No coffee for herself, her stomach just told her. “What did the parents tell you, Sofia?”

“Nothing. They didn’t notice the man before the girls were sitting next to him. The father had a look at him, to see who was next to his daughters, made the decision he looked alright and that’s it. They checked a few times on the girls during the drive, everything was fine. Nobody paid attention when he didn’t got up to leave the wagon.”

“You’re an assistant in a fun ride, a person with a bullet sits in the wagon, don’t you notice immediately?” 

“I saw only pictures, but it looked to me like there wasn’t much blood, there was a bullet hole. First of all it’s not that bright in these place, you could take it as a culture or religious sign, you don’t have to be Indian to be Hindu.” Doctor Weinberg guessed. “Second there’s so much face painting going on, people are crazy, maybe somebody wants to walk around the whole day like a victim of a shooting.”

“People are crazy? What kind of statement is that? From a shrink?” Sara chuckled. 

“You don’t agree?”

“Never said that, just wondered about the unprofessional statement, doc.”

“Got a better idea?”

“People are evil. Simple plain evil.”

“I can’t agree on that.”

“Do we get a profile of the killer?”

“Nobody requested that and I’m not a profiler.”

“You’re a psychologist, you live in people’s head. What is going on in a head of a person who shoots a – so far – stranger in a fun ride?”

“If he was a stranger? There are some mental diseases that could made him believe this man was a personal threat.”

“Paranoia.” 

“For example. That leads me to the question, how did he get the gun in? By entering the theme park the security system should give alarm to the security men.”

“An employee?”

“He got the gun in, he seemed to know where and when to shoot, that nobody saw and heard him. This was planed by somebody, who knows a lot about the Silver Mine.”

“You suggest we should talk to the employees.”

“The employees who work or worked in the Silver Mine, maintenance people.”

“A few dozen suspects.”

“More important suspects. It’s not like the other people around are not people of interest anymore.” Sofia sighed. She was afraid it was her job to get them all in, check on them and talk to them. 

“Are you going to get them all in now?”

“I’ll leave that to my coworker from day shift. I doubt, I’m able to drive a few times through Vegas to get people of interests in, neither am I able to interrogate them. I need a few hours of sleep, otherwise I won’t be a help anymore.”

“I know somebody else who needs some sleep.” Doctor Weinberg looked at Sara.

“Yeah, I know.” She got with her hands through her face, tried to rub away the fatigue. “We meet again later, Sofia?”

“Yeah. I’ll leave it to my coworker to send the top five in for tonight. Anybody with a sheet or who comes up with something else to them. Will you be back with me? Eight o’clock?”

“I’ve no idea if I’ll be here or in the lab, I guess it depends on how the guys got on with the evidence. Seven?”

“Eight.” Doctor Weinberg answered for Sofia. “You need some sleep, Sara. Let me tell you as a doctor.”

“You’re a shrink, not a doctor.”

“The sign on my door says I’m Doctor Weinberg, that makes me a doctor. I’m a doctor of medicine, you know that.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever.”

“I take that as a yes for my eight. I do need some sleep, without any advice of a doctor. See you later, Sara. Thanks doc.”

“You’re welcome, detective.”

Sara was back at the scene instead of the lab or the police department. There had been only a single tiny blood spot on the shirt of the older girl, who sat right next to the man. Sara’s job was now, to walk along the whole left side of the fun ride and hope to find another blood drop. She used Luminol and worked her way in the Silver Mine, yard by yard. It was slow work, it would give her backache, but other than in the morning, she could work in silence. Not having music, screaming people and other noises around her, it was a kind of relaxing. There were two officers at the entrance and exit of the fun ride, inside she was alone. 

When she was done with the area on the left, she had to do the same with the wagons. Here she had a little help. Archi had calculated with some help of his computer which wagons were likely the one she was looking for. He used the time the body was discovered, the speed of the fun ride and size of the wagons. They hadn’t moved the ride, Sara had to start at the place where people got off and walked into the Silver Mine. But that laid ahead, she had to concentrate on what she was doing now.

Another yard without blood. She wondered what kind of traces she mind find. She remembered the time they had investigated the roller coaster accident in another theme park. Having sex in a running roller coaster was unusual. If she found the same traces here? It was dark, cozy, the wagons moved slowly, the perfect place for couples to be alone. Or to feel like they’re alone. 

There was something. She was in the Mexican village. A spot shinned in her light. Cross section dimension of a foot, too big. She got an example, took photos but her guess was, she found a place somebody had used bleach. By taking out the wooden board of the path they could check for hidden blood splatter. 

She marked the place and went on. It was something, but very likely not what she was looking for. Step by step she worked her way through the village, took no time for a second look at the scene around her, the grotesque looking dolls, making shadows that could look dangerous when you were easy to frighten. Or very suspicious. 

She left the war scene behind, a little bit disappointed she didn’t find anything there. She liked it as the primary crime scene most. The sound of bullets, the perfect place to shoot somebody without making people suspicious where the shot came from. But no matter how good she looked, there was nothing. 

Back to another Mexican village. Why did they call it ‘Silver Mine’ there was no scene with people working in a mine. The only thing about mines, Sara could recall, was a man with a carriage, trying to force his donkey in the mine. The carriage had been too big for the small animal and he was whipping the donkey to make it pull harder. 

“Don’t be scared.”

A nice warning but hearing a voice out of the blue scared Sara for a second. She took her flashlight and found Sofia a few yards away. 

“What are you doing here?”

“I want to see if you found something and do a check. Two officers are outside, we both know there are other ways to get in. Call it checking on the CSI.”

“The CSI is fine.”

“Found something?” Sofia stood on the right side of the wagons, knowing Sara was working on the left and she was more likely not to destroy evidence on the other side. 

“I found something, I guess a place somebody worked with bleach. The splatter is too big to be a blood spatter from our case. What we found on the girl’s shirt was tiny, this had a cross section dimension of a foot. Only tiny spots on his shirt, I’m looking for something in the same size.”

“The war scene?” Sofia liked that area as their primary crime scene too.

“Nothing.”

“Bugger. With a silencer he could be killed anywhere and nobody heard anything.”

“Somewhere in here. You talked to the employees?”

“Yeah, I got no vibe from them. And they all had somebody, who could verifier their whereabouts. I need to check if maybe two of them planed this together, than again, nobody could remember the guy, nobody saw him before. When you know your target is in this ride, you get prepared for it, you need to know that he really comes here. Is he a regular? Comes here like ones a month, always the same day, always the same time for the same rides? Then somebody must have know him, recognize that he was here often. We got nothing of him.”

“He had a single ticket, no year around pass, only for yesterday.”

“Living in Vegas we’re used to that everything is open 24/7, but since when do theme parks join this craziness?”

“It was a special week, only this week the theme park was open 24/7. Most people use the early morning because it’s too hot around noon.” The temperatures had reached over hundred twenty the last two days, even people, who loved the sun, preferred to stay from eleven to three in the afternoon inside. 

“The Balkos arrived at six, went straight to here.” Sofia said. “They wanted to be here until ten, eleven, go back home for a nap and come back around three. The tickets are valid for twenty-four hours.”

“I wonder when they check on the rides. Will there be no checking for one week?”

“They’ll be checked during the night. Each ride will close for two hours to get checked. The Silver Mine was checked…” Sofia got her notepad out and looked for the information she had written down earlier. “…from one to three. Everything was alright.”

“If we keep thinking of an employee as the perpetrator, this was the best time to prepare the killing.”

“Yeah but why…” Both heard the little click and before Sara could react, Sofia, who had changed from the right side to the left side, standing where Sara had worked already, jumped and got them both down. She had no idea where exactly the click had come from, the only thing that was available as a shield was an old wooden box. 

There was no bang, there was no whiz in the air of a bullet, but Sofia was sure, she heard somebody loading his gun. She had her gun out, tried to locate the other person. 

Nothing.

Only silence. 

“LVPD, make yourself visible!” 

Nothing. It was quiet like it was before. 

“Are you alright?” She asked Sara.

“I’ll be better if you go off me.”

“Sorry.” Sofia got off Sara, stayed close to the box while her eyes tried to search for the person with the gun. 

“You tried to shield me, it’s your job.” Sara sat up. She had heard the same like the detective. Somewhere somebody had loaded a gun. She didn’t hear this person fire it, but she was sure, there was somebody. 

“I need to call back-up.”

“Tell them not to walk on the left and not to destroy any evidence.”

“Sara, our security…”

“You get a dozen of elephant officers inside, I can go home and there’s no need to come back because the scene will be contaminated.”

Sofia sighed. She knew Sara was right, but she couldn’t let this person get away.

“Possible suspect on the run, control the area around the Silver Mine. He must leave it somewhere.” She said in her cell phone and got her attention back to Sara. “I’ll keep the officers out, let them secure all possible exits. You know, I’d prefer to get you out here, have the whole place searched and let you go on after it. Yes, evidence will be destroyed, but your life is worth more than a blood splatter.”

“People got sent to prison for a single blood splatter.”

“We’re not looking for blood of the perpetrator, we’re looking for blood of the vic to find the primary crime scene.”

“We?” Sara asked slightly amused.

“I’ll stay with you. At least you’ve your vest on.”

“Yeah.” Sara was thankful to wear her bullet proof vest, it has caught some of the pressure when Sofia got her down. It was painful, Sara was sure, she got some bruises, but it could have been worse without the vest. 

“No whiz, no footsteps, noise at all. Under different circumstances I’d say, it was our imagination that heard the loading of a gun.”

“We both heard it, Sara. It was real.” Sofia tried to see some-thing with her flashlight. All she saw was the Mexican scene, it looked like a few hours ago, when she was in here the last time. Nothing seemed to have changed.

“Sofia!” Sara had used her flashlight to look around too. She pointed the light to a doll with a gun, sitting in a bucket. 

Sofia wanted to tell her it was a doll, but what if somebody left the gun with a doll? It looked like it belonged there. Carefully the detective walked to the doll to get a closer look at the gun. 

“It’s not real.”

“It was only an idea.”

“I’ll check the other dolls with guns. If anybody was here and left, it would be smart to leave the gun here. You can tell the police you were maintaining when they asked, they find a gun on you, you’ll be a suspect.”

“I’ll go on with the spray.” 

“Don’t walk too far alone.”

“By the time I’m done with this area you’ve checked the whole ride for real weapons.”

“You’re not that slow, Sara.”

“Maybe you’re that fast.” Sara smiled and got her gear back. 

She hadn’t made another five yards when Sofia called out her name. 

“Sara.”

“Yes?” The brunette turned and saw the blonde pointing up. On a bridge a doll with a gun was sitting. The gun pointed in the direction the wagons came from. 

“Got a ladder?”

“No.”

“I’ll get one, this guy has a gun pointing towards the wagons.”

“If the killer was up there, somebody had seen him. And the gun doesn’t look like somebody threw it up, it’s placed.”

“Exactly. How handy if the doll kills the target while you’re far away.”

“You think the doll shot…it’s possible, a mechanic hand, pulls the trigger. With a camera on the doll you see when your target comes along. All you have to do is to prepare a doll, push a button and you’ve your target dead and have a alibi because you were far away.”

“I see, we think the same direction. I’ll be back in a minute, try to stay out of the line of fire.”

“You won’t jump at me again?”

“I would, but I’m afraid it’s too painful to do it all the time.”

“Yeah I’ll have some bruises.”

“Better safe than sorry.”

“I feel sorry and so should you.”

“For hurting you, yes. For trying to safe your life, no.”

Sofia left and Sara took another look up to the doll. If that was really the murder weapon she could do another two yards top and had to stop then. How far was she away from the place people got in and out of the wagons? Two hundred yards? She got her cell phone out.

“Archi, when the primary crime scene was two hundred yards away from the place go in and out of the wagons, will our wagon still the in the area your computer had told you?”

“Give me a second, Sara.” She heard him working on the task board. With the distance they could find out the exactly TOD.

“Yes, that fits in perfectly. You found the primary crime scene?”

“I’m not absolutely sure, I’ll let you know when I’ve the evidence I need.” She stepped a little bit more to the left. Usually when the gun aimed to the one on the right in wagon, she was safe on the footpath but like Sofia said, it was better to be safe than sorry. 

Carefully she sprayed the area and really, there was a tiny glowing spot. One single drop, like on the shirt of the girl. Sara took a few photos.

“Got a ladder.” Sofia was back.

“Got a splatter.” 

“First the gun then the scene?”

“Yes, supervisor.”

“You’re the CSI, I’m only a serving detective. If you want you can do this alone.”

“No, you’re quite handy.” Sara grinned and walked to Sofia. They got the ladder on the bridge and tried if it was steady.

“It should hold, shouldn’t it?”

“It’s wood, it will hold you.”

“Me? You’re the CSI. I’ll hold the ladder for you.”

“Great.” Sara grumbled. She wouldn’t mind Sofia climbing up and getting the gun. Step by step she climbed up the ladder until she was on the same height like the doll. 

“That’s a real gun. Or a toy gun that looks like a real one. All the others don’t look real, this one does. We need the doll down and the bridge in the lab.”

“The owner will love you.”

“It’s not my job to be loved by people. I won’t remove the gun in case there’s a mechanism connected.” She came back down. 

“The doll, the bridge, what else do you want?”

“The wagon he died in and a huge sundae covered with fruits.”

“I’ll deliver the sundae later to your place, the wagon has to go to the lab.” Sofia smirked. 

“I prefer the sundae at my place and not in the lab. Too many thieves around….Gil?” She had her cell on her ear. “We found a weapon and there’s blood around that area. Odds are good we found the murder weapon. Problem is, it’s connected to a doll, that sits on a bridge. I need help and a truck or something, that can get all these things in the lab. Plus the wagon, I still need to find.”

“I’ll be there with some help.”

“Thanks.”

“Want to go on with looking for the wagon or do you want to stay here?” Sofia asked.

“Well, we have no evidence anybody is or was around, but I want to stay with the crime scene. Nobody will steal the wagon but you never know, who’s around and wants to get the gun or the doll.”

“Your personal bodyguard will stay with you.”

“Of course will my gun stay with me. What about you, Rambo?”

“Funny CSI.” Sofia sat in a wagon. After a few seconds Sara joined her. There was no reason to stand around. She couldn’t do anything with the doll, gun or bridge and the wooden board with the blood splatter had to be cut out.

“It has a silencer.”

“Huh?” Sofia looked confused. Her thoughts were far, far away, Sara’s sentence got her out of her thoughts. 

“The gun has a silencer. I doubt a Mexican bandito two hundred years ago had a silencer on his gun.”

“I wouldn’t bet on that. Why are the banditos always the Mexicans? I’m sure there were at least the same amount of Caucasian bandits around, but everybody blames the Hispanics.”

“White arrogance?”

“WASP.”

“That was the same. Only white people are good, as a blonde with blue eyes you’re perfect.”

“Can’t find anything wrong with brunettes with brown eyes.” Sofia grinned. 

“They’re alright, but the blondes with the blue eyes are the perfect people.”

“That’s sick. Wasn’t Billy the kid blond?”

“He had blue eyes I don’t remember his hair color.”

“So why are people with blue eyes not bad people?”

“Because then you wouldn’t be a detective, detective. You’d be a bandito in prison.”

“Not the place I want to be.”

“I think this fun ride is an homage to all Mexican, people who were forced to work in mines. At least I understand it like that.”

“Drunken, gambling, shooting, fighting against the army in a fort? They’re the bad boys again.”

“I didn’t know you’re into human rights.”

“I’m not an active member or so of a group, I was just wondering. Seeing these scenes the last two nights made me think a bit. White people, who killed other people, become a hero, like Billy the kid, all the others are evil.”

“Our society likes to make people to hero. They’re the hero of a day, get some fans, they keep on admiring the guy, but the rest forgets everything. And people tempt to see only the things they like in other people. You made the decision you like somebody, everything this person does you’ll see much more positive than things other people do.”

“Is that why everything I did, when we worked together in the lab, was wrong?”

“I never said that.”

“You thought that.”

“I wasn’t sure if you weren’t on our shift to check on Grissom and tell Ecklie if he made any mistakes.”

“Ecklie demoted me, why should I be his spy?”

“To get your old job back?”

“That’s cheap.”

“Happens all the time.”

“You thought I’d do that?”

“I didn’t know, I didn’t want to risk something. Now I know I was wrong and I’m sorry for that.”

“Were you jealous because you thought I was interested in Grissom?”

“Grissom and me are not together.”

“I didn’t say that, but you don’t have to answer the question.”

“We’re not in court, I don’t have to answer anything.”

“True.”

After another fourteen hours of work and a sleep of around six hours Sofia was back on her feet again. She had two more hours before she had to be back at the department – if nobody called her in early. 

With a cool bag in her hand she rang a door bell. A bell she had never rang before. 

The door wasn’t opened by the person she expected, which got her confused for a second. Did she ring the wrong bell? How could it be to ring the wrong door bell and end up with a person you know. Or at least knew the name of.

“Detective Curtis, what a nice surprise. I didn’t know you would come along.”

“I’m…”

“Jules? Did you get the door? I’m right there.” That was the voice of the person she wanted to see. 

“Come on in, detective.”

“I don’t want to…”

“You came here for a reason, a cooled reason.” Doctor Weinberg pointed to Sofia’s cool bag with a smile. She was in short jeans and a top, not looking like she was on duty.

“Yes I…”

“Here I am, who is…Sofia!?!” Sara’s eyes were full of surprise. Surprise and some panic and disbelieve.

“I wanted to bring you the sundae.” Sofia wished she had never made the decision to come here. What had gotten into her head to make the decision to visit Sara Sidle, the person with the highest denegation for sharing private time and private life with somebody else? She must have lost her mind. In that case it was good that doctor Weinberg was here, she could bring Sofia to a psychiatric hospital. 

“The sundae?”

“The wagon and the sundae? I told you I’ll bring it to you.”

“I never thought you meant it.”

“Look at the two of you, standing here like school girls. Tell the detective to come in, I’ll leave the two of you alone.”

“There’s no reason why you…” Sofia started but the doctor stopped her with a simple wave. 

“I was on my way out anyway. I’ll call you tomorrow, Sara. Stay safe and don’t work too much again. Same for you, detective.”

“Thanks doc.”

“Say hello to DD.”

“I will. Bye.” The doctor left them and closed the door behind. For a second Sara and Sofia stood in the hallway, not sure what to do or say next. 

“I’m sorry for interrupting something.” Sofia mumbled. 

“You didn’t interrupt anything, Jules was on her way home. I’m just puzzled. You really have a sundae in your cool bag?”

“Two.”

“I think we should eat them before they’re nothing more than a sauce.”

“A sauce with fruits.”

“Sounds good to me.” Sara made a sign to Sofia to follow her. The tension had fallen of the brunette a little bit, but she was still not relaxed. 

“Have a seat on the balcony I’ll get us some spoons. Do we need anything else?”

“No, it’s all here.” 

“Okay.”

Sofia walked through the living room, trying not to look too obvious around. She had imagined Sara’s place like a geek house, plain, no fuzz, filled with books, kind of dark. What she found was the complete opposite. Cozy furniture, a couch in blue with bright light green and orange cushions, photos of landscapes, a dart board. There were books, books shelves, but they were in pine wood, made the room brighter and white stone floor added it’s part to this bright and welcoming place. 

The big plants in the living room were outnumbered and outbid by the plants on the balcony. Palms, bushes and something that looked like bamboos, made the balcony a save haven, where you had not to fear the curious eyes of neighbors. It was a little garden on a five by ten area. The colorful wooden chairs and the rainbow colored wooden table gave the place some color. 

“Take a seat. Do you need the sunshade?” Sara was back with two spoons. 

“No, there’s barely any sun on the balcony.” A big orange-green awning kept most of the sun away. 

“It gets pretty hot here in the afternoon.”

“I think so.” The balcony faced the south, Sara had a sunny place for most time of the day, Sofia reckoned. She opened her cool bag and was pleased that the sundae looked almost like it had looked five minutes ago when she got it in the bag.

“Covered with fruits.” It was impossible to see the ice cream under the fruits of Sara’s sundae. On the contrary Sofia’s sundae was covered with chocolate sauce and cookies. 

“Somebody eats healthy today.” Sara grinned. 

“I leave that to you, I’ll eat unhealthy and will walk around the whole night with a wide chocolate grin.”

“A brown face.”

“I think, I can manage to eat my sundae without having half of it in my face.”

“If not you’re free to use the bathroom to clean yourself up.”

“Thanks.” 

They dunked their spoons in the sauce and fruits and ate quiet for a minute or so. The ice cream was soft, but not too soft. As soon as it hit the tongue it became a cold flavored milk river that put a smile on both women’s faces. 

“She’s a friend.” Sara said out of the blue.

“Huh?” Sofia wasn’t sure if she got the thoughts of the brunette, didn’t want to risk anything by guessing. 

“Jules. Doctor Weinberg.”

“I thought so.”

“She’s a good psychologist.”

“Tell me if it’s not my business, is she your psychologist? I know she works for the department since a year to two and I know Ecklie made you go to therapy, because he can’t handle you.”

“Nice of saying I lose my temper too often. He can’t handle me, I need to tell him the next time. Jules works with the department since five years, she was my therapist three years ago, that’s how we met. When it was clear our relationship wasn’t professional anymore – which was very fast - I went to somebody else and we became friends. Some call it a malpractice, because she was my psychologist and didn’t stop our relationship developing in another direction, I think, she did nothing wrong. Find out you found a friend is nothing bad, we stopped the professional thing, I got my therapy hours with somebody else, Ecklie was happy and I had a new friend.”

“You didn’t go to her because you wanted psychological help, you went to her because your boss told you to go there. I think there’s a difference between going somewhere because you have to go there and going somewhere because you need it.”

“You think I didn’t need to learn to keep my temper?” Sara grinned. 

“I think I don’t want to answer that question.” Sofia shot back with a smirk. 

“Fair enough.”

“Why do you tell me about your relationship to doc Weinberg? It’s none of my business who you meet in your condo.”

“We work together, you meet the psychologist of our current case in my condo, makes you wonder what she’s doing here and why I didn’t mention that I know her.”

“That the two of you have more than a professional relation-ship was obvious.”

Not only these words but also the way Sofia said them, like she was talking about the weather, made Sara stop eating her ice cream. 

“Why?”

“She called you by your first name. You wouldn’t allow that somebody, you haven’t met before, you don’t like. Don’t look so surprised, I’m a detective and I’m worth my money sometimes.”

“Most times.”

“Thanks. Did she show you how to act kind today?”

“Bitch.”

“She didn’t.” Sofia grinned. 

“No matter what I do, I’ll never come close to your sundae. I can’t believe you really came along with one.”

“I keep my promises. See it as making up for the bruises I gave you by jumping on you.”

“You did your job, you protected your CSI.”

“She wasn’t in danger.”

“We didn’t know that at that time.”

“So I’m excused? Good to know. Am I allowed to ask a professional question about the doc?”

“You’ll find out when you get an answer or not.”

“Working with the children, talking to the parents, can’t she give us a profile of the killer?”

“She told you, she’s not a profiler.”

“She’s a shrink, she’s in other people’s head. Can she get in the head of the killer when she sees the evidence, talks to witnesses?”

“I’m not a psychologist, I’ve no idea what you need to get in somebody’s head. Fact is, she can’t give you an official profile on the killer, it’s not her job. What do you think will the Sheriff do, if she gives you a profile, you start looking for this person, she was wrong, and the real killer goes on killing?”

“A profile could be a help, it doesn’t have to be an officially one.” Sofia cocked her head. “She’s a friend of you, can’t you talk her into giving you an unofficially profile?”

“Ask her yourself, she’s in the department tonight.”

“You won’t do that?”

“I won’t ask for a personal favor in a job related case, no.”

“Okay, I’ll ask her. One more question and then I’m done with that topic: if she gives me a profile, would you – not as her friend but as somebody, who had worked with her – believe in her profile?”

“She’s a great psychologist.” Sara repeated. She wouldn’t agree or disagree on that question. It wasn’t Jules’ job to make a profile on somebody. But being able to understand why people do certain things, make it visible for people what they do and why they do it, she would trust in what her friend says about the killer. 

„The blood splatter you found on the wooden board is consistent with the blood of the victim, it’s the same DNA.” Wendy gave Sara a sheet of paper. “Same for the wagon.” 

“We know the crime scene, we know the wagon, we have the murder weapon, all we need is the killer.”

“Can’t give you his or her identity yet. Sorry.” Wendy smiled and left.

Sara sighed. It could be so easy. Why wasn’t there an address with every evidence they found? This gun was dropped X, this knife was left by Y.

She had to go to ballistics, maybe Bobby could help her. There had been no prints on the weapon, no registration number and no bullets inside. Sara had searched the area where Sofia and she had found the gun, but there was no bullet. The gun was revolver, eight shots. Could seven people be so lucky that the bullet missed them? She had to go back and check on the other wagons if there were bullets holes. She hadn’t seen any, when she had a look the wagons before. It was possible there had been only one bullet in the revolver. 

“The bullet in the head of the vic is from the gun you found.” Greg came in the room.

“You saw Bobby?”

“Yeah I met him because I want to take a closer look at the gun. A revolver, like in a wild west movie. Usually you don’t get silencer for them.”

“It doesn’t look self-made.”

“It’s custom made, I think. I looked this kind of revolver up, you can’t get a silencer in the internet or a gun shop for it, so I asked around and found out, if you have the right friends, they make a silencer for your revolver. All you have to do is pay them good.”

“You found a friend like that?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” She smirked. 

“I’m not sure I’ve an address, I want to go to. But first I want to have another look at the revolver. Your report said, there are no other bullets…”

“No. I checked all wagons, well I wasn’t looking for bullets at that time, but if there had been some, I should have seen them. I’ll have another look at the wagons later. Why?”

“What if the vic was random?”

“Random?”

“Yeah, so far they haven’t found a cam in the doll, the perpetrator couldn’t know when the victim’s wagon came along, not without being there. The finger of the doll pulled the trigger, we found gunshot residue on it and a little clock in the pocket of his jacket. If the clock sets off the finger of the doll, it shot the vic while the perpetrator wasn’t around. Means unless the killer could know when the vic was there exactly, it was a random killing.”

“Okay, let’s stick with a random killing.” Sara sat on the table. “One bullet in the revolver, a timer. Of what does this remind you?”

“Russian roulette.”

“Exactly.” 

“Why kill somebody in a fun ride? A random person?”

“The park is closed, bad publicity, the owner loses a lot of money.”

“You think the owner knows the killer?”

“I don’t know, it was an idea.”

“Want to help me with the gun and the timer? After that we can go together to a ‘friend’, who can help us with silencer for old fashioned revolver.”

“Okay. We might find a fingerprint on the timer or the silencer.” What meant they had to dusk every piece to get a print. That would keep them busy for the rest of the night. 

“This sick bastard must haven worn gloves all the time.” Greg swore. 

“Smart bastard.”

“I hate it when they’re smart. Plain stupid is much more fun. Like this guy, who tried to rob a bank last week, and knocked himself out. I had to laugh so damn hard when I saw the surveillance video. I watched it again and again, it got funnier with every time I played it. That’s a video for ‘America’s most stupid criminals” I reckon. Do you think we should send it in and win some money? We could be famous too.”

“If you really do that, I hope you make enough money so you won’t mind that Ecklie will fire you.” Sara laughed. 

“I doubt that. I’ll lose my apartment, can I move in with you? You’ve a spare room.”

“You used it a few times.”

“Yeah, I feel comfortable in it. You can invite me to stay there more often.”

“Want to stay there Saturday night?”

“Does that mean I’ve to ask for a night off?”

“Yes. Let’s go out and dance. We deserve a break after we’ve closed this case.”

“We’ll close it until Saturday?”

“Of course we will.” Sara blinked at him. “We’re great. My brain and your ‘friend’ will make us close the case soon.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“Never.”

“Liar.” He put the piece of the timer away he was dusting and pulled Sara in his arms. 

“Greg, let go or I’ll hurt you.”

“You won’t do that, don’t waste time on pretending.”

“Don’t dare me.”

“We deserve a break. Want some coffee?”

“Your coffee or lab coffee?”

“My coffee of course. I don’t want to poison you.” He chuckled. 

“Sounds good.” 

“I’ll be back soon.” Before she could do anything he kissed her cheek and walked away. She was even too puzzled to slap him. Her young friend got cheeky. But could she be mad with him? No, she loved him too much. Greg was one of the main reasons why she was still working in Vegas. She got an offer half a year ago, her old boss wanted her back in San Francisco. For a week or so she was thinking about it, considering the ups and downs for both cities until she made the decision she wanted to stay in Vegas. And Greg was a very big point for Vegas. 

“Black, strong, hot, the way you like it.” Greg put a mug with steaming coffee in front of Sara.

“I like a lot of things strong and hot.”

“You can have my strong arms around you while we have a hot dance Saturday night.”

“In your dreams.”

“In my dreams…there are other things than dancing. Will Jules join us?” Unlike Sofia, Greg knew Jules and knew, that she and Sara were friends. He went out with both women frequently when they had nights off together. 

“I’ll ask her.”

“DD?”

“I think that will depend on if they want to stay the weekend together or not. You know their relationship, it’s complicated for ordinary people.”

“It’s a mess.” Greg laughed. 

“And we need to find a hot date for you, Greggo.”

“You?”

“Well, I’ll be your date, yes. But I’ll be only a dance date, nothing more. And offer you a room for the night; or the morning.”

“Unfortunately you’re not talking about your room.”

“No.”

“One day I’ll make it to your room. When you’re away on holidays, I take care of your place and will use the time to sleep in your bed. Then I can say, I slept in Sara Sidle’s bed.”

“If that’s what you really want, you can sleep there and I sleep in the guest room.”

“What an offer.”

“Are you flirting or working?” Sofia leant on the door frame.

“Are you a detective or a stalker?” Sara shot back.

“I was looking for you because of the case we’re working on. Maybe you remember the shot man in the wagon. Only if your mind is not too busy with coffee and getting Greg in your bed.”

“She’s jealous.” Greg grinned.

“Yeah I think so. I wonder if it’s because of the coffee or the bed. What do you think?”

“Both.”

“Good guess.”

“I’m not interested in Sara’s bed.”

“I’m also more interested in Sara, but if I can’t have her, I take her bed. A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush.”

“The case?” Sofia sighed.

“Coffee?” Greg offered.

“Yes, please.”

“I’ll get you some.” He blinked at Sara and left the room. 

“What’s wrong with you? Your mood isn’t the best, it was better with the sundae.” Sara observed the detective.

“We’ve nothing that leads us to the killer, the Sheriff gets nervous, the owner of the park demands answers and even more that we open his park again. The Sheriff told him it can be open from six this morning, the Silver Mine will be closed, but I can’t promise you for how long.”

“I want to go there, we found only the bullet in the head of the vic, Greg and me have the theory the killer played a kind of Russian roulette. On bullet in, the timer let the doll shoot one time per hour and whoever comes along when the bullet is in the gun, is the lucky dead guy.”

“It could have been a child.”

“Yes.”

“That is nothing the Sheriff wants to hear.”

“In that case I shouldn’t say what I’ve on my mind.”

“Tell me.”

“What if the killer has hidden more than one gun?”

“I regret that I told you to ask me.” Sofia buried her face in her hands. “I need to tell the Sheriff. I mean, we don’t know if that’s the case, but it could be. Nobody checked on the other rides. Shit, four hours before they want to open it.”

“They maintained the other rides?”

“Yes.”

“If it was a revolver again, there isn’t any danger anymore, eight hours are over.”

“If he used a different timer, there could be still a danger.” Greg came back, gave Sofia her coffee and sat back next to Sara. He had heard the last sentences. “Like one gun per day. We don’t know how sick this bastard is.”

“Thanks Greg; for the coffee and destroying my life. Can you talk to Grissom about this and I call the Sheriff. If he sticks to a re-opening at six this morning, it’s kind of his responsibility if something happens and we all told him it’s too early.”

“Tell Brass and if he thinks there might be a danger, he has to call the Sheriff.” Sara suggest with a smile.

“Good idea! I’ll do that right away. I’ll take the coffee with me, thanks Greg.” Sofia left, her cell phone in one hand, the coffee mug in the other.

“More guns? I’ve to say I’m with Sofia, I don’t like this idea.” Greg said.

“Neither do I. I’ll call Grissom and tell him of this. Maybe he thought of that himself and has called the Sheriff already.” Sara hoped it was like that. She didn’t want to be the one who told the Sheriff there was a problem. 

An hour later Sara was walking through a tunnel of horror. After hearing the concern of Grissom and Brass about more guns hidden in the park the Sheriff ordered a huge search. With police academy, officers, CSI and employees of the park, they searched every ride. 

All lights were turned on, it was bright inside the tunnel of horror like they were out on a sunny day. Yard for yard they walked their way, looking under the train tracks, up to the ceiling and under costumes. 

“If you find something you’ll be the hero of the day.” Sofia was with Sara. 

“Three hours for half a mile. We need to check every costume, every angle of the room, every corner.”

“Tell me about it.” Sofia lifted a sheet of a ghost. Instead a body nothing was under the sheet. A huge plastic ball was the head, the sheet hung down straight. 

“This is not scary.”

“You’re a detective you’re not suppose to be scared in tunnel of horror.”

“Do you think a child is scared?”

“Maybe.” She had never been to a tunnel of horror as a child, she had no idea if this was scary for children. She supposes so, otherwise there was no reason to have a place like this. 

“You know checking the park for guns isn’t make it safe.” Sara said. 

“Do I want to hear what you say now? Or will it give me a bigger headache?”

“It will give you a bigger headache.”

“I won’t listen.” Sofia put her hands over her ears. 

“There’s the possibility…”

“Lalala.” Sofia started to sing, trying harder not to listen what Sara was saying. 

“…cute, do you always close your eyes and believe that when you can’t see anybody nobody can see you?”

“I do.” Sofia grinned.

“Thought so.”

“There’s the possibility that what, Sara?” Sofia got her hands away from her ears, checking on something that looked like a mix between a wolf, a hog and a tiger. 

“Bombs. A little bit of TNT under the train tracks is enough to break them. Something like this can cause a lot of damage at the roller coaster. Or a fun ride that gets you up in the air.”

“We can’t rebuild the whole theme park, Sara.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“No, you didn’t. You make me feel scared and let me worry what will happen.”

“We need to find the killer.”

“Even if we find him or her, what if he or she doesn’t want to tell us, if there’re more deadly surprises in the park? You get death penalty, you don’t care if they give it to you once or twice.”

“Can you say something I like to hear?”

“About the case? Greg and me will see a guy, who owns a gun shop and might help us out with the silencer for the revolver. As soon as we’re out of here.”

“What time will you be off duty?”

“Why? Want to bring me another sundae?”

“Maybe. No, I called doctor Weinberg.” Sofia didn’t want to mention that Sara and the doctor were friends as long as there might be people around, whose business wasn’t with whom Sara was friends with. “She could meet us before she goes to her office.”

“Us?”

“Yes.”

“Can’t promise a time. Can we switch it to dinner if you want to have me there. You can meet her alone, she won’t bite.”

“Never trust a shrink. And I think, she can give us a better profile when you give her the heads up with the evidence, you know more about it than I do.”

“Alright, dinner it is. But not at the department, please.” Sara didn’t want to meet Jules in the department; not more often than she had to. It wasn’t necessary that more people knew, she and the psychologist were friends, it was nobody’s business. Probably that sounded ridiculous to most people but Sara preferred to have a clear line between job and private life. 

“Diner?”

“You don’t get a decent sundae there and you can’t bring one there and you do own me a good one not a cheap one. Something like yesterday at least.” Sara smirked. 

“Do I? Do you want to have it on your balcony again?” Sofia asked with a grin. 

“Why not, I’ll get Jules to bring some food, my fridge is empty.”

“That’s a surprise.”

“Is it?”

“Yeah. I mean your whole place surprised me, it was the opposite of what I had expected. After seeing your place I thought your fridge must be well stocked, it looked like you’re a good housewife.”

“I’ve a great cleaner.”

“Oh.”

“I should tell her to do the shopping as well.”

“Sounds more like you live in a hotel.”

“Would be nice to have all the service. No my cleaner comes once a week for two hours, dusting, sweeping the floor, clean-ing the windows, whatever needs to be done. We pull so much overtime, there’s no time to spend the money for hobbies, so I can spend it on a cleaner.” Sara lifted a box that looked like it was wooden but was nothing more than cardboard. So far there was no gun and no other weapon around. 

“Tell me again how you got this address.” Sara furrowed her brows. Where the hell was Greg taking her? They were in one of the bad areas of Vegas, on a little side street, and she didn’t feel safe, no matter how often she made sure her gun was by her side.

“A source.”

“You’re not a police officer, you’re not suppose to have sources.”

“Call me talented I have them.”

“I’d prefer to know why your source can’t come to us.”

“Because we want something from him.”

“And why can’t we take a few officers with us? To be safe in this area.”

“Because he won’t talk to us when police is around. It was hard enough to get his okay for you.”

“I’ll feel honored later. At the moment I wish you had taken Sofia with you. She could pretend to be a CSI, she had been one and she’s a detective, she can shoot better than we can. It’s her job to protect.”

“I’ll protect you.”

“Great that’s like facing a Pit Pull with a Retriever by your side.”

“Thanks Sara, you know how to make friends feel good.”

“I know.” She smiled and took his hand to hold onto it. Walking around hand in hand with Greg didn’t feel strange anymore. It had been the first time, for both of them. One day they were beyond that point and actually they walked around like this quite often. Right now it felt good to have Greg so close to her, to feel him, it made her feel safer. They would take care of each other. 

“I look forward to go out with you on Saturday.” She said. “It has been a while since we were out the last time.”

“I hope we get the night off. If not, we’ll find something else to replace it.”

“A replacement for a night out with you and the others? Impossible.”

“Yeah, in case DD won’t join us I’ll be surrounded by two beautiful women.”

“You’ll be surrounded by beautiful women anyway.”

“Double Choc?”

“I think so.” The ‘Double Choc’ was their favorite club, they usually went to. 

“Sounds perfect for me.” He smiled, pulled her closer in his arms when they were about to walk next to a group of teen-agers. They didn’t pay any attention to them, but Greg was relieved to see the shop they had as their destination. 

The door was open but the shop was empty. While Sara took a look around, Greg walked to the counter. They were on time, where was his informant? 

“Mac?”

“I’m not here!”

“Alright. Then my friend and me will have a closer look at your things, you know we’re still on duty…”

“Will ya give me a second, damn it.”

“Time’s ticking.” 

“Screw ya.”

“I leave that to somebody else. I’m not an old fat ugly guy I get somebody between the sheets without paying a fortune.”

Sara cocked a brow. Was that her Greg? What happened to her puppy? What happened to her young friend, who flushed so easily. These words weren’t the word people would recognize as Greg’s words. Seems like all the nights, she took him out to the clubs, had paid off. Greg became cheeky and was able to win a word fight. 

A man beyond the sixty came out of a little room on the left. He was bold, had no teeth left, what Sara saw on the first sight and his face was a dirty as his shirt. 

“What do ya want?”

“A silencer for a revolver, approximately thirty years old.”

“Don’t know what ya mean.”

“A revolver from the eighties.” 

“Don’t have it.”

“Get your glasses.” Sara said from behind and got Mac’s attention.

“Who’s that? Ya little girlfriend or the one ya’ve in bed with-out paying? Can I have her for a Benjamin?”

“You come close to me and I shoot you with your revolver you don’t have.” She got the revolver out of un unlocked glass cabinet. “Looks like it was used recently, just like the revolver we’re interested in…maybe this is the revolver we’re talking about.”

“What the hell are ya talking about? This revolver hasn’t been fired in decades.”

“Want me to check that and prove you wrong?”

“What?”

“You know, lying to a CSI, holding from information, helping a killer to shoot an innocent man…”

“Whoa, stop it right there, show me that thing in ya hands, will ya?”

Sara walked to the counter and handed him the revolver. With narrowed eyes Mac looked at it, mumbled something nobody could understand. 

“Can’t do it.”

“You can’t do what?”

“Can’t make ya a silencer for that. Well, I can but…” He stopped, looked again, mumbled and looked at them.

“But what?” Greg asked. 

“I assume ya want something that looks good on it, that looks like it belongs to it.”

“You ask for our wishes? A silencer you can pull down on a thin wire so that the revolver looks like it never had a silencer.” There had been no silencer on the revolver, they needed a way to get the silencer off without having the killer climbing up the bridge. Sara needed to find another way to get the silencer away.

“Impossible.”

“Impossible or only very expensive?” She countered. 

“She really your girlfriend?”

“I won’t hold her back if you make her angry and she gets angry easily. I’ll leave the shop as soon as she jumps at you, I had enough blood for the night.”

“When I say impossible it means it’s expensive. Nothing is impossible for the right amount of money. Ya have a bullet of the revolver you’re interested in?”

“Yes.” Sara eyed him, evil looking, not willing to give him a chance to feel safe. 

“Ya looked at it?”

“No.”

“Got it with you?”

“Why do you want to know?”

“I wanna know, if it looked like an ordinary bullet from a weapon or if the bullet looked slightly different.”

“They all don’t look like any bullet when a silencer is used.”

“I know, Sweat heart, the thing is, I understand ya have a revolver, but don’t see a silencer. There’s a guy who builds ya – for a lot of money – a silencer in ya gun, no matter what kind of gun. Takes some time, takes a lot of money but it works.”

“We checked every little piece of the revolver, there was no silencer inside. It looked exactly like a revolver is suppose to look.”

“Ya killer removed the silencer and took it with him?”

“Not likely.”

“There’s not such a thing like a silencer on a wire ya can pull off.”

“A lot of money?”

“Tell me what ya want.”

“I want a silencer I can pull off from a gun that’s about three yards above me. Quite good connected to a doll.”

“Why should a doll hold a gun?”

“Because that way and with the help of a timer you can be far, far away when the victim gets shot.”

“Ya let a gun shoot somebody? With a timer? Sounds like a lot of trouble to go through. Which important animal got shot?”

“He wasn’t a famous guy, an ordinary man.”

“Random killing…wait the theme park, I heard on the news somebody got shot there. Are ya here because of that?”

“And if we were?”

“Maybe it wasn’t about the guy but about the owner.”

“We considered that. But we still want a silencer.”

“Why?”

“We doubt a real shot was overheard by all the people around.”

“Is it possible that the killer took the silencer away?” Sara had to admit, this man didn’t look as smart as he was. He could think like a cop, he asked good questions. 

“No. There were constantly people around, nobody saw anybody climbing up a ladder to remover a silencer.”

“Understand.” He scratched his unshaved chin. “Ya cut the bullet?”

“Cut?”

“Yeah. For also a lot of money ya get a special bullet. Looks like an ordinary bullet, but inside is a stuff that makes the bullet – not completely silence – but quieter.”

“Can you make that?”

“Lady, I can make ya a silencer for this baby, if ya have a lot of time and money, but I can’t make these bullets.”

“Who can?”

“Ya asking for a lot.”

“Can you answer it?”

“Can’t give ya details. All I know there’s a guy, called ‘Bala’ and he says, he can do everything ya want with a bullet.”

“Where do we find this guy?”

“This, my lovely lady, is a thing I can’t tell ya. Usually ya make it clear, ya looking for him, make even more clear, that ya willing to pay a lot of money and he’ll find ya.”

“I don’t have a lot of money. Does he live in Vegas?”

“Can’t tell ya.”

“What a pity, that could help us.”

“Can you find out?” Greg asked.

“Boy…”

“You find something for us and we forget all the things, we better haven’t seen here. How does that sound for you?”

“Blackmailing.”

“I knew you’d appreciate a good deal.” Greg grinned. “Let me know when you have something. I take my girlfriend home, time to hit the sheets.”

“Ya won’t let her here for me?”

“One more sentence like this and the bullet in my gun meets what’s left of your balls.” Greg linked his hand with Sara’s. Time to go home, they had spent enough time here, Mac couldn’t help them anymore at the moment. 

“I hope I did everything right by bringing three sundaes.” Sofia smiled when Sara opened her the door. 

“Almost. Four would have been better.”

“Are you that hungry?” 

“No, we’re four.”

“Are we?”

“Yes, come in.” 

It didn’t feel that strange anymore to be in Sara’s condo. Sofia wasn’t sure if something was changed, some people started to make a huge clean and tidy up when they knew people were coming along. It hasn’t been messy in Sara’s place, ordinary lived, Sofia would call and it looked the same today. Either the brunette had no time to set the cushions straight on her couch or she didn’t care about that. She lived here, why let it look like they were in a museum?

“I made some space in the freezer, it might be better when we leave them in there until we’re done with the rest of the food.”

“Rest of the food?” Sofia didn’t know she would get a whole dinner. She followed Sara in the spacious kitchen, that was – like the rest of the condo Sofia had seen – in a modern design. White was the basic color but everywhere were colorful things, that made the room look welcoming and friendly. The freezer, a combination with a fridge, was huge. Another surprise. If anybody had asked Sofia, if she believed Sara was into cooking, she had denied. For her Sara, was a person who had some basics in her fridge, yogurt, salad a dressing and that’s it. The size of the freezer and fridge, together with the ice maker told her, Sara spend some time in her kitchen. 

How could she been so wrong? 

“Sure, it’s warm, we work hard, we need to eat. You can leave the cool bag with me, I’ll take care of the sundaes. Can you take the bowl out on the balcony?” She pointed to a bright light green bowl, that was closed with a lit. 

“Sure. Can I do anything else?”

“Get yourself something to drink out of the fridge or let Jules make you a cocktail.”

“I’ve to work.” Sofia smiled. 

“So do I, she mixes them without alcohol.”

“In that case I’ll give the cocktails a try. Thanks.” With the bowl Sofia left the kitchen and walked through the living room to the balcony. She wondered if the other rooms in the condo were in the same style than these two rooms she had seen so far. It was rude to ask for a tour through the house but Sofia had to admit, she was curious. 

Another surprise was waiting for her on the balcony. Person number four for their dinner was no stranger to her.

“Greg.”

“Hi Sofia, you look surprised.”

“A little bit.”

“Did you think, you’re the only one from the department who spends some quality time with Sara?” He wore a Hawaiian shorts, no shoes and a Hawaiian shirt. He looked like he was on holiday and not on a work related meeting. The smoking barbeque behind him brought the holiday feeling out even more. 

“I knew you’re friendly, I didn’t know you were that close.”

“He wants to be that close to her, but he isn’t.” Doctor Wein-berg came on the balcony, having four cocktails on a tray. She wore a short black short and a matching black top. 

“Hello detective, care for a cocktail?”

“I do. Thanks doc” Sofia took one of the cocktails.

“You’re welcome.”

“Doc? Detective? Girls, do me a favor, and don’t make it sound like we’re in the department. I’m sure you’ll survive when you call each other Jules and Sofia.” Greg rolled his eyes and got his cocktail. There was no reason to stick to the titles, they met here for a dinner and a conversation, away from the depart-ment. 

“That’s fine with me. Jules.” The doctor offered her hand to Sofia.

“Sofia.” The detective laughed. 

“Now that we’re cozy can one of you beauties get the cute brunette, because our food is ready to be served.”

“I’ll get her, master of the barbeque.” Jules grinned. 

Sofia sat next to Greg on the table. Plates and cutlery were ordered nicely and the huge sunshade let them sit out of the still aggressive sunrays. 

“It’s nice to see you here, Sofia.” He removed his shades so that she could see his sparkling friendly eyes. 

“Is it?”

“Yes. I hope that means your and Sara’s stupid fights are over. I know you went on better the last weeks, but I think, if the two of you give each other a chance, you might end up being friends.”

“Why should we want that?” Sara asked coming out on the balcony, a bowl with chopped bread in her hands. 

“Because you’re not so bitchy like you always pretend to be, honey.”

“I’m bitch enough to kick you off the balcony.”

“No, you won’t. Jules won’t let you do that, will you, Jules?”

“Let the puppy stay, Sara. He’s kind of right, you are not that bitchy. Most times you’re a really lovely woman, only when people annoy you, you turn into a bitch.”

“I’ve the questionable talent to piss her off quite often.” Sofia smiled a bit. She and Sara had have a rough time at the beginning, the brunette had been bitchy often, but lately the blonde couldn’t complain about Sara. Whenever she got a snappy comment, she deserved it somehow. 

“You haven’t done that lately.”

“Right. You didn’t snap at me for jumping on you.”

“You jumped on Sara?” Greg asked. 

“Yes. We were alone in the Silver Mine, I thought she felt cold and need a hug.” Sofia laughed. 

Jules cocked a brow. “I like her, she’s got humor. So what did really happen? The killer can’t be back, I had heard of that.”

“The timer of the gun.” Greg answered for Sofia. He made the connection fast after he had the picture of Sofia jumping on Sara out of his head. “The doll ‘loaded’ the gun, you thought somebody is around and tried to protect your CSI.” He let slip a steak on Sofia’s plate, after he had given two schnitzel to Sara and Jules. Knowing Sara was a vegetarian, Sofia concluded these schnitzels were made of tofu. 

“Absolutely right, Greg. We heard it, Sofia jumped, I’m bruised. But I forgive her because she wanted to safe my life. Can’t blame her for not noticing there was no danger, because I too thought, we were at risk.” Sara sent a smile at Sofia.

“Does it hurt badly?”

“It’s alright.”

“No ribs involved?”

“According to my personal doctor not.”

“I’m not a physician, but I think her ribs are all fine. She’ll get a bruise, the beginning is already there, so we christening it ‘Sofia’ and it will give Sara’s body some color. She can work, can go to the gym and wash the dishes.”

“A part of you will be with Sara for a while.” Greg chuckled. “Isn’t that sweet?”

“I’d prefer to give something else to Sara than a bruise.”

“Like what?”

“A sundae, she likes them.”

“Rumor is you brought some.”

“Yes, unfortunately I didn’t know you’ll be here, so I brought only three.”

“That’s alright I’ll share mine with Sara, I love having her sit on my lap and feed her with ice cream.”

“That happened only once and only because there were no free chairs and I was desperate for a refreshment.” Sara complained. Greg made it sound like she sat on his lap daily. They weren’t that close. 

“It could happen every day, all you need to do is tell me so.”

“Forget it. Get somebody else on your lap, try the blonde next to you. Apparently blondes are easy to have.”

“Prejudice. Nothing more than a prejudice. Don’t even try it, Greg, I’ll hurt you. You’ll have more than only a bruise.”

“I’m not into blondes, I like brunette. But we can take the blonde with us on Saturday. After we have this cozy dinner together I think, we can take her to the club with us. I’m sure we’ll find a few admires for her.”

“You should ask her first if she wants to join us, Greg.” Jules said. 

“I don’t know if I have a night off.”

“Except for Jules nobody knows, depends on the case. If you get a night off, do you want to come with us?”

“To where?”

“A nice club for some dancing. We’ll take care of you.”

“Let me think of that, Greg. We’ll see how you behave the next days.”

“Ouch. Want a sausage?”

“Yes, thanks.”

“We should come to the reason why we sit here.” Sara started.

“We are already eating, Sara.”

“I’m not talking about food, Greg. The case. We close it, the odds we have a night off are better. Jules, did Sofia talk you into profiling the killer?”

“Yes.” Jules laughed. “Don’t make it sound like she asked for something illegal or unmoral. You all know, I’m not a profiler, I talked to the girls, the parents, that’s it. Tell something more about the case, the evidence. I know about the timer and the doll.”

“We checked all the rides this morning, no more guns were found, so far there’s no report on any incidents or deaths. What doesn’t mean, we consider the theme park as safe. The killer thinks he got away with murder once, nothing will stop him from trying it a second time.”

“So far we have no clues who he is.” Sara continued for Sofia. “All the evidence couldn’t give us any DNA or a fingerprint. There’re no videos of a man changing the doll, but the videos get overwritten every twelve hours. The thing is, in the revolver fit eight bullets, one was shot as far as we know, at six in the morning. The ride was closed from one to three, the video exchanged at the same time. If anybody has exchanged the doll for a duplication with the gun and the timer, it must have happened around that time.”

“I talked to the men, who checked the ride. According to them, they’re always checking together, nobody is alone, everybody checks the work of the other for security reasons. None of them has seen anything; they say. The question is, could we’re dealing with two killer? Or one who paid, scared or did whatever to somebody to look away and forget? The odds are high the killer got the doll in the ride in that night, during the break, so I refuse to believe nobody saw him.”

“And when he came in after the maintenance men left, he should be on video.” Sara took the last sip of her cocktail. 

“Maybe he was on video but because he is the man with the videos, he deleted the scenes with him.” It was the first time Greg joined the discussion. 

“There’s no video room, the screens with the videos of the ride are all at the place where you get in and out. The guys there have an eye on the people in the ride, can stop the ride when they have to. When they check on the ride, nobody is checking on the videos. You take off with your accomplice, exchange the doll, one gets the original doll out, the second deletes the video.”

“When the killer is a loner, he had to do all that alone, is that possible?” Sara asked. 

“Depends. Your colleague won’t stick around the whole time, they’ll have a break. Wait until they go for a smoke, have the doll hidden somewhere, get it up on the bridge, hide the other one close to an emergency exit, go back and let the video restart. It takes three seconds to restart the video. Not impossible to do it alone.” Sofia said. 

“What does our new profiler say before we start to build up possibilities.” Greg slipped a veggie burger on Jules’ plate.

“You’re too cheeky for your age, Greggo. Besides that, I think your killer is a loner, I doubt he had some help and I believe, he works or worked in the theme park. Nobody noticed the new doll, whoever made it, knew how the old one looked like. Have you asked somebody if the new one looks exactly like the old one?”

“Yes.” Sara nodded. “We showed it to the guys who are working at this ride. They said, it’s the doll that belongs in there, we thought first, somebody might have smuggled it in, that there had been no doll on the bridge before. The workers say, it looks like their doll and we asked if it’s possible that somebody just put the revolver and the timer on it.”

“Which isn’t likely, there was no dust on the doll, the rest of the place is dusty.” Greg completed. 

“The revolver?”

“A revolver from the eighties, you can buy them in some shops used. Sara and me went to see a source this morning, he said, it’s possible to get a silencer for the revolver, but because there was no time to get the silencer down without being seen, we don’t believe there had been a silencer. An ordinary shot is loud, we assume people realize a real shot between all the faked ones. The bullet looked like an ordinary bullet…it’s back in ballistic.”

“Why?” Sofia asked surprised. 

“According to my source, if you have a lot money, you get a bullet that’s quieter than ordinary bullets and you don’t need a silencer. With all the noise around and a quieter bullet it is possible, that people didn’t realized somebody got killed. It’s about the stuff the bullet is made of. Bobby will cut the bullet and check if it’s an ordinary bullet and my source lied or if we have a special bullet.”

“Does your source also know who can make this wonder bullets?”

“His name is Bala and you can’t find him, he finds you. You need a lot of money to make him interested in you, what means, our killer can’t be poor.”

“And you didn’t bother to tell me earlier because…?” Sofia looked slightly annoyed at Greg. He had withhold information.

“Because you were off duty, needed a sleep and I tell you now.”

“I’m never off duty when I work a hot case.”

“I respect private time and understand how important a sleep is. Calm down, I doubt you can find Bala in your computer with an address.”

“Next time I want you to wake me up or tell at least somebody at the department about your new information.”

“Give me the key to your condo and I wake you up, gently.”

“Don’t play with me, boy.”

“Ouch, you pissed the detective off.” Jules giggled. “I think I’ve heard enough for the first impression.”

Sara knew that was only half of the truth. Jules said that to stop a discussion between Sofia and Greg, to avoid an argument. And it worked, both were more relaxed immediately, what made Sara smile a bit. She knew her friend was a very good psychologist. 

“Your killer put a lot of time in this. I mean, he got a doll, that looks exactly like the one in the fun ride. He must have been a few times to the theme park to find the perfect place for his killing. He picked the fun ride with the oldest security system as far as I know. He picked a time when not too many people are around to exchange the dolls, he knows about the cameras and he has access to the videos. People don’t ask him what he is doing, so he must work there or must have made people believe he works there. 

The victim wasn’t important to him. It didn’t matter who got killed, the only thing that count is, that somebody got killed and he was far away. I doubt he stuck around to see if he was successful. A closed theme park will be fast in the media. He could watch his work from his living room, sip a coffee, feel safe. Beside the victim, who is affected most of this killing? The children? Were random, he couldn’t plan that. Employees? Nobody blames them, some of them might be suspects. Anybody worth getting all these attentions?” Jules looked at Sofia who shook her head.

“No.” Petty thefts, parking and speeding tickets, nothing that gave them a hint of a murderer or violent person. 

“Then you’ve only the owner of the theme park left. He has to close the park, he loses money while you investigate the case.”

“He didn’t get any calls or letters regarding the case. Nothing like ‘His death is your fault’ or ‘I told you, you’ll pay for it’. We’ve nothing that links him to the vic or the case.”

“Anything of the family of the vic?”

“He has no family. No parents, no spouse, no children, nothing. He was all by himself.” A very sad detail, Sofia thought. The  man was dead, nobody cared. Nobody arranged a funeral, nobody said something nice about him, nobody would miss him. It was like he had never existed. 

“Did you check the employee list? Somebody got fired the last weeks? Asked the owner if he has any enemies?”

“People come and go in a theme park, the money isn’t good, some people stay for a few weeks, leave and come back a month later. But I’ll have a closer look at the list and ask the owner if he fired somebody lately. Can’t be too long ago, otherwise the other worker could noticed he didn’t belong there.”

“Just tell them you’re back, they know too, people come and go. Ask them if an old colleague had appeared in the last few days. He needed time to prepare to get the doll inside.”

“The easiest way is to dress up like maintenance, tell the guys you’ve some spare tools, get your doll and leave it there until you need it.” Sara said. 

“A loner, who knows the theme park, knows the security and doesn’t make employees suspicious when he’s around. The vic wasn’t the target. Could it be a show-off? Like ‘Look what I can do’. Something with ego?”

“Ego killers want their applause, so far we’ve nobody to tell he did a great job with this revolver. The media doesn’t know about the timer, it is a random killing so far.”

“I really want to know what is going on the mind of the killer.” Greg sighed.

“I can’t tell you, Greg. You should consult a real profiler.”

“We tried, the Sheriff told us not to waste time on that, but to concentrate on our job.” Sofia grumbled. Usually she had no problems with the Sheriff, in this case he had given her a few times a hard time. 

“He’s scared, he’ll get the Feds in if he asks for a profiler.” Sara guessed. 

“Another person with an ego problem?” Sofia grinned.

“Yeah, looks like. These smug people, who are too proud to take some help, awful.” Sara looked at Sofia. 

“Sidle, you’re the one, who’s taking off all the time on crime scenes. You refuse the assistance of the officers, don’t look at me like I don’t ask for help. And if I remember right, you are the one, who walked to a source this morning, without telling the police, getting new information, again without telling the police and I bet your source wasn’t in a nice area of the city. How do you call that?”

“Doing the job of the police because they don’t do their job?”

“Careful.” Sofia warned.

“She was there as my chick, not as a CSI.” Greg smiled.

“Careful, boy.” Now it was Sara who was warning somebody.

“If the three of you will start a fight for no real reasons, I’ll never join anyone of you for anything. You’re all three on the same side of the fence. And despite the not nice words you’ve used in the last sentences, I know you all like each other. Try a little harder to act like that, it started to good.” Jules demanded and gave all three of them a hard look. “I’ll get the dirty dishes inside and get the sundaes out, when I’m back, I don’t want to hear a bad word, don’t want to see anybody straggled or any-thing else that makes me suggest, you had not a good time. Enjoy the last minutes of your spare time before you’ve to go back to the job. Law enforcement people, they’re worse than my nutcases in hospital.” She took the dirty plates and left the place. Being a psychologist or not, why some adults sometimes behaved like children, in a bad way, was a mystery for her.

“Anything on the bullet?” Sara asked Bobby.

“Well, you were right, it isn’t an ordinary bullet, they’re made of lead most times. This is a quiet bullet.”

“Means? Is it a pellet one?”

“No. It’s a mix between a pellet and a lead bullet. I haven’t have all results from traces back, but there were a lot of materials inside. It’s not a bullet you can buy, like some quiet bullets are available on the market. This is handmade. Somebody took some time in making a bullet for exactly this revolver.”

“Do you know somebody called Bala?”

“Like the Spanish word for bullet? There’s a shop with this name…in a little town around thirty miles away. I know that because when we were looking for example guns, we found two there, we couldn’t get in Vegas.”

“Where exactly?” Could Bala be so stupid and work in a shop that’s named after him? 

“Conmerazon? Something like that, a real strange name.”

“Thanks. Call me if you have something new.” Sara got her cell out and dialed Sofia’s number.

“Curtis.”

“Are you free for a joyride?”

“I’m working.”

“It’s work related.”

“To where?”

“Are you?”

“Sara, what do you plan?”

“I talked to Bobby and he gave me something on Bala, that might be nothing or everything and before you bitch around that I go alone or with Greg and not a police officer, I ask you if you’ve time…”

“I’ll pick you up in two minutes.” Sofia finished the call before Sara could say something more. 

“Looks like she has some spare time.” Sara mumbled and walked to Grissom’s office. She should let her supervisor know where she was about to go to.

“Hey Gris.”

“Any new lead?”

“Maybe. Bobby told me about a gun shop out of the city, that is named Bala, like the name of the guy, who makes silent bullets. I wondered if it’s his shop, too obvious usually but…”

“Too obvious is a good cover sometimes.”

“Yes.” She was glad he understood her.

“Check it but don’t go alone.”

“Would I ever go alone to a place like that?” She asked pretending to be indignant. 

“Yes, you would.” He grinned.

“I called Sofia, she’ll pick me up in a minute.”

“Good. Let her argue with anybody with a gun.”

“I’ve a gun too.”

“Yeah but it’s her job to shoot, yours is to get evidence.”

“Why can’t I have the fun part?” Sara pouted.

“You do, you have the evidence.”

“Yeah, yeah…I’ll see you later.” She turned and got her kit. Stay back, get the evidence, don’t get in trouble again. These one, two three or so times she got in trouble…couldn’t they simply forget all that? She did forget it too.

“Where do we go?” Sofia greeted her when Sara got into the car.

“South.”

“South like…?” There were many roads south, Sara had to be a little more exact. 

“Like out of city.”

“Am I allowed where to go exactly or will you surprise me?”

“Your GPS will tell you.” Sara started to put the road and house number in Sofia’s GPS and smirked. 

“Sara!”

“Conmerazon. Why so grumpy? I thought you had a good shift.”

“I did.”

“Why being that snappy?”

“Why not telling me where we go to when I ask?”

Sara sighed quietly. This wasn’t about her not telling Sofia immediately where they were about to go to, this was something else. 

“Conmerazon, there’s a gun shop called Bala, like the guy, Greg’s source talked about. According to Bobby, the shop is down there and the apartment has bought two guns there, they couldn’t find in Vegas. Maybe they’ve a lot older stuff.”

“Maybe this trip is worth nothing.”

“Sofia, if you don’t want to go there with me, say it. I’ll get somebody else to come with me. I asked you, I didn’t tell you to join me. So make up your mind before we start the second mile. Down to Conmerazon with me and without this mood of yours or let me out of the car, I’ll call a black and white and you and your mood can go back to wherever. This is a two hour trip I won’t spend two hours with you bitching around.” Sara said calmly. 

“Sorry, won’t happen again.” The tone of the blonde wasn’t anyway near to friendly. 

Sara waited for a couple minutes for Sofia to say something before she made one last try. 

“Wanna tell me what’s up?”

“Nothing.”

“Alright.” So it wasn’t her business. This wouldn’t be an easy situation, but she was caught in it, had to work it out somehow. If only she had any idea what peeved the detective. She had been in a very good mood when Sara had left her in front of her car a few hours ago. Since then, she hadn’t heard of Sofia, but wasn’t surprised about that. Finding her this snappy and in a bad mood made her wonder if she missed out something or if anything had happened that Sofia somehow connected to Sara. 

They stayed quiet, the sun was already in the east and gave them enough light to have a look around. Concentrating on the landscape and not the morose looking blonde next to her, Sara tried not to fall asleep. With the sunshine came not only the light, but also a nice warmth that made her feel tired and she had to fight that her eyes stayed open. Falling was probably exactly she had to do to make Sofia explode. 

She got her private cell out of her pocket and sent Greg a message to his private number. Any idea what happened to the blonde? Was all she wrote. Maybe her friend knew more. News, no matter if good or bad often went often past her. Being focused on whatever she was doing, she didn’t waste a second to have her ears open for gossip and rumors. 

Silently her cell vibrated. No clue. Tired? Ask the doc she was in the department last night.  Was his answer.

Jules had been in the department? Why? Had there been any news after Jules gave Sofia this profile? Was the blonde able to find suspects that might fit this profile and she wanted Jules to talk to these people? Was it a good idea to ask Sofia? 

“Anything new of the case?” Sofia asked.

“No…not that I know of…” Risking a fight with Sofia? Weeks ago Sara had taken this chance without hesitation, now she wasn’t sure what to do. She had the feeling they were about to become friends, a fight could destroy what they have built within the last days. 

“Jules was with you guys last night?” That was a work related question, they were on duty, it wasn’t wrong to ask about work things.

“Yes.”

“Was she talking to a suspect?”

“No.”

Okay, this didn’t work. Sara closed her eyes, took a deep breath. She felt how she got angry, how she lost her patience. “Could you please stop the car?” She asked calm.

“Why?”

“Please.” Calm. Friendly. Nice. Don’t lose your temper, Sara. You’ve been through this with Jules, she told you how to keep your temper, show that you learnt and understood what she said. 

Sofia slowed down and stopped the car. They were about thirty miles away from their destination, no town, no village and humans around. 

Sara opened the door, got out, opened the back door, got her kit and closed both doors. That should be enough as a statement. 

Sofia let the window run down.

“What do you think are you doing?”

“You go on to Canmerazon, back to Vegas, whatever, I’ll call a black and white and go on with them.” Sara turned and walked towards a lonely tree, that was a few yards away. A little bit of shade was better than none at all. And she had to wait for her new ride for at least half an hour, she guessed. 

“Will you come back? Now!” She heard Sofia calling for her out. Not willing to obey Sara kept on walking, got her personal cell out and started to write a text to Greg. 

“Sara, come back!” At least there was obvious anger in Sofia’s voice, better than the tone before. Did Jules tell her, that she was not supposed to make other people lose their temper? Probably, right now Sara couldn’t remember. 

“Fuck!” The easiest thing for the moment was when the blonde took off and left her alone. She had to come up with an explanation why she was here when she was suppose to be with Sofia, but she would come up with something. She had come up with a lot of stories during her life, one more wouldn’t be a problem.

“Sara Sidle, get your ass back in the fucking car!” It sounded more like Sofia was following her. What could she do to get Sara back in the car? In Sara’s mind nothing. A hand, that grabbed her shoulder ruggedly, spun her around. 

“Don’t you dare to touch me.” Sara hissed and looked with furious eyes at Sofia. The blonde  had no right to touch her, no right to tell her what to do.

“Will you go into that car?”

“No.”

“I’m not asking, Sara.”

“I’m not obeying, Sofia.”

“I’ll drag you in that car if you don’t go in. Ten seconds, Sara.”

“One, two, ten.” Sara sat on her kit. She had no idea, if Sofia knew that force and threats were the worst things you could do, if you wanted Sara to obey. Many people had tried to force her, threaten her, the more they tried, the more Sara fought back, refused to do what she got told, when it was – sometimes – better for her to give in. More pressure meant less chances that Sara give in. 

“Okay…” Sofia wanted to grab Sara. 

“Touch me and I’ll hurt you, Sofia. I don’t give a damn about your police academy time, about your training, I’ll hurt you. You might get me sooner or later in the car, but I swear I’ll give you a hard time.” 

“We’ve a job to do.”

“I’ll do my job as soon as a black and white is here.”

“You won’t get a black and white as long as I’m here.”

“So get lost or I’ll walk. Might take some time, but I’m used to do overtime.”

“You are a horrible, stubborn bitch.”

“That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me since our shift started. Bye Sofia.”

“I won’t go.”

“Good. Give me the car keys, I go to Canmerazon, get the local cop, visit the shop and come back.”

“We’ll go there together.”

“We won’t.”

“Don’t dare me.” 

“We won’t.” Sara got up, arms crossed in front of her chest.

“That’s enough, I won’t go on with this kindergarten thing. You come with me now or I’ll take you.”

“I’ll stay and you won’t take me anyway.”

Sofia wanted to grab Sara’s hand to pull her back to the car, like you do with stubborn little children. Before Sofia could react Sara had taken her hand, bent down and let the blonde fall over her shoulder onto the ground. She had warned Sofia not to touch her, that she would hurt her. 

“Are you nuts?” Sofia got up, angrier than before. Her black clothes covered in sand and dust, no matter if she tried to clean them with her bare hands. 

“I told you not to touch me, to leave me alone.”

“You assaulted an officer.”

“Yeah, go ahead and call Brass. I’ll wait here.”

“Get into that fucking car!”

“No.”

“I’ll hurt you.”

“Go ahead, I’ll fight back. I think I made that clear a few seconds ago.”

This time it was Sara who couldn’t react as fast as Sofia was moving. She grabbed the left arm of the brunette, spun her, twisted the arm behind the back. Painful, something she used for suspects. One wrong move and you broke the arm of whoever you had under control. 

“Move it.” 

“Let go.” Sara warned. She hadn’t tried to fight back. She knew, the more you tried to fight in this position, the more pain you received. 

“In the car.”

Sara’s right arm got up and her elbow hit the nose of the blonde while her heels got deep into Sofia’s toes. With a moan the detective let go of the brunette, who stepped away. 

“Maybe you should try your gun.” Sara suggested cool.

“As if you would ever believe I shot you.” 

“Another failure and I might have you that far. Less trouble if you just leave me alone.”

“Won’t happen.” Sofia tried again to get Sara and again ended up on the ground. This time the brunette had her knee on the back of the detective. 

“Give up, Sofia. You won’t get me this way. Your gun is the only chance to get me in that car and like you said, I don’t believe you’ll shoot me.” She got up, walked back to her kit. She hoped that was enough, that Sofia understood, there was no way she could get Sara in the car against her will. 

This was worse than ever before. Had they been bitchy to each other before, they had never fought physically against each other. What had them made to cross that line? How could anger bring them that far? 

Sara sat on her kit. Sofia was still on the ground, on her knees. It looked like she was considering giving Sara what she wanted or coming up with another idea to get the brunette in the car. Both women were stubborn, none of them gave up easily. 

“Want a band-aid?”

“What?”

Sara pointed to Sofia’s nose. “You’re bleeding.”

“Should satisfy you.”

“I never wanted to hurt you Sofia.” Sara sighed sadly. No matter how mad she had been, maybe still was, she never wanted to harm the detective. She had ask to stop the car to get out, to get away, so that they won’t fight. It should have been clear to her, that there was no way Sofia would leave her alone in the desert. 

“I felt that when you threw me on the ground, got your elbow in my face, had your knee in my back.” Sofia got back on her feet, trying to ignore the blood. It wasn’t much, a medium nose bleeding. 

Sara got up, walked to the blonde, avoiding her eyes. 

“What now? Another punch?” Sofia asked when Sara was only a step away. 

Slowly the brunette got her right hand in her pocket, got a clean tissue out and started to clean up the blood gently, so that she didn’t hurt Sofia. Her eyes avoiding Sofias, concentrating on the blood. 

“I’m sorry, I never wanted to hurt you.”

“Why did you leave the car?” It was hard to talk with a tissue half in her face. 

“Something bothers you, something I’m connected to, you connect me with and it made you mad. You said there’s nothing, it’s a lie, obviously. I don’t want to have this awkward feeling the whole time, I prefer to work with somebody else, no matter how much I usually like to work with you. If you don’t want to tell me what it is, alright I accept that, but then please accept that I prefer to work with somebody else.” She finished cleaning Sofia’s face. “Let me give you some cotton batting for your nose.”

“Are you an investigator or a nurse?”

“Investigator, nurse, bitch, Bruce Lee’s sister, I’m a lot of things, Sofia.”

“The last two most.” Not that mad anymore Sofia followed Sara to her kit and took the cotton batting. “Why the hell do you know how to defense yourself like that?”

“Over twenty years of material arts.”

“That’s why you take off without an officer? You can simply punch the crap out of every perpetrator?”

“In this case, I left without my detective because she was a bitch, something that’s entitled to me. She can’t complain I haven’t warned her, I’d hurt her if she tries to force me in that bloody car of hers.”

“The problem is, she won’t let you here in the desert. So you need to break her nose again or come with her.”

“Your nose isn’t broken.”

“It will be, if we go on fighting.”

“Give up.”

“Can’t do that. A good detective doesn’t give up nor does she leave her CSI alone.”

“What happened between getting into your car when you left my place yesterday evening and this morning, Sofia?” Sara wanted to give it one last try. It seemed like they had lost enough steam to try it the adult way again. They could talk this out, there was no need to get physical again. She didn’t want to go through that again, didn’t want to hurt Sofia, didn’t have the power, the mental power, to fight her again. 

“Nothing.”

“You tried that lie already. Try another one or save us both some time and tell me the truth.” She wouldn’t accept that it wasn’t her business, Sofia made it Sara’s business. 

“What makes you think the truth is better than a lie?”

“I don’t know, call me naïve.”

“You’re a lot of things, Sara, but not naïve.” Sofia took a look around before she continued. “What brought us here, Sara?”

“Stupidity. Stubbornness. Me asking you to join me, you driv-ing us here. More stupidity. More stubbornness.”

“Yeah.” Sofia sat down, slowly massaging her temples. 

“Headache?”

“There’s one coming up.”

“Wait.” Softly Sara put Sofia’s hands away, replaced them with hers and started to rub index finger and middle finger gently in little circles. 

Sofia closed her eyes. That was good. Was there a hidden physio next to Sara’s Bruce Lee personality? 

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s my job to sorry, I’m afraid you’ve this headache because of me.” Sara said. She hurt her. How could she? They had been on a way to become friends, how could she lose her temper and her mind and do something like that? 

“It was there before, you’ve given me a few bruises.”

“We can christen them Sara.”

Sofia had to chuckle. “Yeah, maybe.”

“I don’t have any ice…”

“I don’t want ice…only ice cream.”

“Don’t have that either.”

“What do you have?”

“Not much.”

“Wanna have an explanation?”

“Would be nice. I could offer an apology for that.”

“I got a few already, it’s my time to apologize. I had no right to be that moody, to make you feel like you had done something wrong. It was nothing you did or said.”

“Want to tell me what it is rather than what it not is?” Sara didn’t stop rubbing Sofia’s temples. Soft moves, fighting the headache, making Sofia feel relaxed. 

“Some guys talked bullshit.”

“The do that all the time.”

“Yeah.” Sofia stopped, looking for the right way to explain. When she thought about it, it sounded ridiculous to her, was she able to put it into words that wouldn’t sound this ridicu-lous? 

“One of the guys saw me talking in private to Jules last night.”

“And?”

“He saw her coming out of a club.”

“Saw her where? What club?”

“Berries or something like that.”

“Really? I didn’t know it’s under police surveillance.”

“It isn’t, he drove by.”

“So? Where’s the problem?”

“What do you think he thought and told the other guys when he saw me talking to her like you talk to a person you know private?”

“You know her, she’s a friend?”

“I’m a dike.”

“Beside the fact that this is nothing bad, it’s not his business and not everybody in that club is gay. It’s open to everybody.” Sara had been to it a few times. 

“It’s popular with gay people, it’s famous for that.”

“So they made a few stupid comments.” Was that the problem? Did Sofia care about the bullshit some of her colleagues might say? 

“Yes.”

“Since when do you give a damn when somebody talks bullshit?”

“I don’t, my mother does.”

“Oh come on, you’re old enough not to be scared of Captain Curtis anymore.” Sofia was an adult, she had not to worry about that her mother thought. It was her life, she could live it the way she wanted and how her mother wanted. Wasn’t it enough that Sofia joined the police force to please her mother? Sara was sure, if it was more important for the captain to see her daughter climbing up in the police than it was for Sofia. 

“She’s my mother.”

“Yes she is. You’re her daughter, she should love you, no matter whom you love. And she should ask for your side of the story first before she believe any stupid rumors. You didn’t do anything…unmoral? Didn’t sin? Disgusting? Whatever you want to call something absolutely natural.”

“I just can’t use any stupid talk like this. It was hard enough to make them stop talking crap because I’ve been a CSI before.”

“And because Greg asked you to join us to the club on Saturday you’re mad at me? Isn’t it easier to tell us you won’t join us?”

“I’m not mad at you.”

“You were.”

“No I…was under pressure, acted stupid.”

“You don’t have to join us, no more rumors.”

“Sara, I’m sure I’ll enjoy that night, I’d love to come with the three of you.” Sofia had enjoyed her afternoon with Sara, Jules and Greg, she had looked forward to meet them for some dancing before her colleagues had annoyed her with their stupid comments. She still wanted to go out with the others on Saturday; if they got the night off. 

“It will be a scene club.”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“You can wear a wig, short black hair.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Nobody will recognize you like that.”

“It’s ridiculous, it’s nothing bad to go to scene club, as long as they play good music, damn it. It’s only a club.”

“I know.” Sara smiled a bit. She was sure Sofia googled ‘Double Choc’ and knew everything about it. No need to tell her it was again a club open to everybody. They preferred to go to clubs like this, people were more relaxed than in ordinary dance clubs. 

“Just…stupid…”

“It is.” Sara stopped massaging Sofia, went in front of the detective and offered her her hand.

“What now?”

“I think we should go on to Conmarazon, we’re already half an hour late. At some point, Grissom and/or Brass want to know what we’ve found out so far. Telling them that we’re stubborn and stupid won’t satisfy them.” 

“I thought you won’t go into the car anymore?”

“I think we won’t bitch around anymore.”

“You mean I won’t bitch anymore?”

“We.” Sara smiled and pulled Sofia up on her feet. “Come on, detective, we’ve a man to wake up. A possible killer, I need you by my side to protect me.”

“You made it very clear you can protect yourself just fine. Over twenty years of material arts. I don’t believe it.”

“You shoot better and we’re dealing with somebody, who owns a gun shop, I bet he knows how to use them. Come on, detective, protect and serve.”

“I can do that if you make that CSI woman listen to what I say.”

“She’ll listen when you say something sensible.”

“Get into that car! Now!” Sofia grumbled and pushed Sara towards the car without squeezing her hand softly for a second. At the end she got Sara back in the car, she won. 

Delayed, but still way before opening time, they arrived in Conmarazon, a sleepy little town of three hundred something. Why this little place needed a gun shop was a mystery to Sofia. So was how she and Sara had ended up in a fight. How she could end up trying to force Sara in the car and Sara punched her a bloody nose. That wasn’t their style and she knew, none of them had intended to hurt the other. 

“The owner is a Jose Fernandez, he lives above the shop.” Sara said after checking with Greg in the lab. 

“He’ll be delighted to see us at this time.” Sofia stopped her car in front of the shop and got out of the car, her shades hiding her eyes. Nobody was on the streets at this time of the day, it was too early for school, shops and anybody else. She guessed half of the people were asleep the other half having breakfast after feeding the cattle. Or whatever they had here. 

“I bet most guys are delighted to see two beautiful women any time.” Sara smiled. 

“Until they found the women are working for the police. That takes away a lot of attraction.”

“Maybe you met the wrong guys in the past.” Sara waited until Sofia was next to her before she rang the door bell.

“I did. Definitely.”

Nothing happened. Sara rang again. 

“It’s past seven, time to be awake. It’s Monday.”

“Just another manic Monday.” Sara began to hum. 

“Stop that.” Sofia tried not to giggled. They had to be serious, bad ass cops. 

“Time, it goes so fast when you’re having fun.”

“Don’t dare me.”

“Remember the twenty years plus.”

“Remember the gun.”

“Lame threat.” Sara knocked on the door. First slow, than hard and loud. 

“Can’t you kick it, Bruce?”

“You explain our bosses?”

“Go on knocking.”

“What the fuck do you want?” A voice from below yelled angrily. Somebody was home, no doubt about it.

“LVPD, we want to talk to Mister Fernandez.”

“He’s on holiday…somewhere in the Caribbean.”

“If he doesn’t want his shop being in the spot of a huge police investigation with a big search, he comes back ASAP.” Sofia answered. No more signs of an old song, no more signs of a headache, no more signs of a woman who worried about what her mother thinks about her sex life. Only a cold cop, who wasn’t joking and used to get what she wanted. 

“Give me a damn minute.”

“We’re counting.”

“It’s a shame I hit the nose and not the eye. A black eye would be perfect for a show-off. Don’t even dare to ask how the other one looks.” Sara teased quietly. 

“Wanted to explain the black eye to our bosses?”

“Glad there’re no traces left of that…incident.”

“Mhm.” Sofia eyed Sara but her left corner of the mouth moved up for a split second. There was no bad blood between them, they had talked it out.

An old man in dirty jeans and a former white shirt opened the door.

“What do you want?”

“Detective Curtis, LVPD, Miss Sidle, CSI. A look around, a talk, some answers.”

“Do I look like a tourist guide?”

“Do we look like tourists?”

“Bloody tourists don’t come here and not at this time of the day.”

“See. Your shop, please.”

“You’ve a warrant?”

“Want me to get one? Together with a dozen colleagues, who’ll search every inch of your house, shop and if they have to, the entire city. I bet some people would be very pissed off, if you draw so much police attention to here, Bala.”

“My name is Fernandez.”

“Shop or warrant?” Sofia wasn’t sure if she had enough evidence to get a warrant, but why tell that the man? He had no idea what she knew.

“Bloody police.” He grumbled, pushed the door open so that Sara and Sofia could follow him inside. Through a dirty and dark hallway, he guided them in the shop. 

“Ask what you have to ask.”

“Where do you get the name for your shop from?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Bala – bullet. Here’re more Mexicans living than Gringos.”

“A tiny town with a gun shop. Who are your customers?”

“Tourists, hunter from all over the state. Don’t need to be in fancy Vegas to have good quality stuff.”

“That’s why the crime lab was here for a shopping. We’re looking for quiet bullets. A replacement for a silencer.”

“Why not take a freaking silencer?”

“It’s a revolver.”

“Police don’t use revolver.”

“Killer do. The bullet?”

“I don’t have quiet bullets.”

“You know where we get them.” It was not a question, it was a statement.

“Internet.”

“Not for a thirty years old revolver.”

“Shoot your dinner with something else, lady.”

“Detective. And you’re not making me happy. I’m past my work time, I want to go home, leave you alone. For that you have to answer my question and not bullshit me.”

“I can’t make quiet bullets, I sell guns.”

“Tell me who makes them.”

“I don’t know.”

“Jose. Am I not clear? I won’t leave with nothing, so you better give me something or I’ll stay longer. And with every minute more, I’ll get more cranky, the lady next to me was already a bitch in the car, don’t dare her, she has a reputation for not caring too much about rules. We need an hour to get back to Vegas, we count that on our overtime what makes us even more cranky and bitchy. It’s much easier for us to call our colleagues and let them search your house, while we go home and sleep. You won’t sleep for a while after our colleagues have been here, you know that, Jose.”

“Some guy in Vegas makes quiet bullets.”

“Bala.”

“Why do you ask when you know his name already?”

“Your shop has his name…”

“This shop has it’s name for over forty years, I’ve no idea how old Bala is, but I doubt he was in the business when I opened mine.”

“Got a revolver? Thirty years old?”

“No.”

“Had one.”

“A had a few during the years.”

“When did you sell the last one.”

“Can’t remember.”

“Sara, get the phone, we need to check all the records of Mister Fernandez.”

“Will you stop that!” Fernandez complained. “What kind?”

“Better.” Sofia took a photo of the revolver, they’ve taken out of the fun ride. “This one. Not one like this, this one. No serial number.”

“Sold it three months ago.”

“Sure?”

“Of course.”

“To whom?”

“I don’t ask for a license when I sell a fucking gun without a serial number, lady. White dude, early thirties.”

“Give me more to make me forget you sold a gun without a serial number and knew about it.” Sofia demanded. Now she had enough for a warrant. He just gave it to her on a silver tray. 

“Dude wore a wig, black hair, but it was a cheap one, plus his eye brows were to bright. Blond, dark blonde, something like that. Gray eyes, Texas accent, probably faked, he overdid the accent. Around five ten, one sixty pounds, but sporty not fat. Didn’t see a car, he paid cash, I didn’t ask.”

For a shop owner he was a well trained observer. 

“How did he know about the gun?”

“He didn’t. He asked for a revolver, I said, I don’t have one I can sell, he asked how much it is to make me get a revolver I could sell. He asked for an old looking one. I named a price, he took out a bunch of Benjamins and left with his new gun. Story ends.”

“You didn’t wonder what he had in mind?”

“He bought a revolver without a serial number, he had nothing noble in mind. Me, selling him this revolver, I was no position to tell the police and I’m not that stupid to ask him what he had planed. Guessed he’d use it for something more than hunting rabbits. People, who want to shoot more than rabbits, have no problem to shoot nosy old guys. Especially in a place with no real police, no surveillance.”

“I want an exactly date, Jose.”

“God damn it.” He got with his hands through his face to relief his anger. “Two weeks after the baseball season was over.”

“Saturday or Sunday?”

“This shop isn’t open on Sundays.”

“Bala?”

“You need money for him.”

“How much?”

“At least a bunch of Benjamins.”

“Then what?”

“He get the word, you’ve the money and have a job, he’ll find you. Haven’t seen him, don’t know anybody who has.”

“See Jose, that wasn’t too bad, was it? Now we can drive back to Vegas and you can go on smoking dope.” Sofia smiled. She had smelled the sweet smell of marihuana when Jose came down to them, but hadn’t said anything. 

“But if I were you, I’d stop that, there might be some more questions and some colleagues smell much better than we do and they like to bring warrants.” Sofia turned, unlocked the front door of the shop and left it. 

Sara followed her, a hidden smile on her face. Yes, it could be fun working with Sofia. All you had to do was throwing her over your shoulder, punch her in the face and make her talk. She hoped she didn’t have to do all this every time she worked with the blonde. 

“What are you doing here?” Sara asked. She was late, she was tired and Greg was sitting on her balcony. He was supposed to be in bed.

“Waiting for you. I bet you didn’t have breakfast on your trip.” He got up, took her arms and dragged her gently to the wooden chairs. 

“Greg, I’m tired.”

“I know and you haven’t eaten since last night. Ten minutes, Sara.“ He petted her shoulder and made it clear, he wanted her to stay where she was. What else could she do? He was in her condo, there was no way she got rid off him. 

A few seconds later Greg came back with a glass of orange juice and bowl filled with fruits and cereals. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Why did you come along?”

“I missed you.”

“Sure, you always do. And in reality?”

“In reality I miss you too, but I came here to hear if you got something? Did that little drive to wherever gave you some answers?”

“Three months ago a man, who dressed himself up like somebody else, bought a revolver like our without a serial number. No bullets. No Bala either. The shop owner said the same like your source, you need money and let the street know, you want him.”

“Nothing new to work with. I assume there was no surveillance in the shop with bands stocked for three months.”

“Of course there was plus a fingerprint system on the door that saves all fingerprints of everybody who walked into that shop since Christmas.” Sara said cynical.

“Funny.”

“Stupid suggestion.”

“I know. What about Sofia? Did she go back to normal?”

“Yes.” 

“What was wrong with her?”

“Some stupid talk at work.”

“They are cops, they do stupid talk.”

“I know that.”

“So what else happened?”

“Huh?”

“Honey, I know you, you’re holding back information. Some major information. Spill it out, Sara, I’ll get you talk anyway. You tell me straight away, you’ll have your bed faster.” 

“Leave me alone.”

“I won’t.”

“Bad puppy.”

“Mean bitch.”

“Whatever happened between Sofia and me is out of the world, no need to worry.”

“No need not to tell.”

“She got a bloody nose and a few bruises thanks to me.”

“What?” Greg had a lot of fantasy, he could see Sara doing a lot of things, making Sofia bleed and giving her bruises was nothing he had on his list about things, Sara could possible do. There must have been a misunderstanding. 

“Say that again, I understood Sofia got a bloody nose and bruises of you. Really stupid, I know, I need to let my ears check.”

“We got into a fight.”

“Word fight.”

“No. I left the car because she was moody, she wanted me back in the car, tried to force me, drag me, I threw her over my shoulder first. She got me, got me in the cop grip, I smashed my elbow on her nose and my heels on her toes before my knee ended on her back, when she tried her luck for the third time.”

“Knowing you, you treated her after that.”

“Yes…” Sara stopped, her eyes full of sorrow and some fear. “Greg, what if I am like my parents? If that is a beginning of turning into somebody, who abuses people?” Her parents had been abusive, her mother had killed her father, who had abused both for years. Maybe she was like her parents or just turned into her parents.

“Sara.” Greg got his hands under Sara and with a strength, you couldn’t see when you saw him, he pulled her on his lap and got her deep into his arms. “You won’t. You do have a temper…”

“Violence issue.”

“A temper, that’s why you went to Jules and to her colleague. You’re not a violent person and you know that. Sofia always had a way to make you mad, I’ve no idea why.”

“I injured her, Greg.”

“She tried to force you.”

“She was right.”

“Why?”

“Because I acted stupid.”

“You warned her?”

“Yes.”

“You told her to leave you alone?”

“Yes. It was stupid, she was right, we were on duty, we had a guy to talk to.”

“Is she mad at you?”

“No.”

“You think she’ll give you a hard time because of what happened?”

Sara thought for a few seconds. “No.”

“Will you do it again?”

“No! I never wanted to hurt her. She was bleeding, Greg.”

“It won’t happen again.”

“What if…”

“It won’t happen again, I know you Sara. You pushed each others up, she tried to force you, you defended yourself. There won’t be any bad blood.”

“I scare myself sometimes.”

“You’re an ordinary woman, Sara. With a little temper, a very stubborn head and the cutest smile, I’ve ever seen. And now I’ll carry you to bed.”

“Are you trying to get into my bed too?”

“Do you want me in your bed?”

“You know I answer this question with a ‘no’, don’t you?”

“Yes I do.”

“This time I don’t say ‘no’. But I warn you, I’ll use you. Because I need somebody to hold me.”

“Use me, baby.” Greg kicked Sara’s bedroom door open and put her down on the bed. 

“Thanks Greg.”

“You’re welcome.”

She hugged him, kissed his cheek. “I love you.”

“Of course you do, as I do love you. Get your stuff, go into the bathroom, I’ll get the bed ready.”

“The bed ready?”

“Sure. You’ll be in my arms and Mister Woff will be in yours.” He grinned and made Sara laugh. Mister Woff was his stuffed animal, he had at Sara’s place. There was a reason why they called Greg ‘Puppy’ and Mister Woff was the reason. And it suited Greg perfectly. 

Coming to work together with Greg gave a new work day a good start. Sara opened the door for him and followed her friend into the break room, where the rest of the team was sitting.

“Lovers late.” Nick comment with a smirk.

“Jealous here.” Greg simply shot back and started to make some coffee. 

“We put the word out on the street that we’re looking for Bala.” Grissom greeted them.

“We?” Sara cocked a brow. The man unlikely to contact the LVPD.

“A source of ours. As soon as Bala tells him where to meet him, we’ll get the information and hopefully the man. In case he shows up without an appointment, there’re two police officers undercover close to the source. They’ll take photos of everybody, who comes close to the source.”

“You think Bala will tell us who the killer is? Something like that could be deadly for him.” Sara doubted. It seemed like Bala had a good reputation on the street and you don’t get that by cooperating with the police. Cooperation usually ends your life faster when you’re in a scene Bala was. Killer didn’t mind to lose somebody, who gives their names to the police. 

“We can try.”

“The bullet was very special.” Warrick gave the list with all the materials they had found inside the bullet. 

“Yeah, I can see that.” Sara flew over the lines. Somebody had spent some time for this and she was sure, he got a lot of money for it.

“Why go through all this? Why make such a fuzz to shoot somebody? Somebody random? It makes no sense to me.” Cath wondered. 

“There must be a reason we haven’t seen yet. I want us to see it soon.” Grissom demanded. In that moment Brass came in the room.

“We’ve got a message.”

“They’ve got Bala?”

“No, Bala has us. He has sent us a message.” Brass handed a piece of paper to Grissom.

“Stop wasting your time looking for me, I didn’t make the bullet. There’s no B on it.”

“Where did you get this one from?”

“Anonymous email contact. You guys are free to check it, it looks like somebody created it just for this email.”

“Why?” Warrick asked.

“Because the name of the person is: Copsgotitwrong. I doubt somebody has this as a name, but feel free to find out any better.”

“What does he mean with ‘no B on it’?” Cath asked.

“Does ‘B’ stand for Bala? Why put a clue on a bullet that kills somebody?” Greg wondered.

“This guy, Bala, is very proud of his work, he wants people to know he made the bullet, he made this little masterpiece.” Jules came in the room. “All his bullets have a little B on them. It’s not illegal to make bullets, he doesn’t use them himself. At least so far nobody could prove different. Somebody making a bullet and pretends it’s his work, he gets pissed off.” So far for her statement, she wasn’t a profiler. It looked like she had to be a profiler in this case, at least it felt like that for her. She got an hour ago a call from the Sheriff, who wanted her to work with the email and tell him and the rest of the team, how likely it was that this email was from Bala. 

“I checked some cases with self-made bullets, quiet bullets. They all had a ‘B’ on them and Bala never denied he made them. You can’t find him, he won’t come here, even if there’s nothing that proves he is a killer, but he is proud of his work. This seemed to be somebody’s else work. And if I’m right with his ego, Bala has a huge interested in finding whoever made this bullet too. He won’t like to have a combatant. If this was a way of getting attention, a way to promote your bullets, it worked out.”

“You think somebody made the bullet, went through all these trouble only the shoot anybody and get famous?” Brass asked.

“Get a lot of money. He won’t come here and tell us, he made the bullet. He’ll let people on the street know and he has to be very careful: we’re on his back and so will be Bala. By having a quiet bullet in an old revolver he showed, he is talented, he can do special jobs and he’s not afraid of big jobs. I’m sure some people will wait to find him, to give some orders to him.”

“Student? Chemistry student, who wants to play bad boy and make a lot of money?”

“I doubt that. He’ll have a good knowledge of chemistry, guns, physics and a file. Not for guns or anything like that. It’s about ego and money. I bet he needs money and this is the perfect way to get a lot of money, tax free money. A gambler, some-body, who lives in the gray area, without a regular job or a job where he can make his bullets. A part time job maybe, this way he can order all the material he needs without using his name.”

“Sounds more like a professional.” 

“We’re not looking for an idiot, captain. We’re looking for somebody, who has the ability to become a big fish. And doesn’t mind to kill innocent bystanders.”

“Got anything positive, doc?”

“Depends on the view: he won’t strike without an order again.”

“No more bodies, no more clues who he is.” Greg sighed. “Jules, when we pretend to be interested in his work, want to hire him, do you think his ego will make him contact us?” Greg saw no reason in calling his friend by her surname, they all could know, that they were friends. 

“You need to be very good, he won’t response to any offer. He wants attention, but not that bad that he’ll risk to get caught.”

“I tried some of our sources, they all claim not to know the guy, thought it is Bala, who made the bullet.” Brass got up. “Find this guy, doc.”

“I’m a psychologist, not a psychic.”

“Is there any difference?” He left the room.

“How good is your influence on your source, Greg?” Grissom asked. 

“Like good enough to make him order a bullet? I doubt he’s cool enough for that and he’s only a little fish, it’s not very likely that he’ll order a quiet bullet, what for? He sells guns, some are hot, some are stolen, but he has nothing to do with murder.”

“Even when we find this man, how do we connect him to the murder?” Sara asked. “Will his ego be that big that he’ll confess only to tell somebody how brilliant he is?”

“Arrogant but not stupid, Sara. He’ll try to make you adjust what a great bullet it is without saying with words he made it. You’ll see his pride, you’ll feel how he wants to make you talk about the bullet, all that won’t give you a confession. You need to find something that connects him with the bullet, something physical.”

“We don’t have anything physical yet.”

“Find it. It’s somewhere, everybody makes a mistake.”

There was no mistake. No matter how often Sara looked at the evidence, the little bit they had, she couldn’t see anything. There was no hair on the doll, there were no prints on it, there was no sign of where he bought the clothes. She guessed, a second hand shop, but there was no label, nothing that indicated from where anything was. 

“Anything?” Sofia came in the room. It was the first time they saw each other after their trip in the morning. 

“Nothing.” Sara looked for any signs of their fight, there was nothing. No bruise in the face her elbow had hit the blonde’s nose. 

“Where do you buy this dolls?” Sofia had put on some gloves, what Sara first wanted to comment with, that she wasn’t a CSI anymore. She stayed quiet and watched the blonde examine the doll.

“It’s not like you can buy it in any shop.”

“According to the manager of the Silver Mine, they ordered their dolls at a company in Mexico. This company doesn’t exist anymore, it closed ten years ago. They have like a dozen dolls in storage, it doesn’t seem like they need them a lot. Nobody touches them, they don’t have to do anything, the only thing that needs to be replaced on a regular basis is the electric system.”

“All dolls are still in storage?”

“Yes.”

“I assume there are no files in the closed company about people around Vegas who bought a doll as well?”

“Good joke, Sofia.” The company was closed since ten years, Sara doubted there was anything left of it, beside the walls. 

“Other theme parks? I mean, they close fun rides all the time, what do they do with their dolls? Can you get them for cheap money?”

“Want to call all theme parks and ask if they have sold dolls in the last years? And have notes about who bought them and where this persons live.”

“Got a better idea, investigator?”

“If I had I wouldn’t be here, I’d be out and catch a killer.”

“You’d watch the police catching a killer.”

“Of course, I’m only allowed to defense myself.”

“You do that quite good.” 

“Do you have any pain?” Sara mumbled? They were alone, but she didn’t want to risk that anybody could hear them.

Sofia shook her head, smiled a bit. “Takes more than that to knock me out.”

“You were lucky I didn’t use the top of my elbows. Otherwise your nose would be broken now.”

“Means you’re lucky too, you could be in custody.”

“For what? Self defense?”

“Assaulting an officer.”

“Thought it’s detective. Didn’t you work for your shield?”

“Don’t get cheeky, Sidle. You’re under surveillance.”

“Scary. Sofia?”

“Yeah?”

“We agree on that whoever placed the doll in the Silver Mine knew the fun ride and the area that’s off limits for guests?”

“Looks like.”

“This ride is the oldest one, have you been in there when it was new?”

“How old do you think I am?”

“Younger than me, I know that. What I mean, you are from Vegas, have you been in the Silver Mine as a child?”

“I told you so, but I can’t really remember anything. Why do you ask?”

“I think this fun ride wasn’t the only one that was made in old wild west style when it was new. I’m sure they had more, the old rides got replaced year by year for something more exciting. Surely they kept some things as a replacement for the Silver Mine or whatever else they had running around this theme before this ride was the last one. 

I had a look through the history of the park a couple of years ago they closed almost half of the wild west area, replaced it with new and more exciting fun rides. I wonder where they left all these things, that were in the rides. Did they sell it? Did they throw it away?”

“You think, our killer got one of these dolls years ago? That he had planed to do this for years?”

“No, not for years, but I think he got one of these dolls somehow.”

“Lenny.”

“Who is Lenny?”

“He showed me around, works in the theme park for over forty years. I bet he knows where the old stuff goes to.” Sofia took her cell phone. 

“It’s five in the morning.” Sara said. 

“Yeah, he’ll be up, remember the 24/7 week? They’re running again, means he’ll be around from four to eight in the evening. This man is obsessed with his fun ride and his rides were always in the wild west area…Lenny? This is detective Curtis speaking. Lenny, you told me you’ve always worked around the wild west area, tell me, were there more fun rides like the Silver Mine years ago?” Sofia paused to wait for an answer and, how it looked, a little story about the theme park. 

“I bet it was. Were there dolls like in the Silver Mine in other fun rides?”

Sara leant back, watched the blonde and waited for whatever or not she was about to find out. She wasn’t sure what Sofia was after. 

“Where do you have them?…all of them?…really? Interesting. No, I didn’t know that. Okay.” Sofia walked to a desk in the corner. “Where?” She started to wrote something down. “I’ll do that…sure, I’m sure you can…thanks Lenny, make sure your rides are running smoothly and don’t forget to take a break. Bye.” She closed her cell phone. 

“What did your source tell you?”

“That they never found the originally doll and he misses the drunken doll on top of the bridge, the ride isn’t complete with-out it, but his boss doesn’t see the need to get a new one as soon as possible.”

“Touching.”

“You’re cynical, Sidle.”

“That’s one of the my nicer sides. So, was there anything interesting that helps us with the case that your man could tell you?”

“There’s a big storage around five miles away from the theme park. They bring all of the old stuff to there, some gets stored, some gets sold, some thrown away eventually. They had another ride like the Silver Mine, he guesses most of the stuff is sold, rotten in the garbage somewhere, but there might be some dolls left.”

“Somebody, who worked in the theme park long enough to know theor ways around security, who moves like he belongs there, should know about this storage area and that there are things from former fun rides. He could got the doll from there, that would explain why it looks like the one that belongs there, get the right clothes on it, it’s all made in Mexico, no chance for us to find something about it now, I’ve no idea how many years later, and you’ve a killer without a trace.” Sara concluded. 

“Could be. Wanna have a little joyride with me?”

“Depends.” 

“On what?”

“Will we go straight to the place or will we take a break again to get some air?” The brunette smirked. 

“I think we’re fine with the air today, aren’t we?” 

“Yes.”

“Good. Come on, you drive.”

Half an hour later they were in front of a huge storage building. Sofia had talked to the owner of the theme park on the cell phone while they were on their way to the storage building. He had arranged that they could get inside, had called the night watchman, who opened them the gate and left a master key with them. 

“You know there’s the stuff of all rides inside?” Sara asked. “Over thirty years of theme park are put in this building, we’ll need some time to find what we’re looking for. If we find it at all.”

“That’s life.” Sofia closed the door and walked to the gate. “The night watchman said, there might be some people around. Apparently here are two or three men every day, looking what they can use in the park, what is so much broken, that they have to throw it away and they also repair things here.” 

“Lot’s of opportunities to prepare a case like we have.” Sara opened the door. Inside the building it was too dark to walk around without light but too bright to say it was dark. 

“Where do we want to start?” Sofia put on some gloves. 

“Let’s find one of the men, who work here to get any idea where to start. Maybe they’ve a kind of system here, like wild west, water world or universe.”

“Sounds good.” They walked down the aisle, along old wagons, decoration, metal, wood and parts of an old children fun ride. The horses had been white once, now they were gray, had only one ear, lost a hoof or a whole leg. 

“Creepy.” Sofia mumbled.

“I’m fine with this, but I think clowns and  dolls are creepy. I do think sometimes they’re watching me.” Sara confessed. 

“Since we have a doll in custody for killing a human and I’ve seen Chucky a few times, I agree on that. Dolls are creepy… there’s somebody.” A man was standing in front of a shelf, a list in his hands.

“Excuse me.” Sofia called out. 

“What are you doing here?”

“LVPD, we talked to the owner. I’m detective Curtis, that’s Miss Sidle with the crime lab.”

“Goodman. What are you looking for, detective?”

“We wonder if you have some dolls of the Silver Mine.”

“They’ve them in their storage, around a dozen, I think.”

“There are none here?”

“A few, but they’re all broken. It’s like the first class stuff in the theme park, to exchange something quick, we’re here with the old rubbish.”

“That includes Silver Mine dolls.”

“Yeah, parts of them. Some miss a limb, the head, are torn. Why?”

“You’ve a list of them? And similar dolls?”

“All dolls are in the same area, down the aisle, left, go on for ten aisles and turn right. There are dolls, clothes for them, hats, whatever you need to make them look like they belong to the scene, they’re in.”

“Did you make one for the theme park within the last months?”

“No, like I said, they’ve better quality dolls there.”

“Do you repair them, in case they’d ask for it?”

“I don’t repair anything here. I’m here to make sure somebody knows what’s in and where it is. Hank is the one who repairs everything, from dolls to wagons. He must be somewhere around or in his workshop, not too far away from your dolls. He can tell you if there is a doll requested right now, I won’t know until there’s the order to send it to the theme park.”

“Thanks Mister Goodman.” 

They walked down the aisle to get to the dolls.

“Want to talk to Hank?” Sofia asked.

“With this name he has to be guilty, no matter of what.” Sara mumbled.

“What? Why?”

“Nothing.”

“Your ex?”

“The case, detective. We’re here to find a murder not to exchange gossip.”

“I can do both.” Sofia smiled but didn’t try to get any further information about a man called Hank, who obviously hadn’t left a very good impression in Sara’s life. This wasn’t the right place to talk about the brunette’s private life, nor was it any of Sofia’s business. Only because they had two afternoons without a fight, it didn’t mean Sara considered Sofia as a friend. The little incident in the desert showed, the brunette was still able to be very mad at the blonde. No matter if she was right about it or not. 

“Dolls, in one part, in two parts or many parts. Why keep all these dolls?” Sara wondered when they were in front of a huge shelf with dolls. 

“I’ve no idea, the Silver Mine is that old, you’d think they’ll kick it out of the program anyway soon. Or replace everything with something new.”

“I’ll check if I find the same clothes like our doll has.”

“I’ll pay Hank a visit, maybe he can tell me something interesting.”

“Okay.” Sara took a little ladder and started to climb it. It would take some time to check on all the dolls, she had already seen the woman, who was standing on a table in the pub singing and dancing. Parts of her, she missed an arm. She wondered if in the beginning some dolls had been to close to the wagons and people ripped off arms, fingers or pieces of clothes. 

Under a saddle made of plastic, she found the head of a horse, what scared her for a split of a second. Why keep the head of a horse? Did they really replace the head, when the horse was broken? What could break in or off a head of a horse? 

The second shelf was like the first one big enough for her to leave the ladder and actually knee down in all the clothes. She felt like working in a second hand place, sorting through clothes. Jeans, some with wholes, some with paint on them, shirts with sleeves, without, with pockets, one with half a pocket, all full of dust and a cowboy hat. She took the head in her hands, turned it, saw the star for the sheriff. Before she could think of where the sheriff had been in the Silver Mine a loud bang made her flinch. 

What she saw then was even worsen than the bang. Her ladder was gone, fell down. She was around five to six yards high, how was she suppose to get down? 

“Great.” She thought for a moment to call out for Sofia, then she thought, it had been so loud, the blonde must have heard it, would come back to see if anything happened here. No need to stop searching. So far there hadn’t been their doll or anything she could recognize as it’s clothes. 

When she didn’t hear Sofia a few minutes later and had finished her shelf, she took her cell phone. Maybe the blonde was too far away to hear the noise the ladder had made. 

“Oh come on.” Saea grumbled. No signal. They weren’t that far away, why was there no signal in this building? Another look down. Sara sighed. Waiting for Sofia to come along or climbing? There wasn’t much to hold on, but she could manage. With a belt she found between the clothes, she made a rope. She wasn’t sure if the belt could hold her, but in case she slipped, it would  slow her fall down. 

Step by step she placed her shoes on the screw nuts, that hold the bottom of the shelves, her hands holding on the wood. Having a distance of a yard between the shelves, it made it difficult for Sara to climb, so she made the decision to jump when she was around three yards high. Her belt was long gone, she could try it the slow way and risk an unwanted fall, she couldn’t control or a controlled jump. 

With one deep breath she let go of the shelf, tried to loosen her muscles and as soon as she touched the ground, she took the pressure of the fall a little bit away by rolling over her shoulder. Dirty pants, a little bit of pain in her legs and gray hands were all she got from her little jump. 

“I’m getting old, years ago this hadn’t been any problems.” She looked at her ladder, that was next to the shelf. “Little bastard, why did you fall?” She made the decision to have a look for Sofia first, to tell her, she might please check every now and then if the ladder was still in place, so Sara didn’t have to jump and climb again. 

She opened the door to the workshop and found Sofia sitting on chair. Alone.

“Are you having a break?”

“Sara!” 

“Yeah what…” Then she saw that the hands of the detective were behind her back. 

“I thought you are on the shelf.” Sara turned. There was a man, holding something that looked like Sofia’s gun. 

“How do you know? Did you…oh I told the ladder off for falling, but you made it fall. I assume you’re Hank.”

“And I assume you’ll get your gun away before I shoot your friend, officer.”

“Officer? I’m not a cop, I’m a CSI, I can use my head.” 

“Gun away.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Sara threw her gun away. “But you take back the officer. I’m not a cop, I’m a CSI, I work with my head. I don’t need a gun to get what I want, I can think.” Ego. Jules had said the bullet maker had an ego issue. Maybe Sara could use that. 

“Looks like, you found a way to get down the shelf.”

“Of course, all you need is something to work with, no matter what. If you’re smart enough you can work with everything.”

“That’s true.”

“Did you create the doll? That was used in the Silver Mine?” Sara pointed to some clothes that looked like they were from the Silver Mine. 

“The doll? You think, I’m that stupid?”

“Well, you chained the cop to the only heavy chair so she can’t move, that is a proof you’re smart. How did you get her there?”

“She wanted to look where the noise came from, not thinking of being prepared for everything. It wasn’t that difficult to get her in here after I had her gun.”

Sara looked at Sofia. “Serve and protect, huh? I knew I’m better off with a dog. Can’t use her head for some real work and is even too stupid to do her job. They tell you right from the start in police academy, you need to be alert. But cops are only alert when there’re donuts around. Or fresh coffee.”

“Get your ass next to her.”

“Like to play?” Sara asked with a smirk.

“Why?”

“Shooting us would be stupid, too many people know we’re here and they know you’re here. So if you leave us here and I put the word out on the streets that you needed a gun to control a CSI, your reputation is – let’s say, you won’t be known as a tough guy. Put that gun away and get me, you gave her a fair chance to defense herself, kicking away my ladder was quit cowardly.”

“You want to get hurt?”

“Better hurt and some honor than giving up and ending chained to a chair like a kindergarten girl. I assume you’ll win, but well, I tried. I don’t want to be know as the CSI, who was as stupid as the cop. Or are you really scared of a CSI? A lab rat.”

“I didn’t have my workout today, why not.” He put the gun away, far enough so Sofia couldn’t reach it. “It will be like in the wild west, getting the bastard down before you leave them for the wolves.”

“I like dogs.”

“Come on, try me, bitch.”

“Why does everybody call me a bitch?” Sara wondered. She walked slowly towards Hank, who grabbed a slim board when she was close enough and stroke out. Instead of Sara he hit nothing. but Sara’s foot hit him right in his crotch. With a groan he went down. 

“Don’t be whiny.” 

“Bitch.” He jumped up, tried to grab her and got the tip of her elbow straight on his nose. She heard it broke, she saw how his eyes rolled back and he fell on the ground. 

“Pansy.” Sara took a plastic band, tied his arms together and because she was enjoying that, she tied his feet to the hands so that Hank looked like a badly wrapped gift. 

“Looks like your ego was too big to consider that as a smart CSI I wouldn’t ask for a fight, if I wasn’t sure I’d win. Every-body underestimates me.”

“Would you mind to get the keys to my cuffs?” Sofia asked. 

“He took your cuffs? Your guns and your cuffs? What kind of detective are you?”

“Sara!”

“For you, it’s superwoman. I got down a six yards high shelf with no ladder, I fought and won against a man, who had a gun when I came in the room, wrapped him up like a Christmas gift, I think, I am superwoman.”

“Get me free.”

“You know, detective.” Sara walked slowly to Sofia, a smirk in her face. “You’re both helpless now. Being in control is a nice feeling, you don’t have that very often as a CSI.”

“Get. The. Damn. Key.”

“That’s why you’re  not a CSI anymore. You don’t think, you’re not prepared and you’ve no patience.” Sara sat on Sofia’s lap.

“What are you doing?”

“Using the power I have over you. Close your eyes.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“Sara, what…?”

“Your eyes, please.” 

Sofia had no other choice than to obey. She felt how Sara got her arms around her, her lips came close to Sofia’s left ear.

“Tell me if he hurt you and I’ll hurt him. I can tie him up a little bit more and he’ll have a lot of pain tomorrow. Nobody hurts my friends without any payback and broken nose plus a useless cock for a few days is not enough payback.”

“I’m fine.”

“Good.” Sara’s hands found the lock and the key, she had taken with her on her way from Hank to Sofia, opened the lock. He had underestimated her and had left the keys to the cuffs on the table, the mistakes you make, when you’re too sure of yourself. 

As soon as her hands were free Sofia’s arms got around Sara, who was still half sitting on her lap.

“I’m glad you’re here, but never ever dare to play with me like that.”

“I played him, I didn’t play with you.”

“You did and you know that.”

“I think, I deserved some fun.”

“Fun? Trouble. It’s not your job to risk your life, nor is it your job to fight a killer.”

“I had no other choice my detective was out of order for a moment. I know, as a CSI, I’m not suppose to fight a killer, as a friend, I’m suppose to help my friend, when she’s in need. You know, a friend in need is a friend indeed.”

“Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome.”

“Twenty years of material arts. Seems like you use that a lot of this week.”

“Yeah, I think, I don’t have to go to practice this week.” Sara got up, offered Sofia her hand and pulled her on her feet. “Go and call your officers, take the landline. We’ve no signal with our cell hone here.”

“We’re not that far away from Vegas and I called Brass when were at the gate.”

“Yeah, I bet our little friend here built a blocker for the building. Oh and tell dayshift to come in, they have to find something to connect Hank to the bullet. I bet, he built the bullet and the timer for the doll here. The perfect place.”

“What will you do?”

“I’ll enjoy my success for another minute and find Mister Goodman. He has to close the whole building, no more deliveries for today. And I want to know everything about Hank, what else does he have – beside a shitty name.”

“You need to tell me the story about Hank and you.”

“I don’t have to anything, detective. You owe me a favor, not the other way around.” Sara grinned. “Get out and call for back-up, I’ll watch the little genius.” Maybe she’d tie him up a little bit more, or give him another kick as soon as he moved bit. At least she had to make sure he wouldn’t run. 

With a grin she handed Sofia her gun back.

“Thanks.”

“Next time keep it, detective.”

“Says the one, who threw away her gun.”

“All for the glory and the life of the detective.” 

“The stupid one, who doesn’t use her head.”

“That’s why she is only a detective and not a CSI.” Sara chuckled. She had to admit, saying all these things about Sofia while the blonde couldn’t do or say anything to stop her, had felt quite good. Sara wouldn’t mind to find Sofia a few times a year chained to a chair, depending on Sara’s help so that the brunette could insult the blonde without any consequences. 

“Hey.” Sara had found her way to Sofia’s office. “Got my report for you.”

“Since when do you bring me your report?” 

“Only today to make sure we wrote the same in our reports.”

“That you had to rescue me, superwoman?”

“Well first I wanted to leave that out, but I he mentioned how he got you so I thought, I can’t make up a complete new story.” Sara handed Sofia the report, opened so that the blonde could read it right away. 

“…could I use the psychological issue of the suspect to get his attention and made him put his gun away. He was caught in one of his ‘episodes’, saw himself as a hero and started to fight me. Because detective Curtis got his attention for a split of a second, I was able to hit him in the face and kick him in the lower abdomen. That made him lose his consciousness, so I was able to tie him up, before detective Curtis secured him and called for back-up.” Sofia looked at Sara. She had heard what Hank had said, this wasn’t what really happened, it was close to what Hank had told the police, beside the fact in his story, he was a hero and Sara had played unfair. 

“You made it sound like I’ve helped you to get him down.”

“You did.”

“We both know…”

“You did.” Sara smiled. “Keep your report close to mine, I’m in no mood the re-write it. According to doctor Weinberg, the statement Hank gave Brass and Grissom is given under the influence of his personality issues, which doesn’t mean he’s not to find guilty by a jury, only that his story and the reality will be different.”

“Did the doctor say that?” Sofia smiled.

“Yes.”

“Why not…something that comes closer to Hank’s story?”

“Hank’s story? I told you he has this problem with his perso-nality. I mean, who’d believe that I fought a man with a gun? I’m not trained for that, I’m there for the evidence, the detectives are the heroes.”

“With a slightly different report, you could amuse a lot of officers.”

“Yeah, well I’m sure with a slightly different report from our trip south yesterday, I could cause a lot of trouble, get Ecklie to go back to my therapist and so on. I think, we should keep the reports like they are.”

“Sara, even you change this report, I’d never write anything else than I already did about yesterday.” Sofia said serious. 

“Do you think your report might sound like mine?”

“I think that’s possible.” 

“Good.” Sara’s left corner of the mouth got up. “I’m too tired to discuss that any longer. It’s almost noon, time to go to bed. I requested a night off on Saturday, heard it’s a good time for a night out. You should think about the same.”

“I did. My boss told me I deserve a day off.”

“Good for you, we might meet if we’re both out.”

“You never know, you might be in bar, order a cocktail and out of the blue, I’ll be next to you, asking for a beer.”

“In that case, see you later, detective.”

“See you later, investigator. Thanks for the…report.”

“You’re welcome.” Sara smiled. There was no reason to tell the rest of the department the whole truth. This was a truth everybody could live with. 

“I think Jack is a great guy.” Greg held his whiskey cola in one hand while he leant with the other arm on the bar. 

“He’s nice in a colorful cocktail.” Sara took a sip of her cock-tail. Weekend. A day off.

“We closed the case, we’re due for some drinks. I’ve to say, I was a little scared when we…”

“Greg, if you dare to talk about the case, I’ll grab your hair and will make your head meet the bar a few times.” Jules warned. They had the night off, the case was close, she didn’t want to hear anything off the case for the rest of the night. Nothing.

“Okay, no work…where’s DD?”

“Out.”

“Why not with us?”

“Ask DD.” DD – or Dorothea Delia – was Jules’ current girlfriend. Neither Greg nor Sara understood the kind of rela-tionship these two women had. Jules called it an open relation-ship, Greg wasn’t sure, if it wasn’t more than an excuse to have someone, to be not alone. Most of the times Jules and DD weren’t out together. They saw each other at their places, they had weekends together, made short trips, but they both had other people in bed when they were apart. And both knew that, both were okay with that. Not that kind of relationship Greg could handle or understand. For Jules and DD it had worked out for over half a year. 

“If I ever see her again I will.”

“You know where she lives, pay a visit.”

“Might do that.”

“Is he sleeping in my room tonight?” Jules asked Sara.

“Yeah.” Jules’ room was Sara’s guest room. Most times it was Jules, who slept in there. When they were out, when Sara’s place was closer from a place Jules had celebrated, when she felt like seeing Sara. Jules had her own key to Sara’s condo, she could come and go whenever she felt like it and she did so. This way Sara got surprised with huge fresh cooked breakfasts every now and then, or a fresh stocked fridge 

“In that case I’ll take the couch if I won’t stay somewhere else.”

“Feel free to do so.” 

“You can share a bed with me.” Greg offered.

“Greg, we tried that already. You’re really cute and I really like you, but somehow a man isn’t what I want in my bed. You guys are not as much fun as a woman. You need to make me very drunk to get me in your bed.”

“Want another tequila?” Greg offered coy.

“I do. So does the brunette next to me and the gorgeous blonde just coming in.” Jules had seen Sofia. The entrance was a level higher, with the right place at the bar, you saw everybody who came in. 

“She looks damn sexy.” Greg admired. Dressed in black, skintight jeans, tight top and black shoes Sofia made her way through the people. She, a trained detective, had seen her friends too. 

“Don’t try to hit on her, Greg.” Sara advised. 

“I won’t. Like I said, I’m not into blondes.”

“I am. I’ll try to get into her bed or get her in my casino room. A hot detective, can’t remember the last time had a cop.”

“Somebody else of the law enforcement team?” Greg asked grinning.

“I do remember that. Didn’t work out both times but sometimes it’s better to have a friendship than a relationship.”

“To hear these words from you is rare.” Sara said dryly. 

“Drink your tequila.” Jules gave Sara her tequila.

“Thanks.”

“One for Greggo and one for the hot blonde.”

“Thanks. Twice.” Sofia smiled. A tequila, what a nice way to be welcomed. 

“Don’t dare to talk about work tonight or she’ll kill you.” Greg warned Sofia.

“I don’t plan to do so, I’ve a night off, I don’t want to talk about work.”

“That’s why you meet colleagues?” Sara teased.

“She doesn’t, she’s meeting friends. Now Sidle, if you want to make trouble, forget it and use your energy to get us some more drinks. Good ones.” Jules demanded.

“Alright. What do you want?” She asked Sofia.

“A beer.”

“Beer? Law enforcement.” Jules shook her head. 

“We’re not as fancy as doctors.” Greg took his vodka mix drink with a smile. Jules got her bottle with dangerous green looking stuff inside, Sara took a cocktail and Sofia got her beer.

“At least beer is in a bottle. Wanna dance, Sofia?” Jules asked.

“Not now, thanks.”

“I’ll hit the floor with you.” Greg took Jules’ hand. “Come on, we’ll find somebody to play with. Let’s see who gets lucky first.” 

“Is that a challenge, vodka boy?”

“Yes it is.” He blinked at her and both left the bar to go on the dance floor, leaving Sara and Sofia to themselves. 

“Do they mean it like they said it?” Sofia asked.

“Huh?”

“Getting lucky?”

“It’s their goal for tonight yes. And only because you’re with us the first time, I’ll warn you: Jules has you on top of her list as her dish of the night. Be prepared for some indecent pro-posals.”

“Okay.” Sofia laughed. “Thanks for the warning. I’ll stay sober enough to deny all her wishes. This is my last drink anyway, I want to drive home.”

“You want to drive?” Sara furrowed her brows.

“Yes. I hate cabs and I won’t get a hotel room for five hours of sleep.”

“You can stay at my place.”

“I thought Greg stays there.”

“If he won’t get lucky he will. He can take the couch, you can have the guest room.”

“There’s no need to send him to the couch.”

“That’s alright, he sleeps there frequently. It’s a comfortably couch.”

“Your whole house looks comfortable.”

“Thanks.”

“I never expected a condo like that when I came to your place, to be honest.”

“What did you expect?” Sara cocked her head. 

“I don’t know…something dark…dark furniture, no colors, a lot books, a condo made for somebody, who lives for the job and not a colorful place with a party balcony.”

“I guess this would be a good time to be mad at you, but you’re right. My condo looked like you said a few years ago. Before Jules came in my life. She changed it completely, said she couldn’t stay in a dark geek hole. So she refurnished my condo, decorated the balcony and got some of my holiday photos as posters on the wall. It took her two weeks to change my condo completely and sell the old furniture.”

“You let her do that?”

“Yes….and yes.” Sara added to answer the unasked question.

“Yes?”

“Yes to the question you wanted to asked, but didn’t dare to ask. Jules and me were a couple, that was the reason why she stopped being my therapist. We realized fast we’re attracted to each other, I took another therapist and we became a couple. It didn’t work out as you can see, but we keep a very close friendship.”

“Wow.”

“It’s not that unusual to have a relationship with a woman when you’re a woman. At least I thought it’s not that unusual anymore these days.”

“No, the ‘wow’ was more for ‘wow, you really told me that?’. That’s not Sara Sidle like. Not the Sara Sidle I knew before the last case – which we won’t talk about.”

Sara laughed. “I think you realized Jules and me are close after she opened the door for you when you came over the first time.”

“I was wondering yes. She moved around like she was more than a guest.”

“It’s like her second home, she has a key, she comes and goes like she wants. When she’s off duty and I come home, she sometimes sits on the couch, a breakfast for us in front of her and we watch stupid old cartoons for a few hours, eat, drink a few beer or cocktails before I go to bed and she cleans up the mess and goes back home. It’s like having a house mate, who isn’t there most times of the week.”

“And you are not a couple anymore?”

“No.” Sara laughed. “No, that’s long over. She’s fine with DD – fine in their way.”

“Open relationship?”

“That obvious?”

“She wants to get laid, looks like she doesn’t do that for the first time, doesn’t act like she has to make sure her partner doesn’t know, everything points to an open relationship.”

“It’s a pity you waste your sharp eyes and your observation talent on being a detective instead of working as a CSI.” Sara grinned.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that. Not only was it work related, but it also makes me believe, you think a detective isn’t worth much. Like saving the life of a CSI is nothing. Elegantly I’ll change the topic back to tonight, asking you what are your plans for tonight?”

“Mine? Having a good time, some drinks, a few dances and go home and have a long sleep in my bed – alone.”

“Alone?”

“Yeah. I’ll take a smug blonde with me home, but she’ll sleep in another room.”

“Will she?”

“Yes.” Sara lifted two fingers and a few seconds later she had another cocktail and another beer next to her. Being a regular guest gave her some advantages. One was being the ex flirt of the bartender. Another relationship, that hadn’t work out, but at least he had told her, he wanted to have fun with other people and didn’t cheat on her. She was still friendly with him, they flirted occasionally, but never crossed the line of a flirt anymore. Like Jules had said before, sometimes a friendship was worth more than a relationship. 

“Are you sure this is really okay?”

“Sofia, you asked this three times within the last five minutes, we’re almost at my place, if you don’t stop asking this stupid question, I’ll make you sleep in my car.”

“While you’re driving it?”

“I’m not allowed to drive anymore, detective.”

“So your car is a save place? Actually, I believe you can’t drive worse being than being sober, Sidle…ouch.” Sofia held her shoulder where Sara’s fist had hit her. 

“Assaulting an officer can bring you behind bars.”

“I didn’t assault an officer, I assaulted a detective, a smug one.”

“I won’t report you because you called me a detective…and because I’m too tired to go through all the fuzz that comes along with having you arrested.”

“Sure thing.” Sara opened the door to her condo and let Sofia walk in. 

“You know, as a good host you should offer me your bed.”

“I told you I’ll sleep alone in my bed.”

“I wasn’t talking about sharing it with you.”

“You’ll get the guest room or the couch, choose one. My bed is off limit for you. Both have sheets and pillows, both are ready to snuggle in and sleep.”

“Bed.” In case Greg came along later she didn’t want to be waken up by him. 

Greg. All the time she had thought he had a huge crush on Sara, when she saw them dancing tonight, she was close to admit, they were lovers, there hadn’t been space for a sheet of paper between them on the dance floor, his hands were on her body, not willing to let her move a away a bit, while her arms were embraced around his neck, placing her face very close to his face. 

A lab romance. A teasing couple that finally had found each other. Friends, who had discovered they felt more than friendship for each other. She had smiled, sighed and thought, it would be hard not to mention something like this when they were together at a scene and she had to leave them alone in a room. So many chances to tease them, to mock them. For an hour or so, Sofia had built a perfect comment to throw at Sara, when they had a minute alone. 

Then Jules had dragged her on the dance floor, had made it more than clear that she was interested in Sofia, wanted Sofia to keep her company through the night. The doctor didn’t cross a line, didn’t do anything that made Sofia tell her off, push her away. The blonde smiled, thanked the dark brunette for her interested and told her, she had no chance to end up in bed with Sofia. Something Jules only commented with, being in bed was boring, she knew more exciting places for them to have fun. But she understood, didn’t stop flirting, but stayed within the line. 

After that she got Sara at the bar, was ready to tease her that Greg got, what he always wanted, when her eyes fell on the young CSI, who was still on the dance floor. What she saw made her forget everything she wanted to say. Greg was not only dancing, he was dancing very close and very…well obscene was the right word…and instead of being face to face like he was to Sara, he was more tongue to tongue. Had he said, he was into brunette, he showed her it was the truth. Brunette, well build, a little taller than he was and…male. Her old colleague was definitely french-kissing a man. Okay, it was more than obvious that most of the people in the club were more into having fun with a same sex partner, although Sofia had seen a few opposite sex couples, but ninety percent weren’t. 

She had been surprised first, mostly because she hadn’t thought Sara was into places like this. This rumor about Sara and Grissom had been around the office, nobody ever got a proof of if it was right or wrong, but it had always been her and her supervisor. To this the flirt with Greg, there was no hint of that Sara was anything than attracted to men. Her statement that she and Jules had been a couple was a surprise, more because she told Sofia about it, like she told her the forecast for the next days. Sara had been good for a lot of surprises this week. She saw her in a different light now. 

“Are you asleep already?” Sara came in the guest room. Sofia got lost in her thoughts, sitting on the bed. 

“Just thinking.”

“Heavy thinking. Here, I’ve some boxers and a shirt for you, I guess you prefer to have something to wear while you sleep; something you haven’t been in the whole evening. And you might need this too.” She handed Sofia a little bag with a toothbrush and toothpaste. 

Had Sara been prepared? Did she plan this?

“I’ve a spare one here all the time. Jules and Greg have their own in the bathroom, but sometimes DD stays over too and she hasn’t got anything here. So I’ve a couple of this travel kits, because she forgets to bring her own or takes it with her.” Sara explained like she had read Sofia’s mind.

“Thanks.”

“Do you get thirsty after a night like this?”

“Huh?”

Sara laughed. “Do you wake up thirsty because of all the alcohol?”

“Sometimes.”

“Okay, get in the bathroom, I’ll get you some water. Grab a towel from the staple in the bathroom and help yourself to whatever else you might need. Just stay away from Greg’s perfume, he insists to sniff it off your skin otherwise.” Sara grinned widely. 

“Why should I wear his perfume?”

“It smells damn good and it’s unisex.”

“Everything here seems to be unisex.” Sofia mumbled.

“Huh?”

“Nothing.”

“Got your picture of the world shaken up, Sofia? Were there too many things tonight, you didn’t know of?” Sara teased. 

“Since I stood with these sundaes in front of your door every-thing seemed to be strange and not like it was before. The whole week was a kind of – I don’t know – not what I expected it to be. Not like other weeks.”

“You don’t look too upset with that.”

“I’m not, it’s interesting.”

“And I can promise you, everybody will accept your ‘no’ in this house. No matter how close they tried to get to you on the dance floor.”

“Can’t remember you trying to get close to me on the dance floor.”

“We weren’t dancing, Sofia. That was in your dreams. I’m honored to be in your dreams, but in reality there were always a few people between us while we were dancing.”

“Nobody else is here.”

“At the moment, that might change. But nobody will join you in this bed. Have a good sleep, in case you’re awake before anybody else is, help yourself to some coffee and whatever you fancy for a breakfast.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Good night.”

“Night, sleep tight.” Sofia took all the things Sara had given her and vanished in the bathroom. 

Sara got a small bottle of water and placed it next to Sofia’s bed. She did the same with the couch because she knew, if Greg or Jules would crash in, they needed the water. The third bottle was for herself. She had water next to her bed every night. After nights like this one, she could drink a whole bottle without really waking up. 

She had seen the surprise in Sofia’s face a few times tonight. First when the blonde entered the club and found out, it wasn’t an ordinary club. Not only was it visible that most couples were same sex couples, but also tried to hit a tall black haired woman on Sofia after only a few yards. Getting over her confusion quite fast, Sofia smiled and dismissed the woman without being rude. 

The second time was when Sara had told her about herself and Jules. The ‘Wow’ was not only – like Sofia had claimed - because Sara had told her about the relationship, but also because Sara had been involved with a woman. She knew about the rumors of her and Grissom. Well, it wasn’t a rumor when it was true, was it? But that was past. It was after Jules, had nothing to do with Jules or the failure of their love relationship. Grissom had been the reason why Sara changed from San Francisco to Las Vegas. She lost her interest in him after a while, met other people, like Jules, before she and Grissom had a relationship for over a year nobody in the department knew of. 

Greg was the reason why Sofia had been surprised the third time. Seeing her colleague kissing a man wasn’t what Sofia had expected. Sara knew after seeing her and Greg together the last few days, Sofia tempted to think there was something between Sara and Greg going on. Seeing him kissing this man blew off her world. 

She would get over all these things, Sara was sure. Sofia had never reacted negative of any of these surprises. She only needed a second to replace her old knowledge with the knew one and was fine with that. Maybe the blonde would become a permanent member of their group. So far it had been the three of them plus whoever was with them. DD for last few months, but she was more with her own old friends than with them. Sara’s and Greg’s last partners also didn’t make it to be a permanent member of their little group. If Sofia made it in the group, they were four. So far the blonde fit in perfectly. 

Sara had no idea if she had been asleep already when her door got opened. From the sound of the footsteps she recognized whoever came in her room, knew where to go without switching on the light or asking for direction. That ruled out Sofia and Sara was quite sure, it ruled out Greg too. When her blanket was moved away and two arms embraced her from behind, she smelled Jules’ perfume.

“Who invited you in my bed?” Sara chuckled. 

“Greg snores on the couch, I don’t want to listen to that and I figured, if I climb in the guest bed next to this adorable blonde, she’ll have me restrained and arrested before I’ve a change to get my hand on her skin.” Jules snuggled closer to Sara’s back, her face in Sara’s hair. 

“I told her nobody would join her, she’s safe in the bed.”

“Mhm, she is.”

“What made you change your mind? I thought you wanted to get lucky tonight.”

“I did. Twice. But it wasn’t good enough to wake up next to her. I prefer to wake up next to you. Our puppy had his fun too. He came out of the room next to mine when I left. We brought each other home.”

“Good to know.”

“Yeah, but why falls he asleep on your couch while I’m in the bathroom? My plan was to be in there first so that when he goes in, I can capture the couch.”

“Seems like he had his bathroom time already in the casino.”

“Yeah. Mean. Well, brought me to you, no reason to complain.”

“Not for you.”

“Not for you either. Otherwise you had Greg in here. Prefer him?”

“He should be exhausted for tonight.”

“Sara, we both know, for you he’d get all his energy back.”

“To realize I’d kick him that hard, he won’t get lucky the next days or weeks.”

“You’re a cruel woman, Sara Sidle.”

“I am.”

“I love you for that. Sleep tight.” Jules kissed Sara’s hair, sighed satisfied and instantly fall asleep. Just like Greg had before when he lay down on the couch. 

“Night Jules.” Sara stroke one of Jules’ hands and closed her eyes. Seemed like they had enjoyed the same club, would all sleep at her place and would share a late brunch together in a few hours. No better way to spend a night off. 

Sunshine could be gruesome after a long night with a lot of alcohol. The bright rays stabbed into your eyes, caused the head to protest, the eyes to beg that they could be closed and the headache you hoped you had slept away, was back.

Luckily Sara didn’t have too many drinks and was fine sitting on her balcony, a coffee and a bowl of chopped fruits in front of her. When she walked through the living room half an hour ago, Greg was still asleep, so was Jules, when Sara left her bed forty-five minutes ago. She hadn’t seen anything of Sofia, hadn’t checked if the blonde was still here or if had left to go home. 

That question got answered when Sara got company on the balcony. With a mug in her hands, Sofia came out, still wearing the top and the boxer. Her wet hair showed she had used the shower, taking the offer Sara had made her last night. 

“Good afternoon.” Sara smiled.  

“It is, isn’t it? Already afternoon.” Sofia sat next to Sara on one of the wooden chairs. 

“A few more hours and we’re back to work.”

“How am I suppose to work with you, Sara after this night?”

“I can’t recall anything that might made a problem working with you.” Sara furrowed her brows. Did she forget anything? Was Sofia talking about their incident in the desert? They had talked that out, it should be out of their way. 

“Seeing you like a human and not a geek will make me work differently with you, Sara.”

“You’re crazy.” Sara was relieved it had nothing with their fight to do. For a second she had been scared. 

“That’s what I think of you too.”

“Did you enjoy our night out?” 

“Yes.” Sofia smiled. “Never thought I would, but it was great. Your ex tried to hit on me.”

“Which one?” Sara shot back dryly. 

“How many did I meet?”

“You’re the detective, go detect it yourself.”

“Funny. I was talking about your doc.”

“She has a weakness for blondes, you are exactly what she’s looking for. And Jules isn’t somebody, who holds back. But she accepts a ‘no’, so there’s no reason to worry.”

“I don’t worry.”

“She slept in my bed, scared you might restrain and arrest her if she comes to you, gets her hands on you.”

“She’s absolutely right on that. I’d throw her in a cell with a horny football team.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“She got what she wanted or she tried you?”

“She was happy when she came to me, same with Greg. They both got what they wanted, all they needed here was some sleep.”

“You have to wake them up later.”

“Yes Greg, Jules can sleep as long as she wants. At one point DD could come over and tell her to come home, but that won’t bother us.”

“How can you be in a relationship and have sex with somebody else while your partner is doing the same? What is the point of the relationship?”

“Don’t ask me, I can’t tell you. Ask her, I guess you’ve to be made for this kind of relationship. Some say it’s about trust, some say it’s about freedom, both don’t work for me. I know Jules is able to have an ordinary relationship, with DD she never have any interest in that. Maybe she just wants to try something new.”

“So do I, a new drink, a new ice cream.”

Sara chuckled. “Too boring for this group.”

“I found that out. You’re a crazy trio.”

“Loveable.”

“That too.”

“Glad you say so.”

“Why?”

“Jules wants you to join us more often.”

“Does she?” Sofia smiled a bit.

“Yeah. And I’m sure Greg won’t mind either. After all it was his idea to take you with us last night.”

“So poor you have to put up with me because you’re overruled?”

“Looks like. That’s what you call bloody democratic.” 

“They told you to make me stay here?”

“They expected me to do so.”

“Pressure everywhere. You don’t look too annoyed with me being here, Sara. I’ve problems to believe you don’t want me here.” Sofia smirked and leant back. Sara was playing with her, she could play this game too.

“I should have been an actress.”

“Yeah, the part as a bitch would suits you so perfectly.”

“Or the killer, who threw the smug cop ten stories deep from the balcony.”

“Are we really ten stories high?”

“Wanna count while you fly?”

“I think I can count until ten.” Sofia got up, walked in front of the railing and opened her arms. “Come on, go along, throw me down.” She dared Sara. 

Sara got up, walked to the detective, who never lost eye contact with the investigator. One fast movement and Sara had Sofia in her arms and pulled her away from the railing, back to the chairs. 

“No free flight?” Sofia grinned. 

“You’re blond, you’ve no idea how much ten is.” Sara grumbled. She had lost the game, she knew it. Sofia had brought her in a situation, she couldn’t win. 

“You don’t want to kill me, Sara. You like me.”

“Don’t dare me.”

“I dared you already.”

“Unfair.”

“You’re not good enough to win against me.”

“You’re daring me again.”

“You’ll never throw me off the balcony.”

“I would. If the condo is on fire, there’s no other way away from the flames and a huge net with a dozen firefighters is down waiting for us, I’d throw you before you burn alive.” Sara smiled. That was something, she could see from Sofia’s face, the blonde hadn’t seen coming. 

“You’re an amazing woman, Sara Sidle.”

“Thanks. I thought you’d never notice.” Sara smirked. Looked like at the end she had won the game. 

***

“Do you live here?” Greg greeted Sofia when he came on Sara’s balcony and saw the blonde there.  

“Jealous?”

“I’ve a key. You?”

“I’ve somebody, who likes to open the door for me.”

“You mean, somebody controls if you’re wanted inside or not.”

“Bad puppy.”

“You haven’t earned the right to call me puppy, detective.”

“Puppy.”

“You’ll regret that.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Will you both stop bitching around? That’s my job.” Sara came to them with a tray and drinks on it. They had the evening off, it was Wednesday night, their cases were closed and none of them felt like going out. 

“You do it perfectly.” Greg smiled.

“Shush.”

“He’s cheeky today, what did you put into his bowl?”

“The wrong stuff I’m afraid.”

“Are you three girls fighting?” Jules came out, a big wooden chair in her hands. She put the chair down in front of Sofia.

“What is that suppose to mean?”

“You need some paint.”

“Do I?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“This will be your personal chair, you’re suppose to paint it the way you want it. No rules on color, picture, whatever. All yours.”

“And why can’t I just sit on the chair I’m sitting on now? It has a lovely soft pillow and I don’t care that it’s only white.”

“Because we’ll take it away, you’ve to use your own chair.”

“Who makes these strange rules?”

“We.”

“And I’ve to obey because…?”

“Sara, can I kiss her? To get the stubbornness out of her head.”

“You won’t do that for the stubbornness, you’d do it because you wanna get laid by the detective, Jules. Don’t try to lie to us that obviously. You’re crazy about her and it bothers you, that she tells you the whole time to back off.”

“Who’s the shrink now?” Jules grumbled.

“I don’t have to be a shrink to see the obvious.”

“Bullshit.”

“What our lovely doc wants to tell you, Sofia.” Sara sat next to Jules, her hands linking to Jules. “Is that we’re about to take you into our group; if you want.”

“Group?”

“Yeah, you know like D’Argantione and the three musketeers.” Greg grinned. 

“All I have to do is to get some color on that chair?” Sofia asked. She had noticed the last times Greg, Sara and Jules sat all the time on the same chairs and all chairs had different colors and pictures. 

“We won’t make you jump from the balcony for a proof of courage.” Greg laughed. 

“I’ve to check for the small print first. I’m concerned at the end I agree and you’ll tell me, I’ve to have sex with each of you.”

“That would be a great idea!” Jules smirked. “I’d sacrifice myself for the other two.”

“I’m not into blondes, you can have her for me.” Greg offered. 

“Thanks, you’re a true friend, Greg. Sara?”

“Leave your hands linked to mine, Sofia will hurt you when you try to get them on her and I’ll help her. She said no, you do accept a no.”

“You’re boring.”

“I knew it.”

“How can somebody in a highly moral job like you have, be such a…vamp in private, Jules?” Sofia asked laughing. So far she wasn’t annoyed that the psychologist tried to get close to her whenever they met.

“I love the extremes – and the blonde detective.”

“Save it. If all I’ve to do is paint a chair to be a member of your group I’ll join.”

“Not even a little welcome kiss for the doc?”

“Want to be restrained?”

“To your bed, you all over my body? Yes, immediately. In return, I’d do the same for you and believe me, you would not have the power at the end to move a single limb.”

“Will she stop when I’m a member?” Sofia asked Sara. 

“I’m afraid no.”

“Jules, you have this girlfriend I haven’t seen so far, go to her, do all these things you plan to do with me, with her.”

“Too boring, she’s my girlfriend and not a hot blonde.”

“Stunning blonde.” Sara corrected.

“Are you trying to steal her away from me, Sara Sidle?” Jules got her hands free and crossed her arms in front of her chest. 

“I can’t steal her from you because you don’t have her.”

“Would you, if I had her?”

“I don’t have to answer such a stupid question. Why don’t you give DD a call to come over?”

“Because I don’t like being rejected.” 

“Unbelievable.” Sofia laughed. 

“By my girlfriend.” Jules grumbled.

“DD isn’t a frequent guest.” Sara explained. “Somehow she doesn’t enjoy Greg’s and my company, she prefer to stay away, to spend time with other people. That’s why she isn’t a member of our club.”

“Means I’m your first member?”

“Yes. It never fit before, with you, it was like you have been with us for years…well you have been with Sara and me for years…we have the work advantages and for Jules it’s enough that you’re a beautiful blond with deep blue eyes and single.”

“She’s easy to please.”

“You’ve no idea how difficult it is to find a beautiful blond.” Jules sighed. 

“Your girlfriend isn’t blond?”

“No. Light brown. Which wouldn’t be a problem, we’re happy. It just sucks sometimes that she doesn’t want to join us here. I’ve no idea why. It’s not like the three of you fight when you meet each other.”

“No.” Sara shook her head. She had no problems with DD, they were friendly, but there had never been a connection. They could talk for a while, but it wasn’t something they were looking forward to. When she planed to meet Greg or Jules, she looked forward to do so. She even enjoyed talking to Sofia, what she considered as a little wonder after all the less nice moments they had been through. 

“Will I ever meet her?”

“Yeah, the next time we go out I’ll drag her with us.”

“Ever offered her to join your club?”

“No.”

“Maybe you should.”

“To let her tell me it’s a stupid idea because I know exactly, she prefers to spend time with her old friends? No, DD and my problem is, we can’t connect our friends together, it doesn’t work out, we tried. And because our friends are very important for us, we spend less time together. And no, I don’t need an explanation for that.”

“Of course not, you’re the psychologist.” Sofia smiled. 

“Women and relationships, a never ending problem.”

“Careful, puppy.”

“Gonna prove me wrong, doc? Your relationship is strange, the other two are singles. Can’t see a happy married woman here.”

“Do I look unhappy to you?” Sara asked.

“No, but you look happier when you’re in love.”

“Where’s your ring?” Sofia demanded to know.

“Men are not into commitments.”

“There’s your answer why women and relationships are a never ending problem is. Men make it a problem.”

“Not always, as we see there.” He pointed at Jules.

“Bad puppy.”

“Yeah, I’m a cute, adorable puppy between three bitches. Poor me.”

“Three bitches and a puppy? That’s a lovely name for our group.” Sara laughed. She had to say, Greg had sometimes really good ideas. They were looking for a name for a long time, this one was good. If they found somebody new for their club they could choose it to four bitches and a puppy or three bitches, a puppy and a dog. They’d find something else then. 

KA-BOOM

Part 1

Finally a minute for herself. Sofia sat down on her chair, her legs simply disappearing beneath her. She needed this minute, she needed some peace to sort out the mess in her head. How long had she been a detective? Three years? Four years? Long enough to know how to handle crime scenes, how to shut herself out of personal tragedies. She had to function, had to do all the things she had learnt. No feelings, no sorrow, profes-sional behave, reports, interviewing witnesses. She wasn’t at a crime scene as a human, she was there as a detective. Protect and serve and not whine and suffer. 

A knock on the door to her new office got her back into reality and the fast look at her watch told her, it had literally been only a minute she had for herself. 

“Come in.” If you have to and can’t bother somebody else. I’m not in the mood to talk, I want to be alone, want to have some time for myself. 

“Hey.” Jules came in. She had been at the scene too. She would work this case together with Sofia; as far as a psychologist and a detective could work together. Sofia needed her for her conversations with witnesses. 

One blow and the life of a dozen people was destroyed. Finally with no chance of making up for it again. One blow and the life of hundreds had changed forever. Somebody had detonated a bomb in a shopping center, a dozen people were already dead, some were on the edge, somewhere between alive and dead, over hundred were injured. There had been no warning, nobody took responsibility so far and so far nobody had any clue, who could have been the head of this. 

Sofia had already spent twelve hours at the scene, she had to talk to witnesses later, had an appointment with the mayor now and Jules was here to get her for this appointment. Because of the brutality of the case, the Sheriff had ordered her to be around, be there when Sofia or any other detective talked to a witnesses, a victim in hospital. They had talked to a few dozen people already, a few more before the blonde was allowed to go home and get some sleep; sleep she needed almost as much as somebody to get the mess out of her head.

“Ready to leave again?”

“Yes.”

“Liar.” Jules closed the door and pressed Sofia back on her chair, the blonde was about to leave. 

“Sit, close your eyes, try to relax.” Softly she started to rub the temples. 

“We’ve no time for this.”

“Yeah, yeah, go and call the Sheriff later to complain.” Smooth Jules’ hands moved down, started to massage the shoulders. 

“I might – if you don’t do this every night to me.”

“Say ‘yes’ and you get this the whole morning and evening.” 

“No.” Sofia almost smiled. Her and the psychologist, who still tried to convince Sofia that she could make her happy. 

“You had your chance. Need a session?” 

“You’re the shrink.”

“I asked you.”

“Probably I do.”

“You know, I’m always there if you want to talk to me.”

“I know…it’s kind of weird though. I mean, you’re a friend, I can’t…that seems to be wrong.”

“Tell a friend what bothers you?”

“It’s your job…”

“I’m not that bad at my work.”

“You’re pretty good otherwise you wouldn’t be here, working this case with me. I don’t want you to listen to work stuff when you’re out of here.”

“We talk about work all the time when we meet.”

“Yeah, but you don’t have to work. I’d be something like…a patient.” It sounded weird to be a patient of Jules. 

“A friend, who has a problem and like any other good friend, I’d listen to you. If I can, I’ll give you some advice, otherwise I’ll sit there with you and tell you the world is bad and the only good thing about life is, that we met and have two really great friends.”

“You don’t sound like a psychologist, you didn’t say things like that to the people you talked to before.”

“I told you I’d listen like a friend.”

“Can you make sure I made it through the ni…day?” It was noon, the night had long gone.

“I’ll be with you for the rest of the shift, yes. Order of the Sheriff.”

“Sometimes his orders are alright.” Sofia put a hand on Jules’ hands to stop her and got up. Time to go back to work, her little break was over. 

“I’ve never worked this close with a psychologist.” 

“Never mind, usually I don’t have to do this cooperation neither. I mean, I studied and I didn’t do that to end up in dust, follow cops and listen to them.”

“Hey.” Sofia bopped the sides of the dark brunette. That sounded like Jules had to work with a bunch of idiots. 

“What?”

“Not all cops are idiots…but some are.” Sofia sighed. She had seen the looks of some colleagues when she and Jules came back. She heard some stupid comments because they worked this case together and they had seen Jules entering the office and staying in there for a longer moment, they’d talk again. 

One of her colleagues saw them right now and Sofia could tell from the look on his face and the dirty smile, he said something to his friends in the break room. Unfortunately they had to walk through there. 

“If it wouldn’t be stupid and childish…” Sofia grumbled.

“Then what?”

“I’ll give them some payback.”

“Payback is a bitch, you’re a bitch.” They had made four shirt with the saying ‘Three bitches and a puppy’ on the back, a comment about them, Sara and Greg. Sofia had called them this and they all liked it, it had become something like their name when they were all together. 

“Can’t use you for that.”

“I’m your friend, use me for your payback. Remember, I’m a bitch too.”

“So much trouble for ten seconds of satisfaction when I’d see these stupid faces.”

“You deserve some joy.”

“Jules, I’m about to use you.”

“Use me, detective.” 

They had entered the break room. Stupid. Senseless. Childish. All she was about to get for this was trouble.

“Okay.” Sofia mumbled, stopped right in front of her collea-gues, pulled Jules in her arms and got their faces together. For the guys it had to look like they were kissing, in reality Sofia’s lips didn’t touch Jules. After a few seconds she let go of the head of the psychologist. The hoots stopped. The little smirk in the corner of Jules’ mouth showed Sofia, she was fine with that show.

“Curtis, don’t you and your cute girlfriend want me to join you? We could have some fun together.” One officer said.

“Yeah, I’d love to play with the two of you too.” Another one agreed.

Before Sofia could say anything Jules spoke up.

“Peters, your dick has the size of a little finger, who do you want to satisfy with that? The last woman didn’t even noticed you were inside.” The first laughter started. “And you, Richards, you don’t get him up for longer than half a minute. Rumor is the last woman, who got undressed when you were in the room, didn’t have to put off her underwear, because you were done already. You’re both not able to satisfy one woman, how do you want to satisfy two? Want to call a real man who does the work for you?” Under laughter and applause Jules got Sofia out of the break room and into the long hallway. 

“You know interesting things about our colleagues.” Sofia giggled. That was a good show, the stupid faces of the two men were worth some trouble later. 

“I do.”

“Why do you know that?”

“I had sex with them.” The serious voice let Sofia stop for a second. Stunned she didn’t see the little blink in the brown eyes before Jules started laughing. Now Sofia understand, it had been a joke.

“Don’t scare me like that.”

“Don’t tell me you believed that.”

“You are a vamp, you try to get me in your bed since…ever we talked in private.”

“Yes, you. You are stunning and adorable, have a brain, humor and style, they’ve nothing that can attract me. They even suck with their guns, your hit rate is double and your detection rate is four times higher and faster by more difficult cases. I can see a lot of reason why I want you in my bed, I can’t see any reason for one of them. I think I’d prefer to become a nun before I’ve them somewhere close to my bed.”

“You know the statistics of our cases?”

“Yes I do. It’s not only my job to talk to witnesses and victims, I also spend some time looking at my colleagues. Nobody likes a cop with gun, who thinks he’s Billy the kid.”

“You know my file?”

“Yes. It isn’t that long ago, that I could have you as my cop, I denied that because I wasn’t sure you’d like that. I think you prefer to have a cut between your department shrink and your friends.”

“Yes, I do. No offense.”

“No offense taken.” Jules blinked at her. It was better when she and Sofia were colleagues and friends and not colleagues, friends and psychologist and patient. She had no problem to give Sofia some professional help when the blonde asked for that, she didn’t want to have Sofia as a case on her desk. 

“I think I’ve found another piece of the bomb.” Sara picked up a little piece of metal. She lifted it up to her eyes, held it against the light. She was still on scene, working somewhere beyond hour twelve or so. It was clear, very soon she had to leave the scene, her back hurt, her eyes burnt and her throat was dry like she had spent days in the desert without anything to drink. Dayshift had joined them, they would stay until ten. The two shifts would work the scene together, each shift twelve hours, Swing shift would take over all other cases for the next two or three days. 

A bomb in a shopping center, hundreds of people were around, shopping, eating, meeting friends. It was a day before a public holiday, more people than usual were in the shopping center to get the last things they needed for the celebrations at their places. 

Sara had seen bodies, body parts and injured people when they arrived. It was her job to find pieces of the bomb, but she had also found limps, personal belongings and stuffed animals. It was hard not to think of the personal stories, that had found a deadly end here. If she got herself caught in that, she couldn’t do her job anymore. 

“Look at that.” Greg was close to her, he had been ready to argue with Grissom in case his supervisor would sent him somewhere else, but Grissom left Greg next to Sara, knowing the psyche of all his team members had to go through some-thing very difficult. Knowing Sara well enough after their year as a couple, he knew she needed Greg as a friend. Same for the youngest member of his team, who always had been close to Sara. 

“Bloody bastard wasn’t even here when he let the bomb determine.” Sara said angry. What Greg held between his tweezers looked like a piece that told her, the bomb – or bombs so far witnesses said different things – wasn’t determined from here. Whoever killed all these people was alive, had been in a safe place and was probably now sitting in front of a TV, watching the show he had started. 

“Looks like. I’ll check for more.”

“Heard anything of Warrick?” Their colleague was upstairs, checking on the video surveillance. The explosion happened in the food corner, after eight in the evening. From eight to ten restaurants offered their food cheaper to get everything out before they closed. It was the busiest time of the day here, everybody wanted to grab a cheap and delicious bargain before they go home. 

“No. The last thing was, it could have been two explosions, very close together. There isn’t so much surveillance in this area. If there were two bombs they were close together.”

“Any bags? Suitcases?”

“I guess it was too busy to see them. Have you been here around eight?”

“No.”

“I have a few times. You can barely make your way through people, getting a free table is like winning the lottery. Every-thing under five foot of height will be invisible for the cameras. A bag next to the plants, a bomb glued under a table, people don’t see that. They look for cheap food and a free chair.”

“Sit down, have some tape on your bomb, bent down like you dropped something, get the bomb under the table, leave.” Sara played the scene in her head. 

“Your butt hasn’t left the chair completely and somebody else will grab the chair and won’t care and never noticed, that you left something behind.”

“Sara, Greg, how far are you?” Grissom came to them. He looked as tired as Sara felt.

“We think, whoever is responsible for the bombing, is alive and was not in here when the bomb exploded.” Greg handed Grissom the little piece he found and had bagged. 

“Means we’re looking for somebody outside. Somebody in the car park maybe?”

“Yeah, hear the explosion, smile and leave.”

“I’ll tell Warrick to check on that. Come to an end, will you. We’ve to be back here in eight hours.”

“Alright.” One part of Greg wanted to stay, wanted to go on searching to get whoever was responsible for this as fast as possible. The other part of him knew, the longer he forced himself to be awake, the less concentrated he was. There was  no point in staying here if somebody else had to check after him if he hadn’t overseen anything. 

Side by side he and Sara worked another yard until they reached a chair the explosion had blown to there. A mark for the dayshift to know where to go on. Slowly they got up, rubbed their backs and went to their colleagues from day shift, telling them, they would leave and where they had stopped working. 

“Back to the lab?” Greg asked. 

“Straight back home?” The department was in another direc-tion than her condo, she didn’t feel like driving back to the department, day shift would take their evidence with them, there was no need to go back.

“Sounds good to me.”

“Do you stay at my place?”

“Yes.” This way they could share a car too. 

“You heard anything of Sofia and Jules?” Greg opened the door for Sara, the driver’s door of course. Tired or not, he knew the brunette wanted to drive. 

Sara thanked him with a smile. “No. They left in the morning, Jules mentioned something of talking to injured wits later. I’ve no idea if they’re still working or back home.”

“You might find the doc in your guest room.”

“Could be. DD has the week off, Jules won’t get a lot of sleep then.”

“Can’t they keep their hands off each other of a minute?” Greg grinned a bit.

“You’re just jealous that the gorgeous dark brunette doesn’t want to have you in her bed.” Sara countered amused. 

“Yeah, maybe.” Greg admitted. “I mean she’s only second choice after you, but she is…too much into women anyway. Other than her I want a real relationship and not this we share a bed, but we also roll around with others in other beds. Why don’t we give it a try, Sara?”

“Because you’re my puppy and you don’t have sex with a puppy.”

“I can be your dog.”

“No, you’ll always be the puppy, that’s why I love you.” She took his hand in hers and pressed it. “It worked once that I and a partner of me became a friend, I’ve no idea if that works again. You’re too important to risk that.”

“Why can’t you at least say one time yes?”

“Why?”

“Because I want to say all these sensible things you told me a second ago.”

“Oh, okay.” Sara laughed. 

“So, can’t we try it?”

“No.” Sara chuckled. “Sorry, I just don’t trust you. If I agree you might change your mind and then I’ve the problems. No Greg, we can’t be more than friends, we won’t try it, but you’re allowed to sleep in my bed in case Jules is in the guest room.”

“Hah, I’m in the bed, the first step to success.” Greg grinned and got his cell phone out of the pocket while Sara laughed. Could she ask for a better friend than Greg? Probably not. He was the only person she could imagine to have around herself 24/7. 

“Holy shit!” 

“Manners now.”

“You’ll say the same.” 

“Why?” Sara stopped the car in front of the building she lived in. 

“I got a text message from one of the guy of the police stations. You’ll never guess what happened there last night…this morning.”

“You don’t look like it is something bad.” Sara looked at Greg. “You look more surprised. The Sheriff isn’t the Sheriff anymore?”

“No. More personal.”

“Personal?”

“Yes.”

“What is it?” She unlocked the door and pressed the button for the elevator. 

“Our detective was kissing in the break room.” When he said ‘our detective’ Sara knew he was talking about Sofia. Like Greg was the puppy, Sara the geek, Jules the doc, Sofia was the detective. 

“Whom?” It was new for Sara that Sofia had been interested in one of her colleagues. So far Sofia didn’t mention anything about being interested in somebody. She denied Jules’s approvals, she danced with people when they were out, it seemed like there was nobody special in her life. Had she simply not told the others about the man in her life? 

“Somebody you know.”

“Somebody I know?”

“Know good.”

“Who?” All her colleagues were at the scene, everybody she knew better was there, who could have been in the department at that time? 

“Oh God, Jim?” Could Sofia have fallen for her captain? She knew the blonde came back because Jim offered her the job, literally he got her back to Vegas from Boulders. Was the real reason why Sofia came back Jim? Sara couldn’t remember that she ever saw the captain in company with a woman, but people said the same about Grissom and she had been with him for a year. Did Sofia the same? Were she and Jim Brass a couple? 

“No. But if you had given me his name and the name of the one Sofia was kissing, all my money had been on Jim.”

“Greg, will you tell me who it is?” They were in the elevator, somewhere between level four and five.

“Jules.”

“What?” Being in the elevator saved people to hear Sara’s yell. Her face was full of disbelieve and horror. Then the horror disappeared and she smiled. 

“You almost got me there, nice try. For that you’ll sleep on the couch. Sofia and Jules, and stupid me believed you for a second.”

Greg showed her the text message without a word. Sara’s eyes ran over the words and her jaw dropped. 

“No way.”

“Yes. They stopped right in the break room and kissed. When two dickheads wanted to join them Jules gave them the perfect answers and they left. How did she do that?”

“I’ve no idea. Sofia has never taken a chance on Jules’ offers.”

“I was talking about Jules. How did Sofia get her?”

“Stunning blonde.” Sara shook her head. Her friends were a couple? And they didn’t mention it. That was a huge surprise. 

She opened the door to her condo. 

“I don’t believe it.”

“Neither do I.” But it had Greg’s thoughts of the bombing taken away for a few minutes. When they opened the door to the living room they stopped. Jules was on the couch, deep asleep. 

Greg and Sara exchanged looks. Sara walked to her guest room and found Sofia in the bed there. Quietly they closed both doors. 

“Must be something new, they don’t even share a bed.” Greg whispered. “Maybe happened because of the pressure of the case.”

“We’ll find that out later.”

“Want me to go home after all sleep places are engaged?”

“Told you that you can sleep in my bed. Hurry up in the bathroom, I’m tired.”

“I like them being here.”

“I wonder why everybody ends up at my place all the time.”

“Sofia’s place is too far away, mine is too small, Jules’ is too DD. Your is simply perfect, just like you.”

“Get lost!” She pushed towards the bathroom and walked into her bedroom. Alright, she would share her king size bed with Greg, that was alright. But Jules and Sofia? How could it be that she never saw, felt or sensed something? So strange. 

She wondered if it was a coincidence that she always ended in Greg’s arms or if he simply pulled her into his arms on purpose. Probably the last. At least he didn’t wake up when she left the bed. After a huge mug of coffee, she grabbed a premixed salad, she had made yesterday and walked to the balcony. The couch in the living room was empty, the balcony door open. 

Like Sara had guessed, Jules was sitting on the balcony. Next to her Sofia. Both had coffee and a pizza. 

“Look who finally woke up.” Jules grinned. 

“I’ve a little bit more than one hour until I’ve to be back at work. What about you?”

“The same.” Sofia answered.

“Yeah, I’ve to stick with the cops, consulting the witnesses and victims while they’re interviewed. Offer help for later, give them names and addresses and so on.”

“What is ‘and so on’?”

“Huh? Other kinds of help, like groups. Why?”

“I thought you need to consul the police too.”

“I do that all the time, you know, that I’ve cops as patients. I work for the police department.”

“Yes, with some you work closer than with others. Stunning blondes, for example.”

“I do…oh…who told you?”

“The question is, why didn’t you tell me? Why do I have to hear from Greg and a cop that you’re a couple?”

“Because we don’t lie to you.” Sofia simply said.

“Not telling isn’t much different.”

“Honey.” Jules got up and wrapped her arms around Sara. “There is nothing to tell.”

“According to whoever, you kissed in the break room.”

“I wish, I wish.” Jules sighed. “It looked for the guys like that because that was what they wanted to see. Truth is, the detective was annoyed with the stupid comments and looks about our relationship, you know what the guys say. She made the decision to give them some payback. She pulled my head to hers, unfortunately her lips never touched mine. Really mean. She simply pressed them on my chest. In an angle that made it impossible for the guys to realize we were pretending. After a few seconds she let go of me and the game was over.”

“You pretended?”

“Yes.” Sofia grinned. “I know, childish, but their stupid faces, especially after Jules made fun of two of them and their qualities as lovers, it was worth it. They’ll never ever say something stupid like that again.”

“Because know they all think they know it’s real.”

“Let them think, no more invitations to a beer with dirty thoughts.”

“They always knew I’m into women, more into women, that never bothered me. The thing is, I know too much of their private life, they don’t mess with me.” Jules kissed Sara’s cheek and stole a piece of her chopped cheese. 

“Poor puppy wanted to know how you got Jules in your bed, Sofia.”

“Ah, his weakness for brunettes. What did you tell him?”

“I told all he has to be is a stunning blonde. But he realized, he isn’t woman enough for our doc.”

“No, he isn’t. Not even when I paint his toenails again. Is he alright?” No matter how much fun they had with this little joke at the department, there was still the case and it has gotten close to all of them. Jules, as the psychologist, felt responsible for her friends, no matter if she was off duty or not. 

“Go and wake him up, he needs to wake up anyway.”

“He’s here?”

“Sure.”

“In your bed?”

“Don’t act like that had never happened before, Jules. He slept a few times in my bed and because you had taken over the rest of the condo, he slept there.”

“I bet he didn’t mind.” Sofia smirked.

“No.”

“I do. First Sofia only pretends to kiss me instead of real kissing me and then the puppy takes the place next to my geek. I’ll wake him up…not very gentle.”

“Don’t shock him, he has another hard night coming up. Be nice.”

“Yeah, you’re right…I’ll wake him up with a kiss.”

“He’ll love that.”

”I know.” Jules grinned and left the balcony. 

“You really believed Jules and me are a couple?” Sofia asked when they were alone.

“Well, I was surprised that Jules didn’t say anything about leaving DD, you don’t seem to be the person to be alright with open relationships. Having both of you not telling us there is something between you, surprised Greg and me, yes.”

“I like her, that’s all. She’s a friend, a very intelligent and attractive woman, I’m honored that she’s interested in me, but you’re right, I’m not interested in an affair or a one night stand. As I’m not interested in having a love relationship with her. I’m sure she knows that.”

“Yes she does, what doesn’t mean, she ignores this know-ledge.” Sara smiled. 

“I found that out. Well, she was cool with the little play for the colleagues.”

“Of course, the only thing she doesn’t like about it, is that you didn’t really kiss her.”

“She’ll survive.”

“Yes.” 

“Woke the puppy up.” Jules came back and placed herself on Sara’s lap. “Gently with a few kisses. Probably he thought I’m you so he smiled really wide.”

“He has a soft spot for you too.”

“They all have.” Jules’ cell phone rang. Without leaving Sara’s lap she bent over, got the cell from the table and answered it. It was her private phone so it couldn’t be work related. 

“Hello Honey!” The smile got wider. “No…no!…Hon… DD…No! Doro…”

Sara furrowed her brows. Doro? Jules was about to call her girlfriend by her whole name? That had to be something serious.

“Could you listen for one second, please? No, no I won’t start my psychology shit on you…I want…Dorothea Delia, please… what? You’re kid…ding.” Jules shook in disbelieve her head and closed her cell. It took her some willpower not to throw it away. 

“Looks like you can have me, detective. Completely. I’m available again.” 

“What?” Sara didn’t believe her ears. 

“Yes. My girlfriend just called to tell me she’s my ex girl-friend.”

“Why?”

“Because I was kissing Sofia in the police department.”

“You’re joking, right?” Sofia was horrified. It was supposed to be a joke, something to make the guys wonder and talk, some payback for their stupid talks. And they hadn’t kissed. Their lips never met.

“No. Somebody must have told her about our play.”

“Jules, I’m so sorry…” Sofia started. She had destroyed a relationship. That was what happened, when you behave like a child. Other people have to pay for that. 

“Not your mistake. We never kissed.”

“You have an open relationship, you slept with other people the last months, why was that okay and a kiss – that never happened – makes her that angry? I mean, she kicked you out of her life on the phone.” Sara wondered.

“Tell me about it, women are cruel.”

“Why, Jules?”

“I guess I talked to happy about Sofia. DD seems to think, it’s something serious, I might leave her for Sofia and she doesn’t want anybody to leave her, so she left me.”

“Can’t you talk to her? Tell her what really happened?”

“You know her.”

“Yes.” Sara sighed. When DD made a decision, she didn’t take it back. Everything in her life was finally. 

“I could talk to her.”

“You stay away from her.” Jules told Sofia. “She sees you, she might throw anything at you, hurt you. No way, stay away from that woman, she’s nuts when she’s jealous.”

“I’m a detective I know how to defense myself.”

“Don’t waste your time and health with her. I’ll try to talk to her later, will give her a day or two to cool down. If she won’t take her decision back, I’ll be free and available again. You want to make up, make me your new lover. Then DD is happy because she was right, and I’m happy because she was wrong, but I have you anyway.”

“Jules, that’s not funny, you were happy.”

“Sofia, please. I had a good time, yes. I was happy, yes. But I’m not stupid, I knew it’s not very possible that an open relationship will last forever.”

“What does not last forever?” Greg came on the balcony with his coffee.

“DD left me.”

“Yeah sure.”

“She’s serious, Greg.” Sara said, her arms wrapped around Jules. No matter how tough her friend pretended to be, she knew Jules had loved DD, still loved her. This break up, senseless break up, had hit her. 

“What? Why?”

“Because of Sofia’s and my kiss.”

“I wanted to ask you that anyway…why had gotten into you two?”

“We were joking, we were pretending, our lips never met. It was stupid and childish and I’m so sorry and wish I could do anything to make it undone.” Sofia sighed. 

“Sofia.” Jules got out of Sara’s arms and sat on Sofia’s lap, hugging her. “It is not your fault. Don’t make yourself feel bad, there’s no reason for that. DD should have listened for a minute. Showing me that she isn’t interested in my side of the story, shows how much she believes in me, how much my word is worth for her. I’ll find somebody better.”

“She left you because I was childish.”

“She left me because she’s stupid.”

“You have an open relationship, what can be so wrong about kissing Sofia?” Greg wondered. He had never seen DD jealous, not even when both went out together and Jules left with somebody else. DD simply did the same. Why was one kiss worse than all the sex with other people? 

“She’s too special.”

“I’m not interested.”

“She’s beautiful, smart, successful.”

“Out of reach.”

“A challenge and I love challenges.”

“Impossible to conquer.”

“They are cute together, aren’t they?” Greg asked Sara with a grin. 

“Well, she looks good on the lap of the detective.”

“She is not interested.” Sofia repeated. Maybe she needed a sign, saved her the words.

“Come on, give us a try, detective, now that I’m free.” Jules bopped Sofia. 

“Get off my lap, I need to go home anyway for a change of clothes. The work is calling.”

“Need somebody, who helps you to get out of the clothes?” 

“Am I that fat, Jules?”

“I never said that.”

“In that case I don’t need help. I’ll see you later in the department and my two CSIs at the scene.”

“I think I’ll join her.” Greg got up. “See you bitches later.”

“Later puppy.”

Sara pulled Jules back on her lap. “You stay?”

“I’ve some clothes here, if you don’t kick me out, I’ll stay.”

“DD is in your apartment, I won’t send you there. Stay here for a few days, we can go over tomorrow get some more stuff of you, order new locks and you stay here as long as you want.”

“I stay here most of the time anyway.”

“I know. I’m happy you do, I like spending time with you.”

“Want me as a roomer?”

“Aren’t you already?”

“I should pay some rent.”

“You pay most of the food and drinks in this condo.”

“Your fridge is stocked by the way.”

“I noticed that. Thanks.”

“It wasn’t me, the stunning blonde did that. She said, she spends so much time here, she had to pay you somehow. Me, she could pay in…favors.”

“Which one of the half dozen ways of saying ‘no’ to you did you not understand?” Sara asked sweet. 

“All of them?”

“Looks like. DD? I know you suffer.”

“I do. But I won’t make a fool out of myself to make her change her mind. If you had left me like this, I’d have tried everything to get you back, but not with her.”

“I didn’t leave you.”

“We left us.”

“True.” Sara kissed Jules’ cheek. “Stay a few days here.”

“Can I sleep in your bed?”

“Yes.”

“I can feel how the broken pieces of my heart get back together, you’re about to heal my little broken heart, Sara Sweetie.”

“Even a psychologist needs a therapy sometimes.” Sara smiled. It wasn’t a question that Jules could stay here as long as she wanted. Jules was, like any of the two others, always welcome here. That’s why she had her own key. 

Dayshift had worked through the area, they assumed to be the primary crime scene, the place the two bombs exploded. There was enough evidence to support the theory of a second bomb. Both seemed to blow off at the same area. The food court was build like a circle with a hole in the middle that made it possible to look up to the next level and down the lower level. Sara and Greg were working on the lower level, here was a lot of stuff from the food court. 

“I think I found a finger.” Sara dug carefully under what looked like half of a hamburger and a part of the newspaper. A TV priest told them God was almighty and always there for everybody who believed. She wondered if none of the victims had believed in God or if he was there for them in another way? Maybe taking care was something you could see in different ways. With her tweezers she got the burnt flesh out. If they were lucky there was enough skin left for a fingerprint. 

“There were people still alive, who lost a finger or more than one.” Greg said. He was right next to her, they worked their way through the area like this. Side by side, checking on each other to make sure every little important thing was found. 

“It was here for over twenty-four hours, not cooled, whoever lost it, can’t use it anymore. I wonder how many fingers without the rest of the body I’ve seen during my years as a CSI.”

“Way too many and that only in – how many years? Ten?”

“Yeah.” Sara laughed shortly. Greg made her much younger than she was. Ten years a CSI. That had been a while ago. She was ten years in Vegas.

“Maybe eleven, who’s counting? Did you hear anything of the perpetrator? Do they have any idea who’s behind all this?”

“I’ve no idea. Sofia said, she wants to call as soon as she knows something. Nobody took the responsibility for this.”

“Strange. Usually people want to make their sick statement and tell the world, why they killed dozens of innocent people. I had a look in the internet, there was no special meeting, not like a group protesting or having an information stand here. It was an ordinary day.”

“Fifteen death and counting. You think this could be an accident?”

“Like some kid wanted to scare everybody and it got out of hands?” Greg asked. That would be hard. A practical joke, that took so far fifteen lives? It was an explanation why nobody called the police or press to tell them, why this has happened. It wasn’t supposed to happen. But a professional bomb, two bombs, detonated from anywhere else? If you want to mess with a system, you stay around to see, how people swear, because the register doesn’t work anymore or lights go on and off. 

“I think, whoever did this, knew it would be a big blow and stayed far away.”

“Probably you’re right.” Sara got her attention back to the scene. They wanted to finish off searching this level today, which meant, their shift had to finish it. 

Sofia was on her way to the last witness of the night. It was after two in the morning, the young man had woken up after surgery and she got five minutes to talk to him. Jules was with her, another reason why she got these five minutes. 

After a knock on the door, Sofia entered the room. She wasn’t sure if she was in a hospital room or an Egypt pyramid. The person in bed was completely covered in bandages, one hand was free, the mouth, eyes, nose and she could see the toes. 

“Mister Monroe?” Whoever was in there could tell her he was Mister Monroe, there was no way she could verify that. 

“Yes.”

“I’m detective Curtis, that’s doctor Weinberg, we would like to talk to you for a minute.”

“Did you find who did this?”

“No, that’s why we want to talk to you, we need your help. Can you remember anything?” Sofia had to try not to concentrate on the bandages, she was talking to a person, who looked like a mummy. 

“I wanted to buy a present for my girlfriend at HEARTS, there was a loud explosion and the world turned black. What happened to me?”

Sofia looked at Jules. That was the part the psychologist was better in.

“The power of the explosion threw you away from where you were.” Jules’ voice was soft, gently like it was caressing the man by only talking to him. Sofia had heard the psychologist talking like that a few times since they’ve started to work on this case, each time it gave her the shiver, a very comfortable shiver. Jules could make people feel safe, understood, loved and important only by the sound of her voice. 

“I…I can’t move.”

“That’s because of the bandage.”

“Am I…am I paralyzed?” 

“No, you can’t move because the bandage stops you from moving. You got pushed into a glass door, there are a lot of cuts on your body, some are very deep and your skin will need some time to heal. There will be scars too.”

“In my face?”

“I’m not the doctor, who operated on you, but as far as I know there was one deeper cut, on the left chin, that might leave a scar. Not a big one, half an inch. You also have four broken rips, a bruised shoulder, twisted ankle and two broken finger. It will take some time before you’ll feel better. There has been some interior bleeding, that was stopped during the operation. You might have further operations, at the moment you’re stabilized and out of danger.”

“Am I one of the lucky ones?”

Jules looked at him for a second. He didn’t look like some-body, who was lucky. Not if you didn’t know about many others. 

“Yes, you are.”

“How many are dead?”

“Fifteen and a lot people are still not out of danger.”

“Can you get whoever did that?”

“We’ll try. That’s why need to talk to you. Can you remember anything? Beside that there was the explosion? Did you hear anybody scream before that? Anybody acting strange?”

“The place was packed, children were crying and screaming, running around, parents calling out for them.”

“Anybody who stood out of that? Did you see backpacks? Suitcases without somebody around?”

“No. And I didn’t look for them. I was just…all I wanted was to buy a present.”

“Was your girlfriend there too?”

“No, she…what day is today?”

“It’s Wednesday, two in the morning, the explosion was Monday night.”

“She arrived Tuesday night…oh god, she doesn’t know…”

“Is she around five foot two, long black hair and sporty?”

“Yes. Yes that’s Marian.”

“She’s in front of the door.”

“Can I see her?”

“We’ll tell her to come in and ask the doctor to let her be with you for a while. You need to rest, so we’ll leave you alone and come back later.”

“I want to see her.”

“We’ll tell her to come in and tell the doctor then she’s in. This way they can ask her to leave, but you’ve seen her.” Jules smiled a bit. “I’ll tell the doctor she’s the best medicine for you.”

“She is.” The man was relieved that Jules understood him. Thanks doctor.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll be back later after you had a good sleep. Get well soon.”

“Thanks.”

“Bye.” Sofia said and followed Jules out. 

Next to the young woman, who was obviously the girlfriend Jules stopped. 

“Are you Marian?”

“Yes.” There was a lot fear and sadness in the voice and the face of the young woman.

“Your boyfriend is awake, he had surgery, will need to rest. He asked for you, I’m not his doctor, but I suggest you go in and talk to him. I’ll tell his doctors, you’re with him, be prepared that they’ll ask you to leave soon.”

“Will he be alright?”

“His entire body is covered in bandages, the explosion blew him through a glass door but he’s out of danger. He needs you.”

“I’ll be there. Thanks doctor…?”

“Weinberg. Hurry up to get inside.” Jules smiled a bit and waited until the young woman was in the room. 

“Want to say something, detective?”

“They’ll tell her to leave.”

“That’s why we need to talk about his statement first and tell the doctors then she’s in the room.”

“Are you working against your colleagues?”

“I’m here for the patients, he needs a few minutes with his girlfriend, she needs to the time with him too. His body does need the rest, his mind and spirit need her. Right now, it’s the mind and spirit that can make the body heal faster. I’m helping him to recover.”

“Unfortunately he couldn’t help us. All we know is where he was when the bombs exploded.”

“There might come something up, I’ll talk to him tomorrow.”

“HEARTS is around fifty yards away. In a packed shopping center, it’s like you talk about another continent, when you ask for something special or a left alone backpack.”

“I know. Nevertheless I’ll try it. Come on, detective, we need to tell his doctors, he has a guest and then I think we’re done with witnesses and victims for the night.”

“Yes. Time to go back to the department, work on reports and I’ll have to go over to the scene later too.”

“Checking on your CSIs?”

“That too.”

“I think I’ll write my report and go home, I want to be back soon after noon to talk to some victims.”

“Okay.”

“Are you coming over to Sara’s place?”

“No, I think I’ll sleep at home. That’s why I have it.” She had stayed at Sara’s place so often the last couple of weeks, she needed a few days at her own place before she forgot where it was. 

“Okay, then I’ll see you back at work later.”

“Bye, bye doc.”

“Take care, detective.” 

Sofia was right in the middle of a report when her door was opened without a knock before. Annoyed she looked up to star right in the eyes of her mother. 

“Mom, what are you doing here? Are you working the explosion case too?”

“When did you plan to tell me?”

“What? That I work the case? I thought you know, almost the whole department works it. Have a seat, do you want a coffee?” It was seldom to have her mother here, the captain worked in another department, but because of the explosion a lot of cops worked there. Sofia had to admit, it never crossed her mind that her mother could be here too.

“When did you want to tell me about her? Introduce her to me?”

“Huh?” Whom? Did they have the killer? A female killer? And why had Sofia to introduce her mother to a suspect or killer? 

“Don’t play dumb, I heard it. The whole city knows about it.”

“What exactly does the whole city know?”

“You and your girlfriend. When did you make the decision you’re a lesbian? When did you plan to tell your mother? Or is it nothing new, you just never told me and all your boyfriends were nothing more than alibi friends? Did you ever have a relationship with a man?”

“Mom, I lived with Stuart in one apartment.” Not the best time of her life when she looked back, but it was alright. She guessed, nobody was happy about a former relationship that ended in fights. She had relationships that ended better and with two of her former boyfriends she was still friends. 

“You had two bedrooms.”

“A guest room.”

“That’s what you told me at that time I’m not sure if I can believe that after you’re sleeping with a woman.”

“I don’t sleep with a woman.”

“Okay, then you don’t know her long enough, but after this kiss in the department – which is very embarrassing no matter who you kissed…”

“I never kissed a woman in the department.”

“As far as I heard this psychologist is a woman.”

“Yes she is.”

“So…”

“We never kissed.”

“Are you telling me a dozen officers saw something that never happened?”

“You know how it is with eye witnesses.” Sofia crossed her arms. Her mother was interrogating her about something, that wasn’t her business. Why didn’t she bother for a second to ask Sofia if there was any truth about the rumor? She should know her daughter better than that. Sofia would never kiss anybody in the department. 

“They are trained police officers.”

“They are men.”

“They saw you kissing her.”

“They thought, they saw me kissing Jules.”

“Are you…”

“Mom, they talked the whole time bullshit, that there’s something between Jules and me. Somebody saw her coming out of a lesbian bar, they saw we’re friends so they thought, we’re lovers. I was annoyed because first it’s wrong and second, it’s none of their business. So I made the wrong decision, to play a practical joke on them. We pretended to kiss in the break room, Jules gave them some good answers on stupid questions and we left. Our lips never met, I never kissed her.

I can’t believe you believe some stupid rumor instead of asking me if they are true.”

“You are not?”

“No, I’m not a lesbian, no Jules isn’t my girlfriend and no, I haven’t introduce you to her, but if you want, I can do that. She is a friend, I spend a lot of time with her, like I spend a lot of time with Greg and Sara. You said yourself, I look more relaxed and happy, it’s because I found some friends, who understand the job, support me there and make me forget about the job when we’re out. Yes,, we do go to gay and lesbian bars, like we go to any other bar that plays decent music. I didn’t know you’re a homophobic, mother.”

“I am not.”

“Then don’t act like you are.”

Finally her mother took the offered seat. Sofia pulled a cup of coffee over the table, that was why she had her own coffee machine, she was too sick of the department coffee. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now, would you like to meet Jules?”

“She’s working the case with you.”

“Yes.”

“I really thought you and her…it fit so good…I’ve tried to call you a few times the last couple of days, you never answered the phone. I guess the last weeks I reached you only twice and tried if two or three dozen times.”

“Because I spent a lot of time at Sara’s condo. We all do. It’s kind like our base, sometimes I feel like I live there. Like yesterday when I was done with my work, Jules and me walked to Sara’s condo and slept there; each in a separated room. The only problem is, Sara has three beds, or sleeping places, and we’re four. Two always have to share a place, usually it’s Jules and Sara and no, they are not a couple.” That they had been a couple wasn’t her mother’s business. 

“I’m sorry, love.”

“It’s alright, mom.”

“Is she a doctor?”

“Jules? Yes. Why?”

“I always wanted a doctor or captain for you.”

“Mom.” Sofia sighed but had to laugh. “Which part of ‘Jules and me are only friends’ did you not understand?”

“Just saying.”

“Okay, let me tell you again: I am not interested in Jules, you won’t get a doctor as your daughter-in-law. At least not her. You have to wait for somebody else.”

“All I want is that you’re happy.”

“I am happy. I’m not involved, that will change one day. Until that happens, I can assure you, I’ve some real nice friends and you’re welcome to meet them.”

“I’d love to.”

“Good. So can we come back to business? Are you working the shopping mall case?”

“Yes. I’ve to go back there.”

“If you give me five minutes I’ll finish my report and join you.”

“Alright. I’ll use the time to talk to your captain.”

“In case Jim asks you about this stupid rumor, tell him the truth, please.”

“I will. Finish your report, detective.”

“Yes, captain, Ma’am.” Sofia grinned. Her mother didn’t need to remind her rank was higher than Sofia’s, the younger one knew that. One day she would be a captain, at the moment she enjoyed being a detective. 

Sara sat on the edge of her guest bed. Next to her was Jules, deep asleep. It was ten in the morning, she had finished work for today and wanted to check on her friend. Carefully she stroke her index finger over Jules’ cheek, moved a strand of hair out of the face and tugged Jules in. When she was ready to leave, Jules’ hand came out under the blanket, grabbed Sara’s wrist and held her back.

“Sorry, I didn’t want to wake you up.”

“What time is it?”

“After ten.”

“I need to get up anyway soon.”

“Want me to make you some breakfast?”

“No.”

“Coffee?”

“No. I want you to come to me, in my arms.”

“I haven’t had my shower yet.”

“I’ll survive; if you are in my arms by the count of five. One, two…”

“Alright, I got you.” Sara got up, stripped off her jeans and shirt and climbed in underwear next to Jules.

“Hah, I still can make you strip, I knew it.”

“You needed an ego boost? Is that why you called me to you?”

“No.” Jules pulled Sara in her arms. 

“Did you talk to DD?”

“Got a text last night, she took all her things out of my apartment and wants me to get my stuff tonight, when she’s gone. I’ve two hours to get what’s mine and leave her keys. Why do women react stupid like that?”

“You’re the psychologist.”

“I never understood her, it was part of the attraction, that she could surprise me.”

“I couldn’t surprise you?”

“No. I know most people have no clue what you think, feel or want to say, for me, you’re an open book, Sara.”

“That scares me a bit.”

“Why? You know I’d never use that against you.”

“No, you wouldn’t. That was the sad thing when you weren’t my psychologist anymore, I trusted you. I know you gave me the address of a friend of yours, but it wasn’t the same.”

“You did your hours and that’s it. She told me you didn’t open, did only what you had to do. If she had been very pedantic, she had made you stay longer until you have really told her what’s up and why you act like you do. She knew you’d do that with me, so she let you go.”

“I did tell you everything.”

“Yes you did.” 

“It felt good, I feel comfortable when I tell you things.”

“Like your relationship with Grissom.”

“Yes.”

“Do any of your colleagues know about that?”

“No.”

“Still not? What’s about Greg and Sofia?”

“No.”

“Not their business?”

“Not important for them, it’s the past.”

“Greg and you were friends.”

“I know and it wasn’t easy not to tell him but…you know, it’s Greg.”

“You’re still not sure how serious he is with his crush on you.”

“No.”

“I know both of you for three years and if you ask me as a psychologist, he is over his crush. He loves you, but like a sister, not like a lover. If you tell him that you dated Grissom, he’ll survive.”

“He’ll be disappointed that I didn’t tell him before.”

“Yes.”

“So why go through that trouble?”

“Because the longer you wait, the more it will hurt him when he finds out. And if he finds out and you didn’t tell him, he’ll be really disappointed.”

“Why do people have to know everything about somebody else’s private life?”

“Because friends tell each other important things. A relation-ship of a year is an important thing, Sara.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“Think about it.”

“Later. What will you do because of DD?”

“Get my stuff and leave the key.”

“Why don’t you fight? I mean, she has no reason to be jealous.”

“No she hasn’t. But I’m sick of fighting her stubborn head. She wants to believe I’ve something with Sofia, fine, she can do that. I don’t regret the time with her, it was fun, we had some real great time, but I knew all the time, it can’t be something for forever. How can I stay with somebody, who doesn’t like my friends? Who doesn’t care about the people I love. The break up what something that had to come sooner or later. I’ll find somebody better; might give you a try again after you’re half naked in my arms.”

“You won’t do that.” Sara closed her eyes. She knew she could trust Jules. 

“You think.”

“I know. Do you have the time to stay in bed until I’m asleep? Otherwise I’ll go to my bed and have my well earned sleep.”

“I’ll stay here, hold you, watch your sleep and leave later.”

“Good. Give me a call when you go over to DD’s place, I’ll join you.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.” Sara mumbled and stopped fighting the sleep. Within seconds she was asleep. Jules smiled a bit, kissed Sara’s hair and put her head behind Sara’s. A few more minutes to snooze and she could leave the bed. 

Sara’s hand found Jules’ hand when they entered DD’s apart-ment. Like they had been told, nobody was at home. 

“Do you have a lot here?”

“No, we’ll be able to get everything in the trunk. It’s not like if you would kick me out of your condo. There’re more things that belong to me than here.”

“You bought eighty percent of the condo.”

“With your money.”

“So what’s yours here?”

“Some clothes.” They walked into the bedroom, Jules opened the wardrobe and started to throw some shirt, tops, pants in a backpack. Only a few month after she had brought her things here, she took them back to her place. 

“I guess…that’s all…if there’s something left in the wardrobe she can keep it, throw it away, whatever…”

“Jules?” Sara turned her friend and pulled her in her arms. “It’s alright to be sad.”

“I’m not sure if I’m more mad or sad. Stupid cow. I’ll find somebody better.”

“You might find somebody to have a real relationship with and not this open-relationship thing. It isn’t your style.”

“It can be fun.”

“Yes, but you like it more when you have somebody to fall asleep with and wake up with in the morning, snuggling, fighting, who is suppose to make the coffee only leave the bed to find yourselves snuggling on the couch again.”

“Sounds like I’ve to come back to you.”

“You could made a worse decision, but you can also make a better decision. Do you think you can handle to be a single for a while?”

“Can I be with you?”

“You know you can stay with me as long as you want.”

“Don’t say that, I might move in.”

“Haven’t you already?” Sara chuckled. 

“Kind of.” Jules got out of Sara’s arms, kept Sara’s hand in hers and pulled Sara towards the kitchen. “I’ll get my food out of here, the good tofu. We can have a huge tofu dinner, no need to leave it here for her or whoever will eat it. Probably she is out to find a replacement for me.”

“She’ll never find somebody as special as you are.”

“She’ll find somebody, who likes her friends.”

“You didn’t dislike them.”

“No, I just preferred to spend time with my friends and because she didn’t want your friends to meet her friends, because it’s too complicated when the relationship is over and you have to see your ex all the time.” Jules imitated DD’s voice when she explained her, why she didn’t want their friends to become friends. “I don’t mind to see my ex every day, at least not my CSI ex.”

“Yeah I can live with seeing my psychologist ex every day in my condo. What about the holiday poster?” In the living room was a photo poster of DD and Jules on their last holidays in Texas. 

“She can keep that, I don’t need it. I’ll make a new one with you, Greg and Sofia. That will be much sexier, you in my left arm, the stunning blonde in my right and the puppy hugs me. The three most special people in the world around me. You know I still have a photo of you, Greg and me at Santa Monica beach on my desk?”

“You don’t.” Sara looked shocked. What when any of the patients saw that? Any of the cops Jules talked to. 

“Of course, don’t worry, nobody sees it except me. I don’t have patients behind my desk, you should know, I sit with them in the comfy corner.”

“Right.” Sara remembered the huge arm chairs Jules had in her office. You sat in them and had the feeling you were sitting on a soft cloud. Sara wondered if people didn’t fall asleep in them. If she hadn’t been too busy staring and at Jules, she had fallen asleep in them, dreaming of her psychologist.

“Scared people could think we have an affair?”

“We never had an affair, we had a relationship.”

“And you don’t share relationships.”

“If that is again a hint about Grissom and me, no I don’t share them.”

“You told Sofia we were a couple. So you’re ashamed of Grissom but not of me, that’s good for my ego.”

“It was a question she wanted to ask, but didn’t dare to ask. I thought I make our relationship clear before she starts to think, we’re a couple while you also have a relationship with DD going on.”

“A threesome? They are nice too. But I won’t share you.”

“You can’t share me anymore.”

“I can share you as a friend, I do that. As a lover? No, I don’t think it’s good if we would try it again. If we fail, we won’t be friends anymore, I’m afraid.”

“That’s what I think. Who owns the DVD collection?”

“A part of them is mine, why?”

“Horror classics?”

“She hates horror movies.” Jules smiled. “I’ll pack them. And the music concerts. Anything else you want?”

“The CDs that are yours. Get us some music for the barbeque.”

“Alright…mhm…want some sweets too?”

“We won’t take her sweets, we can buy our own sweets.”

“You’re right. We don’t need anything of her.” Jules got the DVDs and CDs in her backpack, got the key to the apartment off her key chain and dropped it on the table. “That’s it, let’s go. I’m tired and you have to go back to work soon.”

“You don’t have to work nights anymore?”

“No, I talk to the people during the day. No more time with my new girlfriend.”

“Her heart will be broken.”

“Her mother wants to meet me, she wants to know, who turned her sweet little daughter into an evil lesbian.”

“The captain? Good luck.”

“Why?”

“There’s a reason why everybody is scared of her.”

“Did you meet her?”

“Yes, she works the case too. I talked to her last night.”

“Does she know…?”

“Of course, that’s why she paid Sofia a visit, asked for you and wants to meet you.”

“When she talked to Sofia she should know the truth.”

“Well, depends on what Sofia told her.”

“Funny, she told her that it was only a game. Remember, she’s the one who rejects me the whole time.”

“Yeah, because you were in a relationship.”

“Because she isn’t interested.”

“There were times when you didn’t give up that easily.”

“Will you stop putting ideas in my head? One night I’ll get my hands on her and she’ll restrain me.”

“Poor girl, I’ll visit you in custody.”

“You will stop her from getting me in there. You’re stronger.”

“I had her hit the ground once, that is enough. I’ve no intentions to hurt her.”

“No need to hurt her, only stop her.”

“Keep your hands on people, who want them. So far there have been enough people in the clubs, who didn’t mind your hands on them.”

“Yeah. I think I’ve to change from party chick to something more…like you.”

“Something more like me? What is that suppose to mean?”

“Somebody, who doesn’t want to go out each weekend, who enjoys an evening on the couch with a good conversation, who comes with me to a football game. I mean, we both wanted what the other wanted, we were perfect for each other, the problem was, you are you and I am I. So I need to find another you, who isn’t you.”

“I’m sure in your world that makes sense, in mine it doesn’t. As long as she’s good for you I’ll be fine with her.”

“We’ll go out girlfriend hunting next weekend. I need a week to suffer and let you make sure I’m fine.”

“You’re a calculating bitch.”

“Indeed, Honey, indeed.”

“Sixty hours of watching surveillance videos and they found somebody, who acted strange, got a license plate and a name. Josh Lando is on broadcast, officially as a person of interest, unofficially as the killer.” Sofia came to Sara in the lab, where the brunette was working on the bombs. She had most parts of them together, had finished the first one and was half way through with the second. 

“Did you run him?”

“Yes. Not a member of a terrorist group, if that is what you expect.”

“I stopped expecting anything from people a while ago.”

“As your friend I feel offended now.”

“And as a detective?”

“I agree.”

“Well detective, what did you find out about Mister Lando?” 

“He is a student at the university here, chemistry is his major.”

“Want me to join you when your guys found him?”

“I’d love to invite you, but I won’t run that show, a detective isn’t good enough for that. It will be a captain and I think, Grissom. We’re both at the end of the list of important people, Sara.”

“Even better, gives me time to finish this.”

“How much power had one of the bombs?”

“Well, as you can see, there was not much around it, that could stop the blow, they were built to kill everything, that was in a radius of five yards. Put them in a food court at that time of the evening, the killer wanted to kill as many people as possible. They weren’t under the same table.”

“How do you know that? And that they were under a table?”

“Remember the scene before the explosion?”

“Yes.”

“The tables are not all the same color. I found some red and green plastic on the bomb, the same kind of plastic the tables are made of. Now there were a dozen red tables, so it will be hard to find out which one was the one the bomb was under, same for the green, but I can tell you, the bombs were under two different tables. Warrick and Archie are looking for somebody, who sat first on a red and then on a green table.”

“I gave them a photo of Lando, maybe they’ll find him.”

“Your mom dropped by a while ago.”

“Why?”

“To say hello. She brought some statements from witnesses and victims. We’ll try to find the tables with them, the smaller injury, the further away he or she must have sat.”

“Depends. Jules and me talked to a man, who was fifty yards away. He got blown into a glass door, some really nasty cuts.”

“I think so. But it’s more likely that lost limps are closer to the explosion than further away.”

“True. Are you working on that too?”

“No, Greg is. My job are the bombs. There had been no remote control in any rubbish bins around the shopping mall.”

“That would be stupid of the killer.”

“We caught a lot of killers because they were stupid.”

“Yeah, easy cases. This one wasn’t stupid. I’ll catch you later, just wanted to give you the heads up.”

“Thanks.” 

Sofia was almost out of the room when Sara stopped her.

“Sofia?”

“Yeah?”

“Jules got her belongings out of DD’s apartment last night.”

“She is serious about the split? Why? Nothing happened.”

“I think DD uses it as an excuse.”

“I’m so sorry for that. How is Jules taking it?”

“She tries to be strong, but she does suffer. I think she could use her friends around her.”

“Does she stay at your place?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll come along tonight if that’s alright.”

“Sure.”

“Sara, do you think DD changes her mind if I talk to her? Explain everything to her?”

“No. DD never changes her mind.”

“Oh.”

“Jules will be fine, give her a few days.”

“Anything I can do for her?”

“You mean beside becoming her new lover? Get an evening off and go out with her, to the movies.”

“Movies? Not a club?”

“No, she likes quiet nights too. A good movie, no matter if at the cinema or at home.”

“Alright, I’ll see what Jim says, but there won’t be a day off before we closed this case.”

“I know, so does she.”

“Okay.” Sofia smiled a bit and left. How could one person be so stubborn like DD? To end a relationship for no reason. Sofia couldn’t understand it and she couldn’t stop feeling guilty for it. 

“Right in the middle.”

“What?”

“Bulls eye.”

“What are you talking about, Greg?” Sara threw away her plastic cup with coffee. Too disgusting. 

“The bombs were right in the middle of the food court. I got an area after I located all the people, who could tell us, where they sat, I showed them photos of the dead vics, some could put one or two at a table next to them, that way I found out which two tables had the bombs. The red and green one in the center. Bloody bastard took the bulls eye.”

“I’m done with the bombs, at least the parts we found.”

“Let’s see if Warrick has something for us.”

“Lando never walked in there smiling at the cameras. He’ll wear a wig, shades, anything to make it hard for us to identify him.”

“All we need is a shot of his head, the computer will do the rest.” Sara walked with Greg by her side to Warrick and Archie. 

“No.” Warrick greeted them.

“No?”

“No I haven’t found anybody, who looks like our suspect.”

“Did you find somebody who moves from one table to the other? In the center.”

“Sure about the center, Greg?”

“Positive. He went for the bulls eye.”

“The problem is, he could have left the bombs there the day before and we will never find him on camera.”

“I talked to the cleaner, she said, they remove every night the tables to clean the floor. If the bombs had been under the table, it was likely, they weren’t in the center, they never put the tables exactly to the same spot back. All they do is make sure no color is next to each other, to keep it colorful.” Greg sat on the edge of the table. “He must have been in there the same day, and I bet, he was there short before it got busy or when it was busy.”

“Or twice.” Sara said. “Go there with a coffee and one bomb, go to the bathroom, change your appearance a bit, get a slice of pizza and place the second bomb under a table.”

“For that you need to have a few empty tables.” Greg thought loud. “Warrick can’t you let the computer look for somebody with the biometric dates of Lando?”

“That will take some time, but yes, we can do that.”

“If he was there, no matter with a wig or shades, the computer will find him, and you can go on with the other search.”

“Alright, we’ll do that.”

“And we go and talk to traffic.” Greg said to Sara.

“Are we?”

“Yes, we want to see the traffic camera video of the night. We might find our suspect there.”

“Greggo, you turn into a real CSI.” Sara smiled.

“I am a real CSI and because of my time in the lab, I am a very good CSI.” He smirked. It was time to show his colleagues, that he was more than the lab rat and the young colleague, who had still a lot to learn. He did have a lot to learn, but he also had learnt a lot!

“I heard you live here now.” Sofia sat next to Jules, who was on her chair, legs up the ceiling, listen to some music. 

“Yeah. It’s not like I don’t have my own apartment, but some-how I love to spend my time here.”

“Really?” Sofia sat on her chair. She had painted it in black and Greg had found a sticker for her. White lines showed the contour of a panther, two golden dots marked the eyes. Sofia thought her chair looked sexy and suited her. 

“I could try to talk to DD.”

“Don’t waste your time on that, Sofia.”

“But I…it is my fault.”

“That she’s stubborn? No, it isn’t your fault. Don’t worry about it.”

“But…”

“If she had been the right one, she had asked if there was something going on between us. She took this rumor as a welcome chance to tell me, to go to hell. I got my things out of her apartment, changed my locks and life will go on. I felt worse when Sara and me broke up, even when I kept her as a friend. It hurt a lot.”

“And DD?”

“It will hurt for a few days and then I’ll be over it. You ask me for a date next weekend, I’ll be fine by then.” Jules smiled. 

“Actually I wanted to ask you, if we should go to a movie when the case is closed.”

“You talked to Sara.”

“Yes.” No point in denying it. 

“Can I have a rain check on that? The next free evening I’d like to spend with all three of you, having a barbeque and sit for the whole night here on the balcony, drinking a few beer and wake up with a hangover the next day.”

“Sounds good to me too.”

“Want to share a bed with me?”

“No.”

“Why not? Sara and Greg do that too. You’re the only one in our group, who hasn’t shared a bed with me.”

“I haven’t shared my bed with Sara or Greg either.”

“Yeah…don’t you like us?”

“No, I always spend a lot of time with people I can’t stand.”

“Yeah, that’s your job, I’m talking about your quality time.”

Sofia laughed. “I think you’ll survive without me in your bed.”

“I will but I would live much better with you in my bed. Rumors are my arms are really comfy.”

“Rumors are your hands like to wander over the body of whoever is in bed with you.”

“I wonder who tells such mean lies…”

“Everybody, who was in bed with you.” Sara came on the balcony with a bowl of salad.

“Puppy?”

“The puppy is getting a huge family pizza for us.”

“Oh, I love the puppy.” Jules grinned.

“Everybody loves puppies.”

“True. Sara, were  my hands all over your body when we slept in one bed the last time?”

“No, after you told me to strip your hands stayed calm.”

“See.”

“Telling somebody to strip isn’t better than having your hands all over their body.”

“She keeps rejecting me.”

“Why do you still bother to ask?”

“You won’t get the answer you want, if you don’t ask.”

“In your case you don’t get the answer you want even if you ask.”

“Women can be so heartless.”

“Tell me about it.” Greg joined them, a huge pizza box in his arms. 

“Wow, is that family size extra large?”

“Yes. Dinner and midnight snack.” Greg opened the box. “One quarter is with salami, the rest is pure vegetarian. I wanted to order a quarter for everybody but I thought, usually the exchange of topping we don’t like, goes on pretty good. I take your mushrooms, Jules.”

“Thanks. I wonder why I like them in any meal but pizza.”

“You’re a strange woman.” Sara grinned.

“Thanks, Miss Sidle.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I know why you are my ex.”

“Because a relationship with a psychologist is too exhausting.”

“She knew what you want and did, before you had a chance to tell her?” Greg asked amused. “No private life for you? Your lovers knows everything, no matter if you like that or not.”

“Kind of.”

“The bad thing is, this psychologist is still her friends, reads her mind, knows her secrets. No matter if she tells them or not.” Jules cocked her head. 

“Okay.” Sara sighed. She got Jules, she understood what her friend was telling her.

“Okay what?” Sofia asked. For her there had been no sentence Sara could answer with an ‘okay’.

“Jules is telling me, I should tell you two something. Something, especially Greg won’t be happy to hear about.” And Sara wasn’t happy to talk about. 

“Don’t tell me you’re replacing DD! Don’t tell me you’re back together.” 

“Huh? No!” Sara was horrified. Back to Jules? No way. She loved her, she needed her, but all these things as a friend and not as a lover. 

“She looks really happy thinking of that.” Greg chuckled. 

“Yeah, was our relationship that bad, Sara?”

“You know why I am so horrified, we had that topic the last time. If we ever end up as a couple, there’s a high possibility we won’t be friends after that anymore. There’s no way I’ll risk that.”

“I love you too, Honey. Now tell them what you were supposed to tell Greg a long time ago.”

“Stop forcing me.”

“Without pressure you’ll never talk. They are your friends, Sara, you need to trust your friends. A little bit. Or do you think the puppy will hate you after you told him everything?”

“I don’t know.” Sara looked at Greg. He had good reasons to be mad at her.

“I doubt I’ll ever hate Sara.” 

“See and the detective will be surprised, but she’ll understand that you didn’t tell her, because you’re relationship was a little bit tricky.”

“That’s a nice way to describe it.” Sofia laughed. 

“I’ve to be positive. And pushy. Sara?”

“Yeah, yeah. Greg, you know how long I am a single?”

“Since you sent your bartender away, something like half a year ago.”

“And before?”

“Well, there was a long time of being single after you and Jules separated. Something like two years.”

“Less than a year.”

“What? No, you and Jules split almost three years ago.”

“I know.”

“So it can’t…”

“There was somebody else.” Sofia got the hint. 

“Yes.”

“Who?” Greg tried to remember. Did he forget somebody? It wasn’t like Sara had so many relationships you could forget one or two, she was the one who usually was fine being alone, didn’t look for some fun in the clubs. 

“Don’t forget she’s telling you this confidential.” Jules warned. 

“Give us some credit, doc.” Greg said. 

“I do.”

“What you don’t know, both don’t know, I had a relationship between Jules and my bartender. A little bit over a year.”

“What?” Greg’s jaw dropped. “Over a year? How? Why didn’t you tell me? With whom? Do I know him? Her? Whatever.”

“I told nobody.”

“But Jules.”

“She found out herself, bloody good psychologist. She even knew who I was seeing, I can’t play her.”

“You played me.”

“If you had asked me, like she did, if I have a relationship with this person, I had told you.”

“With whom? Tell us.”

“You both know him.”

“Do we have to think who we both know or can’t you just tell us?” Sofia asked. She didn’t feel like finding out which guys she and Greg knew. 

“Grissom.”

“No way.” Greg didn’t believe that. His friend and their boss? Impossible. He had seen anything if that was true. Had noticed something. 

“Makes sense.” Sofia only meant.

“Why does that make sense to you when it sounds absolutely senseless to me?”

“Because Sara thought I was hitting on Grissom. He and me had dinner, he made sure I don’t leave the lab after a few weeks, because I was so sick of everything and we were friendly. It wasn’t because she thought, I might be a spy of Ecklie, it was because she thought, I was after her boyfriend. Soon to be boyfriend.”

“Yes.” Sara had to admit Sofia got it pretty much on the point. No need to deny anything after she was honest to her friends anyway. “Sorry.”

“Who cares about that anymore? It’s in the past.”

“True.”

“You and Grissom? Why did you never tell me?” Greg wanted to know.

“Because…we had to keep it as a secret. If Ecklie had know about this, Grissom or me had to leave the shift. We didn’t want that, we wanted to work together. So kept it secret. It wasn’t nice not telling you why I had not much time for you.”

“Yeah, I guess only when he was in the lab.”

“Yes. Sorry.”

“Your luck I was in a relationship at that time too. Otherwise I had found out you were dating somebody behind my back.”

“Really, dad?”

“Yes.” He smiled and pulled Sara in his arms. “I’ll forgive you for not telling me about your hot affair with our boss, if you promise not to do that again.”

“Having an affair with Grissom? I think I can cam promise that.”

“Not to have an affair with anybody behind my back.”

“Okay, the next time I tell you.”

“Talking about next time, it is about time that we find somebody for you, Honey.” Jules said. “You’ve been alone long enough.”

“Alone? Since I know you guys, I haven’t been alone, you are here all the time, I’m a lot of things, but not alone. With friends like you it’s impossible to be lonely.” Sara smiled and kissed Greg’s cheek. Jules was right, it felt better after she told them. Finally there was nothing she had to be careful about. 

“Patrol found Lando, he’s in and waiting for his lawyer. He didn’t say a word when he was arrested. Only ‘lawyer’ and then he kept his mouth shut.” Sofia had made her way to the CSI lab as soon as she had the time for that. She found Greg in the break room.

“Who’s interrogate him?”

“Brass and Grissom.”

“The bosses.”

“Yes.”

“Want a coffee?” 

“I think I can take the time for that, yes. Thanks.” Sofia sat on a chair. “What are you working on?”

“We found somebody, who looks like Lando in the food court, sitting on two different tables, dressed up in two different outfits. The computer says, these two guys are Lando, Grissom will ask him, what he has to say for it. And as soon as I’ve finished my coffee I’ll join Sara with the car, your colleagues have sent to us.”

“You should know what to do after she and me taught you what to do.”

“Very funny, detective.”

“We trained you well, puppy.”

“You were only a CSI for a little while.”

“And I knew so much more than you did at that time when it came to cars.”

“I know more about the lab.”

“Little lab rat.”

“Bite me.”

“I’m not the puppy.”

“Careful, puppy teeth are sharp.”

“Dangerous dogs will be shoot.”

“By bad ass detectives, I know.” He sat opposite to her. 

“Yes.”

“Is Jules in too?”

“Yeah, she has to watch, to tell the Sheriff how likely it is, that this guy is our killer. She tries to tell him she isn’t a profiler, he doesn’t care.”

“It’s after eleven, I guess she was in bed when she got the phone call. Poor doc will qualify as a CSI if she goes on like this. Working nights, getting pushed around, I hope she won’t leave the department because of that one day.”

“How long is she with the department?” Sofia had seen Jules a few times before they became friends, but she had never paid attention to the psychologist. She had been sure, whenever you talk to somebody like a psychologist, they start to analyze you and try to find your weak spot to tell you, what you do wrong and what you have to change. 

“Four years.”

“She ever mentioned something like that? Like leaving?”

“Couple of times. The money isn’t the best, she could make more money when she start to have her own office. More money, better work hours and no boss.”

“Sounds like something that is worth doing.”

“Unfortunately.” Greg didn’t want Jules to be unhappy in her job but he also didn’t like the idea of her leaving the depart-ment. He liked working with her, liked seeing her around and the chance to talk with her about cases. 

“She’ll tell you before she makes a final decision.”

“I learnt tonight there are some things in life, you don’t know, even when you think, you know everything of a friend.”

“I can understand her point as I can understand yours. She didn’t do it to hurt you, she did it because she had no other choice.”

“I’d have never told anybody.”

“She knows that, by telling you, she had put you in danger that something might slip off your tongue, when you were alone, talking, think nobody is around, when in fact somebody is around. Don’t be too mad at her.”

“I’m not mad, I’m…my ego is bruised.”

“We’ll heal your ego as soon as we’ve a night off.”

“Are you asking for a date, detective?”

“I promised myself to Jules after it’s my fault she lost her partner. But she wants to go out with all of us, so I can promise you a dance or two plus some drinks.”

“Why do you try to make up for her?”

“Stupid, isn’t it? I guess it’s my conscience. Using her place all the times, understanding why she did it and feeling guilty for thinking she’s a mean bitch.”

“She is.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t see her good sides.”

“Oh, blind detective.”

“That’s why I have CSIs around me, they’ve to find the evidence.”

“I’ll do that now. Enough time for talking, time to go back to work. We’ll let you know as soon as we found something.”

“Okay. Thanks for the coffee.”

“You’re welcome.” He smiled and got up. Time to see what the car of the suspect could tell them, if they found the piece of evidence, that connected Lando with the crime. 

Lips found Sara’s neck, tiny little kisses were placed on her neck, the side of her throat and her hair. She mumbled something, not willing to open her eyes. The blanket got moved away, hands got over body, moving under it, forearms too and she got lifted. 

“What…?”

“Ssshhh.” Lips found hers for a split second before her head got placed on a shoulder and she felt how she got carried away. 

“What are you doing?”

“Getting you in the living room.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to have sex with you in your bed, we’re not that far in our relationship.”

“Greg, get me back to bed.”

“Can’t. We need to go to the living room first.”

“Why?”

“Otherwise you might get pregnant.”

“One more sentence like that and I’ll hurt you.”

“Don’t want to have safe sex?”

“I don’t want to have any sex.”

“Never ever?”

“Stop annoying me.”

“Open your eyes.”

“Why?”

“Because otherwise I’ll kiss your eyes as long as you open them.”

“Greg.”

“Yes my love?”

“I hate you.”

“I love your too.” He sat down, moved her so that she was sitting on his lap.

Annoyed Sara opened her eyes.

“Wow.” Her little table in front of the couch was gone and her table from the balcony was there. It was raining, Sara had heard the rain, when she fell asleep and she could still hear it, but she hadn’t moved the table inside. On the table were plates, cups and everything she could imagine for a huge breakfast. 

“What are we celebrating?”

“Us.”

“Us?”

“Yes, our friendship.” 

“Why can’t I be in bed and celebrate later?”

“Because your bed isn’t big enough for the four of us; not that I would might being squeezed in between three hot women.”

“Keep your sex dreams to yourself, please.”

“I’ll whisper them in your ear when we’re in bed.”

“I repeat myself, but I’ll hurt you.”

“Don’t hurt the puppy he made everything so nice in here.” Jules came out of the kitchen with a pan. It smelled like eggs. 

“Is my condo packed with people again while I am half naked?”

“Nothing we haven’t seen already.” Jules put the pan on the table, pulled Sara out of Greg’s arms in hers and kissed her. “Did you sleep well, dear?”

“Yeah but I could have handled another hour.”

“I know you can have your other hour later, we made breakfast, self made bread.”

“Why all these treats?”

“Coz we love you.” Jules kissed Sara’s earlobe. “And your sexy legs especially. Like this hot and firm ass.”

“I’ll get dressed.” Sara got out of Jules’ arms.

“Oh Jules, you blew the view.”

“Sorry, but we’ve the view on her legs and ass when she walks back in her room.”

“You are both perverts.”

“No, we know how to appreciate beautiful things.”

Sara’s only comment to that was her middle finger before she slammed the door. When she came back, dressed in sweat pants and a shirt, she met Sofia at the kitchen door.

“Are you going to carry me too? Or kiss me? Or say anything salaciously about my legs or ass?”

“No, I kissed the ground twice when you were around, I won’t risk that again.” Sofia smiled. 

“Don’t remind of that, I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, I deserved it. Now, would you like to try my special bread before you go back to these people, who only want get you in their beds?”

“They do sound sometimes like that, don’t they? Horrible. I’m glad you don’t do that.”

“Like I said, kissing the ground twice is enough. Open your mouth.”

Sara obeyed and Sofia put a piece of her self-made bread in the brunette’s mouth. 

“Yummy, that’s good. What’s in?”

“Dark flour, sunflower seed, pumpkin seeds and some other seeds I won’t tell you. Plus some cheese on top.”

“You could sell that and get rich.”

“No, I can’t.”

“Why?”

“I need to make sure my CSI is safe, can’t stay away from the crime scenes.” Sofia blinked at her, took the basket with the bread, placed an arm around Sara’s waist and pulled her with her in the living room.

“What have you done so long?” Greg asked.

“We had some private time in the kitchen.” Sofia smiled. “Somebody has to give her a safe place, when you two can’t stop hitting on her. Leave her alone, both of you.”

“Are you jealous, Sofia?” Jules asked sweet as sugar.

“No need to be, she rejects both of you.”

“Greg, do you think our geek and our detective have something going on?”

“No, Sara would never have a relationship behind my back. Especially not when I know the one she’s with.”

“Bite me.” Sara grumbled. 

“I’d love to.”

“Come close to me and I’ll let your fly through the whole room.” Sara sat next to Sofia, eyeing Greg.

“You organize a breakfast for her and she threatens you. That is our Sara.”

“Lovely, isn’t she.”

“Leave her alone, she is tired, we all worked hard to get the killer.” Sofia defended Sara. “She found the evidence that got him in.”

“Greg did.” Sara adjusted. Greg had found a cap Lando had worn on the surveillance video and a cable, that was also used in both bombs. With these two things they were able to make the man confess. He wanted to show the world that he was able to make something that could influence a lot of people. That he had used his knowledge and skills to create something, that had a bad influence on dozen of people’s life, didn’t matter to him. He had shown the world he had talent. 

“The puppy became a big one.” Jules grinned. “We need new shirts ‘Three bitches and a dog’. No more puppy.”

“I like puppy.” Sofia said. “It suits him, he is cute.”

“I am not cute.”

“You are, Greg, in a very positive way. Don’t see it as some-thing bad, I wished there would be more guys like you out.”

“There are, but all have boyfriends, Sofia.”

“Thought so. Talking about boyfriends, what happened to the hot latino you had when we were out, who’s tongue tickled your tonsils?”

“Just a flirt for the night. In some things I agree with Jules, one thing is, we both don’t mind with whom we have fun for a night, but we both prefer women for a relationship. If you wouldn’t be blond, you had a change, Sofia.”

“I could dye my hair, Greg but I won’t do that.”

“No, never.” Sara grinned. It was obviously the blonde wasn’t a real blonde.

“Shut up or you’ll lose the only one who isn’t after you.”

“Didn’t say anything.” 

“You would be a nice couple.” Jules cocked her head, looking at Sara and Sofia. “The cool blonde and the brunette with a hot temper, but both very sensible.”

“Are you playing psychologist again, doctor Weinberg?” Sara asked.

“I am a psychologist, Miss Sidle.”

“Stop being one when you’re here, nobody booked a session.”

“You all welcome to have one if you need one.” Jules looked at Sofia.

“You’re a friend, we can’t do that.”

“If there was a burglar in my apartment, would you tell your boss, you can’t work the scene because we’re friends?”

“That’s something different.”

“Both is personal, a conversation about your feelings or having somebody looking through all your things to find clues.”

“True. I’m sure sooner or later I’ll end up with you, having a coffee and telling you all the things that bothers me.”

“That’s alright. I’ll call you if I ever need a cop, so we’ll be even.” Jules smiled. She knew her friends didn’t want to use her to dump their problems on her, but they were all friends, sometimes you needed to dump some problems on your friends, that is what friends are for too. 

The good (bye of a) psychologist

Sara wondered how it could be, that when she woke up on some days, her condo looked like a busy family place. Next to her shoes were a half a dozen other shoes, there were more jackets on the hooks, than she had ever owned, and her shower looked like somebody had bought a whole drugstore. As soon as she left her bed, the chances to meet somebody were big. She had just gotten out of bed and met Sofia in her kitchen, making coffee and cooking. Her kitchen, a former very lonely and empty place. There had been times, when half a dozen yogurts, a box of juice and some carrots were a fully stocked fridge for her. Now she found things in there she had no idea where to buy them. 

“Good morning.” Sara mumbled. 

“Good afternoon.” Sofia smiled. She knew Sara wasn’t good to talk to before she had her coffee. She put a huge mug in the brunette’s hands. “Drink your coffee, your newspaper is on the balcony, I’ll bring you some eggs out.”

“Thanks.” Maybe a busy family place wasn’t always that bad. Years ago nobody disturbed her when she woke up, her condo was empty, nobody gathered around, tried to talk to her, make her wait for the bathroom. But there was also nobody, who made her coffee, prepared a snack for her and arranged the newspaper on the balcony. Having people around had it’s good sides too.

“Need another five minutes?” Sofia put a plate with eggs and tomatoes in front of Sara.

“No, I’m fine. Thanks.”

“Then I’ll join you.” Sofia got her eggs and her coffee. 

“Is it only the two of us or is there somebody else in the guest room?” Sara had noticed Sofia had slept on the couch. Usually that meant, somebody was in the guest room.

“Yes.”

“Greg or Jules?”

“Both.”

“Both?” 

“Yeah, when I opened the bedroom door, I found both in bed. Does Jules replace DD with Greg and does Greg replace you with Jules?”

“I don’t think so. Did they know you’d come over?”

“I mentioned something like that to Greg.”

“Well, they kept the couch free for you. Seeing them in one bed doesn’t mean there’s anything between them. They thought you would not like to share a bed or a couch with one of them.”

“I can always go home.”

“That’s why they share a bed.” Sara cocked her head. “Don’t you trust them? None of them would mind if you join them in bed or on the couch.”

“Would you like to have me coming in your bed the next time when the couch and the guest room are engaged?” Sofia turned the tables on Sara. 

“Try me, blondie. You might be surprised about my reaction.”

“I’ll find myself on the ground, your knee on my back and the nose deep in your little carpet?”

“I can promise you I won’t do that.”

“I know.” Sofia smiled and put her hand on Sara’s for a second. “You won’t hurt me, you could have broken my nose in the desert, you didn’t. All you had to do was using the top of your elbow – like your did with Hank - and my nose would look different now.”

“I like it the way it is. And yes, I could have hurt you more, I’m a little bit scared that I hurt you at all.”

“Can’t blame you I was a pain in the ass.”

Mhm.” Sara couldn’t just put it aside, this morning had given her the old question back, if she had a murder gene inside herself. Was she like her parents? Was she a killer? An abuser? Would she end up hurting people? People who were important to her. She had no idea how often these questions have ran through her mind since that morning. 

“I trust you with my life, Sara.”

“Sometimes I don’t trust myself.” She didn’t want to say that loud, it popped out of her mouth before she could stop herself. 

Sofia felt, this sentences wasn’t supposed to be said out loud. “I don’t know what happened in your life that you worry about that, why you don’t trust yourself. You don’t have to tell me, but I can assure you, I do trust you and I know you’ll never hurt me. If I had said at any time that you’re hurting me, I’m sure within a second you would have let go of me. Sara, you’re not a person, who hurts other people. You suffer too much with people, who got hurt, you feel responsible for them, you try to make them feel safe. You’re not a monster, you’re not somebody who hurts people. Just because Ecklie thinks you have a violence issue it doesn’t mean he’s right. He also thinks he is a better boss than Grissom. That should be proof enough of how wrong he is.”

“There are some things of my life, you don’t know of, Sofia…I can’t tell you about them right now…”

“Sara, I said, you don’t have to tell me, all I want you to know and to understand is, that you’re not a bad person. You don’t hurt people, you don’t…” Sofia wanted to say ‘abuse’ but something inside her made her stop saying that word. “…do things like that. You didn’t lose your temper, you had full control over you and your actions. You made sure I won’t get hurt, you made sure my nose isn’t broken, you used enough pressure to make me let go off you. I think these years of material art gave you a lot of self-control.”

“Self-control? I got suspended for accusing a suspect of domestic violence.” 

“Everybody can be wrong.”

“It’s not about right or wrong, it’s about the way I behaved. I got into his face.” She had been right, the man killed his wife. It didn’t change a thing, she had lost her control. 

“You didn’t assault him.”

“No.”

“Telling somebody what you think isn’t what your boss expects you to do, it’s not your job accusing people for anything, but it’s human.”

Sara sighed. She had no idea why these thoughts kept coming back and bothering her. She wished she could just keep them out of her head forever.

“And now we change the topic, there’s no need that you think about this things too much. Tell me, what are our plans for the next free night together?”

“Going out? To ‘Double Choc’ for a few dances? Or would you prefer to go somewhere else?”

“You should know by now, I like the club, we’ve been there a few times within the last months and I never complained.”

“It could be that you prefer to go to a club where it’s more likely you’ll find a few guys, who are interested in you.”

“Don’t worry about my relationships, Sara, I’m fine. No need to find a man for me. Find a girl for Jules, otherwise she has to stand the whole time alone behind the door and listen to our conversation.”

“How do you know?” Jules came on the balcony, arms on her hips. 

“I’m a detective, I notice when people are around.”

“Bugger. Does that mean you said that about ‘being fine’ only because you knew I was behind the door? If I hadn’t been there, would have told Sara, you want me?”

“No.”

“No or maybe?”

“No.”

“Bugger again.”

Sofia laughed. “I’ll get you some coffee and eggs with tomatoes. I’ve my butler day today, serve for everybody a snack. Is Greg awake?”

“About to. I tried to kiss him awake, he wasn’t that amused. If he isn’t with us in five minutes I’ll get a wet, cold cloths in his face.”

“That’s so mean.” Sara felt immediately sorry for Greg. She knew, Jules would do that without feeling guilty at the end. 

“It is. It works.”

“I’ll wake him up, don’t bother to torture him.” Sofia got up and left the balcony. 

“You’re all just protecting the puppy.”

“Of course, we have to protect him when you’re that mean.” Sara smiled. 

“It’s a way to get him out of bed.” Jules watched Sara for a moment. “You’re okay?” She had heard a lot of the conversation. 

“Yeah.”

“She’s good.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Sofia. I stood behind the door because I didn’t want to interrupt your conversation. She’s good, she knows there’s something from your past that bothers you, but she does not push. She wants you to tell her when you feel comfortable doing so.”

“She needs to wait for that.”

“She will, she’s very patient, knows, you’re one of the people, who tell you more the less you ask and push.”

“I don’t say anything if people try to push and force me.”

“I know.” Jules smiled before she turned serious. “Sara? I know we’re through with that, but I also know you didn’t talk to Marlis about this and I think you should talk about it…” Marlis was a colleagues of Jules, she had sent Sara to after they found out, there was no way they could have an ordinary therapist – patient relationship.

“I won’t end up on your couch, Jules. Forget it, I won’t make an appointment.” They were friends, they couldn’t do the therapist – patient thing. It was illegal. There was no way Sara would go to Jules’ office. She would talk to her friend here, not in the office. 

“We don’t have to do that there. But you should talk with somebody about it. If you don’t want me to be the one, talk to Marlis.”

“It will never be out of my head if I’ve to talk about it all the time.”

“It will never be out of your head if you try to ignore it and you know that, you’re a smart woman.”

“I don’t want to talk with her about my past, I did, what I had to do for the job, I don’t want anything more. It’s nobody’s business what have happened and nobody can change that. Laying on a couch and talking the whole shit through won’t make it undone.”

“No, it won’t, nothing will.” Jules got up, sat on Sara’s lap, embraced her. “All I want is that you can talk the whole shit of your soul. No couch, no appointment, no psychologist comments or behave. Let us go away for two or three days, to the ocean. We pack a picnic, take a blanket, snuggle in a dune and you can talk if you want. I’ll listen, won’t say anything until you ask me to answer something. If you don’t want to talk it’s fine too, we’ll only snuggle up and enjoy the sound and the look of the ocean. What do you think?”

“Two nights, no party, no city. Nature and beach, long walks, no rules, no talk if I don’t feel like it. And don’t try to make me talk with you psycho tricks, I know them, they don’t work. I’ll stop talking to at all, even about the weather. You’ll have to spend your time with somebody, who ignores you.”

“I love your easy-going personality, Sara.” Jules kissed Sara’s cheek. 

“You love more than that.” Sara stroke with a finger over Jules’ face and kissed her for a short moment on the lips. “And now get off and wake Greg up gently. I’m sure Sofia is almost done with your snacks.”

“I wish she would be my snack.”

“Won’t happen in this life. I think you’ve to accept that there’s a woman on this planet, who doesn’t want to have a relationship with you. Maybe you should talk about that with your therapist.”

“The last time I told him about my weekend his face got all red. I think he’s embarrassed when I tell him too much of my private life.”

“He’ll be shocked, knowing somebody like you is a therapist.”

“I guess, I’m not what you expect when you think of a psychologist.”

“No, not at all.” Sara grinned. Jules was a lot of things, a typical psychologist definitely not. That was the reason why Sara liked her so much. 

One last appointment to go. Jules took a look at the note of her part time secretary, a woman around fifty, who felt sad the whole time and was tired of life. So far the diagnosis of the woman. Because she was alone in her office, she had her door half open as a sign for her last patient to come  in. After her work here she needed to go shopping, her fridge was empty, but that didn’t matter. The last time her fridge had been stocked with food was, when she celebrated her birthday. She needed to stock up Sara’s fridge. Since she practically lived in Sara’s condo without paying rent, she made it to her job to do the shopping and most of the cleaning. Why again did she keep her own apartment? Well, it was useless very soon. 

The knock on the door let her raise her head. 

“Come in.” She was only half around her desk to greet the new patient when she stopped. She knew this person. 

“Sofia, what are you doing here? I mean, come in, but I don’t have much time, I’m waiting for a new patient.”

“Misses Miller?”

“Yes….how do you know? Don’t tell me something happened to her.”

“She’s fine.”

“Why do you know about…don’t tell me…you are Misses Miller?”

“Yes. Very simple, I know.”

“Why?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“We see each other almost on a daily base, why…oh, you want to talk to a therapist.” Somehow Jules needed more time to understand today. 

“You offered me…but if you don’t want to…”

“Shut up, sit down.” Jules closed the door behind Sofia and pushed her towards a couch. 

“A couch?”

“Sure, keep the prejudice alive. Or do you prefer an armchair?”

“No, I don’t think so. Maybe.”

“Sit wherever you want, Sofia, I’ll make you a tea.”

“Tea?”

“You’re here with your therapist, I don’t give coffee out, that’s not good for your mental health. You need something to relax, tea is perfect for that.”

Sofia sat on the couch, not sure if she was supposed to sit or to lay down. Weren’t people laying on the couch? 

“You don’t have to lay down, you can sit.” Jules read her mind. With two cups of tea she came back to Sofia and didn’t sit in an armchair opposite of the blonde, but with her on the couch. No matter what brought Sofia to her, Jules couldn’t treat her like an ordinary patient. They were friends, a professional relationship was impossible. 

“I’m not sure if this was a good idea.” Sofia mumbled. Somehow it felt strange, stranger than it had felt before. It became real, she was really here and – yes – she felt that she got scared. Scared of what she might tell Jules, scared if she was able to talk to Jules at all. 

“Because we’re friends and you don’t think you can just tell me what’s wrong with you?”

“Yeah…I mean I could tell anybody I’ve never seen before, I’ll never see again if I don’t come back to therapy. It’s like you tell somebody and nothing will happen. You might get an opinion but that’s it. Nobody can make sure I do what I’ve been told. Nobody can check on that. You, on the other hand, see me daily.”

“First of all, whatever you want to tell me, whatever you will tell me, it won’t leave this room. It will never be the topic in a conversation with anybody else. Only if you bring the topic up and I’ll say only as much, as I can for somebody, who heard about it for the first time. That you are here isn’t Greg’s or Sara’s business, I won’t tell them.

Second, if you ask me for advice, I’ll give you an advice as good as I can. I can’t do miracles, Sofia, I can only make suggestions, you need to find out what will be the best for you. I won’t find a way for you, I’m here to show you different ways and go the way, you’ll choose with you. 

Third, if you feel like I’m not the right person to talk to, I’ll give you the names and addresses of some other psychologists. There’s always a possibility that you don’t go along with your therapist and need somebody else. There won’t be any bad blood between us if you choose to go anywhere else. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Good. You look good, by the way. A little bit tired but good.”

“Don’t flirt with your patient.”

“I don’t flirt, I am honest. If you look shitty I’ll tell you too. You could use some more sleep, there are some little wrinkles around your eyes and some black shades.”

“I’ve the night off and will use it and the next day for a long sleep.”

“Sounds good. Are you with us? I’ll go to Sara’s place later – no surprise.”

“No, I’ll go home.” Sofia was sure, if she did this, she needed some time alone to think and rethink everything. 

“Alright. Are we still on for a before work barbeque on Saturday?”

“Sure. I’ll make some salad for the vegetarians.”

“And I’ll get some fresh bread with herb butter.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“We’re on a date, blondie.”

“Again.” Sofia stopped for a few seconds. “And we’re on the topic I wanted to talk about with you.”

“Dates?”

“Yes. I…you mentioned a few times it’s time for me to have a relationship again. I know I get some offers when we’re out and I turn them all down. It has nothing to do with, they’re not good enough for me or anything like that. It’s more…this sounds really silly...fuck…” Sofia stopped, closed her eyes. Why did she go here? This wasn’t any of Jules’ business, she couldn’t do or change anything. All Sofia was about to do was making herself look ridiculous. “Just forget, please. Can we?”

“If you really want that, yes.”

Sofia got up. “Let’s forget it. Forget all of this. I’ll go, your secretary gets my credit card details and…” Jules stopped her with a simple touch of her hands.

“You can leave if you want, I won’t tell you to stay, but please, Sofia, please don’t make a flight out of it. You don’t want to tell me, it’s alright. No reason not to drink your tea first.” The dark brunette smiled a bit and Sofia sat down again. 

“Sorry, I didn’t want to insult or offence you.”

“Not taken. I had people storm out of the room for a lot of reasons. They all have one in common, they find out, it doesn’t help.”

“Looks like I act like the average patient.”

“You’re a lot of things, Sofia, average isn’t one of them. You’re special.”

“Special stupid.”

“Why would you say that?”

“I come here, use a wrong name and can’t tell you what my problem is.”

“I doubt, I had more than a handful of people, who came in and told me straight about their problems. Some need weeks, months, I’ve some, who come to me since I’ve started to work and they still haven’t told me all of their problems. It’s about trust, it’s about patience and to take everything step by step.”

“You can’t have men as patients.” Sofia mumbled.

“Some.”

“Since when do they need time?”

“For some things they do.”

“Yeah, everything that hasn’t to do with getting their pants down.”

“Some women are the same.”

“If you start with ‘all the blondes’ I’ll leave right away.”

“Honey, I’m brunette and I think I took more men home than you did within the last months. I won’t say anything about blondes.”

“True. Do you tell them you want a relationship or do you tell them it’s only for a night?”

“I tell them it’s a one-night-stand. If I’m seriously interested in somebody, I don’t sleep with this person the first night. I want to have some time to get to know the other one, build some trust.”

“There’s the difference between you and most men.”

“There are assholes on both sides of the fence.”

“Yeah.” Sofia put her cup of tea away, looked out of the window. She saw a huge tree, no buildings, no street, only the tree. 

“It’s a nice and quiet place you have here.”

“Thanks.”

“You can’t be my therapist, we’re friends. Won’t you be in trouble if I talk to you here and we go out on Saturday? Or when you flirt with me?”

“Sofia, you will never be a patient, you’re a friend. I won’t be your therapist, I’ll be your friend, you paid a visit to at her workplace. Like when you meet Sara in the lab and you talk about something. This is a private meeting for both of us, no business.”

“Okay. I don’t want any problems for you.”

“I won’t have some. I am allowed to talk to friends here.”

“Good.” Sofia took another look around. No trouble for Jules, that was very important. She could only do this, when she knew, there were problems for both of them. Her attention got back to the couch. 

“Do people have to lay in a certain position when they talk to you?”

“No, they can lay on their back, belly, sides, whatever they prefer. Or simply sit, facing me, some look out of the window, talk with their back to me, like I’m not here and I don’t answer them, even when they ask something. It’s all for themselves, to sort out their thoughts. There are no rules where to sit and what to say.”

“Hum.” Sofia pulled off her shoes, put her legs on the couch, turned a bit and used Jules’ lap as a pillow. “This is comfy.”

“This something only you have, a sign, that you’re here as a friend. I don’t share the couch with my patients, I keep a certain distance. No physical contact.”

“No cuddling?”

“No.”

“How are people suppose to feel loved when you don’t hug them?”

“Through words and attention.”

“I think, a hug does comfort more than words.”

“Like a gesture says more than words. Or an act.”

“You can hurt people with gestures, words and acts.”

“True.”

“Jules, you can go into people’s head…why do some people enjoy hurting other people? Why do they like to see them down in pain? Like to see them suffer.”

Jules didn’t say that she couldn’t open people’s head and read their mind. She had some ideas, why people did certain things, but it didn’t mean, she knew why people did what they did. 

“To make people suffer, see them on the ground, gives some the feeling of power. They have the power to play with somebody’s life. It’s in their hands if somebody is happy or sad. I can make you cry if I feel like it. I can torture you, I’ve the power, you’re a nothing.”

“Don’t they care that they destroy the life of somebody?”

“It gives them even more power, they like that. The more you suffer, the more fun it is for them. It’s human. Human want to have power, want to be stronger than others. Only the strong ones will survive.”

“And if you’re weak, you need to make sure people won’t find out. You have to pretend the whole time you’re somebody else.”

“There’s a possibility that people will use your weakness against you, yes. To hide the weakness isn’t good either. It will eat you alive from the inside.”

“Means, you have to show your weakness and live with the risk to get hurt?”

“Means you should know, who you can trust. There’s nothing wrong being honest to somebody you trust. Telling somebody what scares you, what gives you nightmares, isn’t a weakness. It’s a strength. You’ll feel better after it, you’ll learn how to handle the things that gives you nightmares.”

“But you can’t change things that happened in the past.”

“No.”

“No matter if you talk about them or not.” This remembered Jules of conversations she had with Sara often. No, you can’t change the past but you could try to settle the past and go on with your new life, without being haunted by ghosts of the past.

“You can’t take back some things, that’s right. Most people feel better after they have talked about whatever bothers them. It’s like setting it free when you hear yourself talking about it. It’s like sharing the problem what makes it less heavy on your shoulders. Somebody else knows about all the pain, the bad things, thinks with you what to do, how to get it out of your life. Or how to arrange your life, that you don’t have to stop living because of what has happened. It’s like a tire. A flat tire stops you until you get out of the car, change the tire and go on. You can call somebody to help you with the tire, but it is you who has to do the first step to change something.”

“Can you be my mechanic?”

“I can try.” Jules’ hand found Sofia’s and held it. The blonde had turned, she didn’t face the window anymore, she turned on her right side, facing the back of the couch. Jules could see Sofia’s eyes were closed, her breath was normal. And she knew, else wise than with her patients, she had to keep body contact with Sofia. It was impossible for them to have an ordinary patient – therapist relationship, Sofia needed a mix between that and ordinary friendship. And that meant, she needed to feel Jules. 

“I am unable of having a relationship.” 

Jules waited for Sofia to go on. She wouldn’t say a word until Sofia asked her very clear to answer something. Her part for now was sitting here, waiting and listening to what Sofia wanted to tell her. The only thing Jules did, was softly stroking Sofia’s hand with one finger. 

“I…as soon as I’m involved with somebody I need to… yeah…I need to get rid off them. I’m horrified that my partner could leave me, play me, hurt me. So I have to stop the relationship before it gets too serious. No matter if there is a reason or not. I don’t need or see a logical reason, I act because I’m scared of what could happen.”

Sofia made another little break. There were too many pictures running inside her head, she needed to sort them out, push them away before she could go on.

“I’ve to kick everybody out of my life after a month. When somebody comes to me when we’re out, I’ll make it very obvious that I don’t want to have anybody close to me. I don’t mind to dance, it’s fun, but as soon as there could be a possibility that the other wants more, I block. 

There’s no need to search for a reason, I know why I act like that. It’s a memory of my first boyfriend. He did everything to make me his girlfriend, was charming, bought me flowers, told me all the things girls want to hear. He was in the football team, he was cool. It took him less than two weeks until he had convinced me that he loved me and wanted to stay with me forever. Young girls are so stupid when they’re in love. I did what he wanted, I slept with him. Less than a week later I saw him kissing another girl. When I asked him, what he was doing, he laughed at me and asked, if I had really thought, he wanted to be with me. All he wanted was to go to bed with me, his friends and he had made a bet, who gets a virgin into bed first. That was all he wanted. He got his sex, I was useless.”

Sofia saw herself in high school, saw him, laughing at her. Making fun of her, telling his friends how stupid she had been. How boring she had been in bed. She heard the boys laughing, making fun, calling her names. It was like she was back at that time, she felt how she started to tremble, how she wanted to cry, tried to stay strong, not to give him even more satisfaction. 

“Jules?”

“Yes.” This was a moment Sofia wanted a respond, a respond with a word. 

“Can you forget one of your rules?”

“Which one?”

“Not hugging the patient.”

Without words Jules slipped right next to Sofia and pulled her in her arms, the face of the blonde still facing the back of the couch. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome, Sweetie. And you’re not a patient, you’re my friend.” Jules felt like Sofia calmed down, she didn’t tremble that much anymore, her breath was steady again. There were tears in Sofia’s face, Jules had seen them. She didn’t say anything about them, she didn’t try to wipe them away. 

“That experience got me hard, as you can imagine.” Sofia went on, holding on to Jules’s arms. “I stayed at home for a week, couldn’t face him or anybody else in school. After my return, I tried to stay for myself, of course the girls had heard about what had happened to me and some of them made fun of me, how stupid I was to believe he was interested in me. I was a nobody, why should he want me? 

A month later another boy started to ask me out, wanted to go to the movies with me. I rejected first, but he didn’t stop, sent flowers, candy, asked me daily how I was. Eventually I gave in, met him for a movie. After the movie he took me to a nice place in the desert, watching the stars. He was charming, he was lovely, he was pushing without being to harsh. Young girls are so stupid, I gave him what he wanted, afraid he might lose his interest when I’m too bitchy. Five minutes later he was done and so were we. He got up, told me to get lost. There was a bus stop half a mile away, I could take the bus to Vegas.

It had been a bet, the guys of the football team had betted who could get first one of the ex virgins in bed. He had gotten a message the night that a friend of him won, but he thought, after he made all the effort, he wanted to have some fun. So he kicked me out, drove away and I had to walk to the bus stop. It was dark, it was almost midnight and I was scared to death. 

Back home – a nice elderly woman picked me up, shocked that I was alone in the desert at that time – I locked myself in the bathroom for hours. My parents were working, so they didn’t know that and I didn’t have to explain myself. Unfortunately I couldn’t stay at home again, my mom told me I had to go to a doctor or to school. I went, it was hell and I didn’t have any other date in high school. 

The boy who got a date with me, when I was at college, seemed to be nice. But they all seemed to be nice first and when he started to move on me, I kicked him out of my room. He got pissed off, called me some names and left. Since high school I’ve kicked the men out of my life when they came too close. It’s not like I didn’t have sex since them, but usually soon after that I send them away, to make sure, they can’t leave me. 

Only one man managed to convince me to move in with him. I thought, I was over all these shit from my high school time, but after a few months, I started to think, he was cheating, was using me. We started to fight, I moved out of our apartment. He never cheated on me, he couldn’t understand why I acted the way I did and I couldn’t tell him. 

I can’t trust people anymore.”

Sofia stopped. She had never told anybody this, no friend, not her mother, nobody. It haunted her for twenty years, but she was too embarrassed to tell anybody. How could she have been so stupid? After the disaster with the first boy, she should have been smart enough to see the other one was playing her too. She wasn’t. She was blind. Stupid. Too young. Maybe she had deserved all this.

“You can tell me now that I was terrible stupid.”

“You are absolutely amazing, Sofia.”

“Am I? Amazingly stupid? Yeah, that’s right.”

“An amazing woman. And you do trust people.”

“No, I push them all away.”

“You didn’t push me away, you came to me, you told me everything, you trust me. You are able to trust somebody.”

“What will you do with this story?”

“What would you like me to do with it, Sofia? If you want, this was a one time thing, I’ll never ever mention a word of what you’ve told me. I can also meet “Misses Miller” again, she doesn’t need an appointment, she can call me and tell me, she would like to see me in private. It’s your decision.”

“There’s nothing you can do to make all these things undone.”

“No, there isn’t. Nobody can.”

“But I feel better, somehow relieved. Strange. I didn’t change anything, I only said everything out loud.”

“Sometimes it helps. It doesn’t change anything, but it makes you feel better.”

“It does. But I still feel stupid. How could I think for one moment, one of these boys were serious?”

“You were young, you were happy they showed some interested. Unfortunately million of people get caught in this trap every year. There are a lot of women all around the planet, who have been through the same. You’re not alone and you’re not stupid. 

As for the trust, maybe you need to learn to trust again. You do have to trust people in your job, if you don’t trust your partner that he or she will back you up, you can’t work. You trust them to protect your life like you protect their life. 

I didn’t have the feeling you don’t trust, Greg, Sara or me. So far, you seemed to be very comfortable around us, seemed to enjoy our company. You are able to trust people, who are your friends. What you need to learn is to trust people, who wants to be or are in a love relationship with you. That will take some time, you might be better off, if you start with a friendship, build the trust there and take it over to a love relationship. All the men, who talk to you during an evening out, you will push away as soon as they come too close to comfort. But if you can find a man, who is fine with being a friend for a while, to give you time until you found out, you can trust him, you will be able to have an ordinary relationship.”

“A patience man? Do you think they exist?” 

“I’m sure they do. Any man with a brain will wait for you, all the others are not worth being with you.”

“I thought you’d try to talk me into having a girlfriend, an understanding psychologist for example.”

“Can’t do that, I can’t have a relationship with every sexy woman, that come to me for advice. I did that once with this cute brunette, we both know, if I do that again I’ve to question myself if I’m a good psychologist.”

“You make me feel better, I think you are.”

“That’s all I wanted – besides having you in my arms. Looks like I got you in them, detective. Does that mean you’ll stay with me in bed the next time we all stay over at Sara’s place? Can I bring a second pillow for you?”

“No.” Sofia laughed. 

“And I hoped this brought you closer to me.”

“I’m sorry, Sara asked first.”

“What?”

“Yeah she invited me in her bed, more or less. Because I was surprised to find you and Greg in a bed the last time, so she said, the two of you had been nice, because I don’t want to share a bed. She asked me if I’m scared to have one of you in my bed, so I turned the tables on her and asked, if she wants me in her bed. Thought, she’ll say ‘no’ but she told me not to dare her. The thing is, when people tell me not to dare them…”

“You will do it.”

“Yes.”

“Don’t you dare to come in my bed, Sofia.”

“That’s too obvious, Jules. That won’t work.”

“Damn. Want to leave the couch with me? I’ll offer you again to join me to Sara’s place.”

“I think, I need some quiet time alone, have to think about everything.”

“Alright.” Jules got up. “Call me if you feel like talking again tonight. Sometimes thoughts appear when you’re alone, confuse you and it’s good if there’s somebody to talk about them. Give me a call and I’ll listen or talk.”

“Thanks. Is that inclusive, an after therapy service?”

“No. You are special, detective. It’s called the friend service.”

“Thanks doc. I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon.” Sofia hugged Jules and kissed her cheek. 

“Bye detective, have a nice night off. We’ll miss you on the balcony.”

“I’ll be back with you soon.” It was tempting to go to Sara’s place, Sara and Greg would be away to work, Sofia could have another talk with Jules, but she felt like she needed some time alone, to work with all the new feelings for herself. 

“Hey.” Sara opened the door for Sofia. “Wow.”

“Hi, got a hand?” Sofia had been shopping today and most of the things she had bought, she had carried into the elevator that got her and her goodies up to Sara. 

“What did you do?”

“I thought we’ll be thirsty.” Three boxes of beer, four six packs of sparkling water, two gallons of spring water, a dozen boxes of juice and a box with six bottles of wine.

“Did you rob a shop?”

“No, I paid, honestly.” 

“Why do you bring all these things?”

“Well, Jules stocked your fridge, Greg bought enough barbeque things for the rest of the summer, I figured I bring some drinks.”

“Yeah, some. I think we need to put some of them behind the couch in the living room, I don’t have enough space in the little room left; since Jules did the shopping.”

“Wow, Sofia, are you a shop lifter?” Greg asked when the women came in with the beer and the wine.

“Get your ass out and help us, there’s something left.”

“Looks like you get full service this week.” Jules smiled.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Pretty easy. We practically live here, this is our part of the rent. We use your bed, your couch, your shower, your kitchen, the least we can do, is getting food and drinks here. You don’t have to worry about shopping. Even the vegetarian corner in the cupboard is full.”

“Everything is full and you don’t have to buy all my groceries only because you spend some time here.”

“Some time? Most time.” Jules managed to grab Sara when she tried to walk back to the door to get the rest of the drinks. Under protest Sara ended in Jules’ arms. 

“Don’t fight me, you’ll win.” Jules kissed Sara’s cheek. “You provide the accommodation, we provide the rest. Start to accept that we want to give you something back, enjoy the fact, that we want to do something for you. We know you hate shopping, so we do it for you. Get used to the fact that we love you.”

“You don’t love you me, you just want to live here.”

“Want me to show you how much I love you, Sara?”

“Don’t you dare to get your hands on my skin.”

“Honey, I can make you come without my hands on your skin.”

“Sounds interesting to me, I’d like to see that.” Greg grinned. 

“Puppy, go out for a walk with the detective, I need to show something to the geek.”

“I think she doesn’t want you to show anything.” Sofia got between Sara and Jules. “Hands off my CSI, doc.”

“Do you want to fight with me over her, detective?”

“If I have to. I protect my CSI.”

“I knew, I can rely on my detective. Come on, Blondie, we leave the kitchen to the doc and go to the balcony. I’ve got something for you.” Sara pulled Sofia out to the balcony, got the chair of the blonde next to hers.

“Are you alright?” She asked Sofia.

“Yes. Jules doesn’t scare me.”

“I’m not talking about Jules, you have some light shadows under your eyes. Did you not sleep good enough?”

“Spent too much time thinking, but I’m alright.” Sofia wasn’t ready to share with Sara what she had told Jules yesterday. She needed some more time, maybe another long talk to Jules. 

“Okay.” Sara didn’t try to push. “You know if you want to talk, I’m here.” The same Sofia told her because of her past. Now it was the blonde, who smiled thankfully. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now I want to give you this.” Sara got a key with a key chain out of her pocket. She handed it to Sofia.

“What’s that?”

“You need your own key, it makes things easier to come in. Otherwise you need to borrow a key all the time, this makes you more flexible.”

“Wow, thanks. How did I earn this honor?”

“By just being you. I like to have you over, Sofia. It’s not when I wake up and see you, that you start talking, you respect that I’m an awful wake up person, you give me my coffee and leave me alone for a few minutes, what is really nice.”

“I like being here. It’s nice to be with somebody than being the whole time alone home. And I’ve to say, spending time with the three of you is the best thing I can imagine.”

“With this key you should be able to spend some more time with us.” Sara smiled. 

“Yes. Maybe the next time when I’ve to work long and am too lazy to drive home.”

“You can join me then.” Jules came on the balcony, two bowls with salad in her arms. “My bed is always free for you.”

“Only if it’s free OF you, I’ll go in.”

“Greg could be on the couch, then you’ve no choice.”

“I can join Sara, she invited me last time.”

“You won’t do that, you’re too coward.”

“Are you daring me again?”

“Still.”

“Be careful you might wake up not alone in your bed tomorrow.”

“Sara and Sofia in one bed, that makes me want to be the blanket.” Jules sighed. 

“You want to be more than the blanket, you want to be the only piece of clothes between them.” Greg got the alcohol free drinks in front of them. 

“That is a very sexy thought…it will be very hard to stay away from that room if they really share a bed…”

“You’ll be out at work, you might be here for half an hour, an hour top, then you’ve to go.”

“If you had any idea what I can do in one hour.”

“There’s another thing I really like about you, Sofia.” Sara said. 

“What’s that?”

“You’re the only one who doesn’t try to have sex with me.”

“No I don’t. Greg and Jules do that for me.” Sofia grinned. 

Sara wasn’t sure if it was really time to get up, she felt more like staying in bed. Maybe she had another hour, she didn’t hear her alarm clock, so it was not six in the evening, time for a few more minutes of sleep and snuggle in with…that wasn’t Jules! Immediately Sara was awake and her eyes wide open. Long blond hair and the rest of Sofia’s body were next to her. This wasn’t supposed to be real, this was not planed. Why…oh, that was the payback for daring the detective. 

“Smug bitch.” Sara mumbled and turned. Sofia had dared to come into Sara’s bed and she slept. 

Quietly Sara left her bed only to find her couch empty. Was Greg gone already? She didn’t come home with him, he had another half an hour or so in the lab to work when she left. A short look on her cell phone told her, nobody had tried to reach her, means there was no hot case. 

She started the coffee machine and got down in the elevator to get her newspaper. The good thing about her condo was, there was only her condo and the one of her neighbors, an elderly couple who lived in the building for twenty years. Their places were on top of the building, ten stories high, they were number ten, what not only gave them the best view but also no loud neighbors above. 

With her newspaper under the arm she came back in her kitchen to find Greg in there.

“Hey, I thought you went home because the couch was empty.”

“No, I was here.” 

“Did you sleep in the guest room?” When he was late enough Jules was out of bed and he could sleep in there. No need to prepare the couch.

“Yes.” A smile appeared around his corner of the mouth.

“No, don’t tell me that it’s true what I think.”

“What do you think, Love?” Greg poured the coffee and gave Sara a mug. 

“You didn’t wait until Jules was out of bed, you went in there when she was still in.” Usually nothing to worry about, but this smile of him made her see, there was more than usually. 

“Yes.”

“Don’t tell me you and her…”

“We’re not a couple, Sara.”

“Thanks god for that.” Sara sighed released. It wasn’t like she didn’t want her friends to be together, but she really doubted that they could make each other happy. From the look, Jules was exactly what Greg was after, but Jules wasn’t after Greg, not seriously. 

“We had sex, don’t be too happy.”

“Why?” Sara dropped on her chair. There she goes, relieved for one second only to hear exactly what she didn’t want to hear the next second. 

“Because we felt like it. I can’t see anything bad in it, it’s Jules.”

“She’s your friend.”

“Yes she is.”

“You’re not suppose to have sex with your friend.”

“Says who?”

“It’s common knowledge. I don’t have sex with you.”

“Not my fault.” He grinned. 

“Please tell me it won’t turn into something complicated.”

“I won’t turn into something complicated.”

“And in reality?”

“It won’t turn into something complicated. Sara, it wasn’t the first time I slept with Jules, it has never inferred our friendship. We both know, it’s something we do when we feel like it and we’re both singles. You should know by now, that we also share a bed and nothing happens. It all depends on how we feel.”

“Why can’t you feel the whole time like ordinary friends?”

“Too boring and we both enjoy each other too much.”

“It’s too late now anyway.” Like it had been the times before. Like Greg had mentioned, it wasn’t the first time and every time, Sara wasn’t happy with it. She was too scared, Jules or Greg would fall in love with the other and this would destroy their friendship. 

“Yes. How did you sleep?”

“Good, I…I woke up and had Sofia in my bed.”

“You had Sofia in your bed and tell me, I’m not suppose to have sex with Jules? Why can you have sex with the detective?”

“I didn’t have sex with Sofia!” Sara furrowed her brows. Greg should know better. 

“Why was she in your bed? The couch was free.”

“Don’t ask me, ask her. I think, this was a kind of payback, because I told her, she’s too coward to sleep in my bed. Looks like she wanted to prove me wrong. Believe me, I was shocked when I felt there was somebody in my bed, I wanted to pull Jules into my arms and realized, it’s not Jules who is in my bed.”

“You didn’t pull Sofia in your arms?”

“No!”

“Why?”

“Because she isn’t Jules.”

“Neither am I and you have me in your arms all the time we share a bed.”

“It’s something else.” And most times he had her in his arms. 

“Like?”

“Like…it’s Sofia.”

“You like her, you’re friends.”

“Yes, but I don’t think we’re that close already. It feels wrong to have her in my arms.”

“Sometimes you’re amazingly old-fashioned, Sara.”

“Thanks.”

“I wonder what Sofia says to all this.”

“Sara needs a lot of space in bed.” Sofia came on the balcony, dressed in shorts, a tank top and a steaming coffee in her hands. Her smile was full of tease, looking at Sara and knowing exactly, how confused the brunette had been when she woke up. 

“I thought you didn’t sign the part of the contract that says, everybody has to have sex with Sara to be in this club.” Greg grinned. 

“I didn’t. I didn’t sign it, I didn’t do it and I’m sure, she didn’t tell you we did. Get yourself out of the gutter. Where have you slept or did you come home after me?”

“Home?” He smirked. Now it was official, Sofia was more than a full member of their club, she referred to Sara’s condo as home. Same like Greg and Jules, who felt more at home here than in their own places.

“Here.”

“You said home.” Sara grinned. “You like it here, detective.”

“It’s closer to the department, more sleep time.”

“That’s lame and you know it.”

“Don’t try to get me distracted from my question, puppy.”

“I was in bed, guest room bed, having lovely sex with Jules.”

“Sure.” Sofia shook her head. 

“He’s serious.” Sara sighed. 

“What?”

“Don’t ask me for reasons, they do that sometimes. I guess, they can’t handle their hormones and get some relief this way. I try not to think about that too much, it gives me a headache and the feeling, I’ve horny teenagers in my condo.”

“So what did you to with Sara, Sofia? Why did you go into her bed instead using the couch. There must be a good reason.”

“She dared me.”

“I said, a good reason.”

“That’s the best reason. I proved her wrong.”

“She thought you were Jules, she wanted to pull you in her arms.”

“I would have her restrained within a second.”

“Ha.” Sara laughed. That was a good joke. First of all, Sofia didn’t have her handcuffs next to the bed and second, Sara could easily fight Sofia and how that ended was obvious. 

“You were half asleep at that time, not a big deal for me.”

“I bet you weren’t awake either.”

“I can be very fast awake when somebody tries to get me in their arms.”

“I never wanted you in my arms, I thought it’s Jules.”

“Jules isn’t suppose to be in bed when you wake up. She’ll be back home from work soon, but not in your bed at this time of the day. It’s not weekend.”

“I know, that but it was the only explanation I found when I woke up. I didn’t plan to have a smug blonde in my bed.”

“A stunning blonde?”

“Still a blonde.”

“Is Jules the only one here who doesn’t hate blondes?”

“I don’t hate blondes.” Greg defended himself. “I just don’t think they’re sexy.”

“Thanks.”

“Sorry Sofia. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but there’ll never be anything between us. You have to take Sara – or Jules, she’ll take you with open arms.”

“I don’t want Jules.”

“Since when are blondes picky?” Sara asked amused. “I thought you blondes jumped everybody whenever you have a chance.”

“Sure we do. When did you stop counting the guys I jumped when we were out?”

“I think I stopped after the second or third time. You never took one home, not much to count.”

“What does that tell you?”

“Secretly you want a woman, but you’re scared the captain might shoot you.”

Loud laughter from the inside let all three turn. Jules came with a huge cocktail on the balcony. 

“Really good conclusion, Sara. I wish she’d get over this fear and give me a chance, but I doubt that will ever happen. I’ll keep on dreaming.” Jules sat next to Sofia, got a hand on the blonde’s arm and stroke it softly. “Don’t let them tease you, they’re only jealous. Sara because she doesn’t have so many admires and Greg because he can’t find his Misses Right; which is my luck.”

“Yeah…I’m shocked. You’re a psychologist.”

“Not when I’m off duty.”

“How are your patients suppose to see a serious woman in you when you have sex with the puppy because you’re both bored.”

“We weren’t bored, we felt like having some fun. I know it’s not what you and my cute ex do, but Greggo and me enjoy it. I can tell you, he’s a great man, so when you’re looking for somebody special, he’s your man.”

“He’s not into blondes.” Sofia smiled. 

“Dye your hair.”

“No. No offense but I think Greg and me are better off as friends.”

“Same here.” 

“So I can go on flirting with you. Wanna help me out in the kitchen?” Jules smirked.

“With what? Something out of the fridge or something in front of the fridge?”

“She makes me will-less.” Jules held her heart. “One day, I’ll become your bad girl, you’ll have to chain me and I’ll be yours. I hope you’ll interrogate me long and repeatedly.”

“Jules, get out of the gutter!” Sara told her friend.

“Stop talking for Sofia, she can talk for herself, there’s a really easy way for her to shut me up.”

“Sorry, you had your kiss in front of my colleagues, you won’t get more.”

“Kiss? Our lips didn’t meet.”

“All you ever get.” Sofia smiled and leant back. She wished it would be that easy to flirt with the men she met when they were out. Somehow she couldn’t be that easy going with them. She knew Jules flirted with her mainly that Sofia got used to it, that she could learn how to handle it and she didn’t have to distrust everybody, who was interested in her. A little bit of therapy packed in some fun. 

 “Oh, my family is home.” Jules smiled when Sara, Sofia and Greg came in the living room. 

“You requested for all three of us.” Sara said. “And I smell no coffee!”

“Because you’ll get a beer.”

“What?”

“It’s after work for you, you deserve a beer, it’s Saturday. I made some salad, steaks for the blondes and tofu for us. It’s an early morning/late night barbeque.”

“What is wrong?” Greg asked. “And don’t call me blonde, I’m light brown.”

“Sure honey, you’re whatever you want.” Jules hugged Greg and kissed him on the cheek. “I missed you last night on the dance floor.”

“Have you been dancing the whole night?”

“Yes.”

“When did you sleep?”

“I slept until midnight and then I hit the floor. I thought, if I want to have a barbeque with you guys, I need to be awake the whole night otherwise there’s no way I leave my bed.”

“And what is that important that it couldn’t wait until tonight?” Sofia wondered.

“Beside the fact that I need to see you as much as possible?”

“Yes.”

“Have a seat, get a beer, something to eat. I bet all of you didn’t really eat last night.” Jules arm got around Sara’s waist and she pulled her towards the balcony. 

“I hate when you do this, tell us what’s up. Why did we have to come here?”

“You, my love, live her. The rest too – most times. I need to tell you guys something.” She put a steak on Greg’s and Sofia’s plate, tofu on her plate and started to feed Sara with it. 

“You all know I kind of like challenges.”

“Kind of? Yes.” Greg laughed. Jules didn’t like kind of challenges, she loved them. No matter if it was very possible she had no chance to win, she took challenges because she liked to define her lines. 

“I got a new challenge.”

“Oh god, don’t tell me you got married tonight.” Sara groaned and closed her eyes. They were talking about Jules, everything was possible. 

“No, Sofia wasn’t around. Beside that, no! I’m not ready to settle down.”

“Thanks God for that.” 

“Thanks for your trust, Sara.”

“Sorry, but I know you and I know you’re crazy.”

“Not that crazy. Want some salad?”

“I can sit on my own chair and eat like an adult.”

“Yeah I know, the problem is, I want you in my arm.”

“Jules, get to the point, I’m tired.” Greg yawned. 

“I could wake you up like you did to me three days ago.”

“Not in this condo!” Sara protested. 

“Is this now a sex free condo?” Jules cocked her head.

“Yes.”

“Boring. In that case I don’t have to feel too bad about my decision.”

“What decision?”

“I’ll leave Vegas.”

“What?” All three looked in disbelieve and shock at Jules. 

“I took a new challenge.”

“Leaving Vegas is a challenge?” Greg asked.

“Leaving Las Vegas to go to Quantico is a challenge, yes.”

“Quantico? Like FBI?”

“Yes Sara, like FBI. I thought about this for a while and I want to develop myself, I don’t want to be a psychologist for the rest of my life. It’s not like I don’t like this job, I love it, but I want more. After I’m already working with the LVPD, I made the decision, I’ll get more involved with them and will become a profiler. Part time. I’ll keep my old patients, won’t take new ones and will concentrate more on the job as a profiler.”

“You are leaving to Quantico?” Sara couldn’t believe it.

“For a while, I need to do the basics there before I can return to Vegas. You won’t lose me, Sara, I’ll be over whenever I’ve the chance.” Jules took Sara’s hands. “Promise.”

“Do I have a veto?”

“We’re not a couple anymore, Love.” Jules blinked.

“Does friendship not count?”

“Don’t go there, please.” Jules knew as good as Sara did, that Sara could make her stay if she really wanted. There was no way Jules left her alone if Sara needed her. Separated or not, long time not lovers anymore or not, they were friends, they were very close. If Jules had to pick between work and her friend, she took her friend. 

“I’ll miss you.” Sara got her arms around Jules and buried her face in Jules’ hair. How was she supposed to survive without Jules? She wouldn’t see her for weeks, it felt so wrong. Why an FBI profiler? Why not anything she could do here in Las Vegas?

“I’ll call you every day. And, I know you won’t feel like it, but I need to ask a favor of you, Sara.”

“What?”

“I want to give up my apartment…”

“I thought you’ll be back!”

“Of course. But I want to move to another apartment when I’m back, closer to yours. No need to keep my old apartment if I could leave my most important things with you.”

“The most important thing is you, you can stay here, yes.”

“Sara.” Jules voice was gentle when she pushed Sara a few inches away. Sometimes she had to be a therapist with her friend, at least a little bit. 

“Of course you can leave your things here. This way I can make sure you’ll stay here if you’re in Las Vegas.”

“Not if, when I am back. I’ll be back, darling. Greg and Sofia will take care of you and you will take care of them. I love you.”

“Love you too.” Sara got back in Jules’ arms. This was the closed friendship she ever had. Losing her friend, even if it was only for a few months and they’d keep in contact daily on the phone, hurt. 

“When will you leave?” Sofia asked.

“I’ll start next month. Means, I need to sell most of my things, get the important stuff over to here and sell the apartment. It will be half a year top, I’ll be gone, means if the three of you are bored, you can come over or if you don’t feel like flying, you can look for a nice condo in this area. Two rooms, around fifty square yards, a balcony would be nice, like this condo only one room less.”

“You might need a room for your baby one day.”

“Greg, I won’t be a mom. Never.”

“Two rooms, fifty square yards, we’ll have a look.”

“Thanks. Can you smile for me, Sara?”

“No.”

“Oh, she’s pouting, so cute.” Jules kissed Sara again. “I don’t know why you complain, you have the puppy and another bitch, I’ll be all by myself.”

“Stay.”

“I can’t. I need to enhance my skills. This way I might work more with you. I enjoyed working with you on a scene. Spending time with you is always fun. And you will have a profiler available whenever you need her.”

“I need her the next seven months.”

“Sara, please.”

“Sorry.” Sara knew she wasn’t fair. She should support Jules, she should tell her, she was happy that the therapist found a new challenge. That she looked forward to hear of all the new things Jules was about to learn. But she couldn’t. The thought of losing Jules hurt, she could feel it not only mental, she felt it physical.

“I’m already missing you.”

“Well, here’s a good news: I’ll stay with you today. Finish your salad and we’ll go to bed, you can snuggle in my arms and I’ll hold you.”

“You shouldn’t be that attached to your ex.” Greg teased. “You’ll never find somebody new if you keep on being so close to Jules.”

“Shut up.” Jules told Greg off. “Mind your own relationship status, puppy.”

“As a therapist you know I’m right.”

“I’m not working right now.”

“You’ll never be really apart. Well, maybe you’re made for each other and haven’t found out yet. I’ll see my couch now.” Greg got up. “Night girls.”

“I think I’ll do the same and take the guest room after Greg takes the couch.” Sofia rose too. 

“Sleep tight.” Jules smiled.

“See you guys later.” Sara stayed on Jules’s lap. She was tired, no question, but she needed a minute more and the bathroom was occupied now anyway. 

“Are you really mad?” Jules asked.

“No.”

“Disappointed?”

“No. I’ll miss you. It’s horrible, I hate myself for that but, I can’t imagine how it will be for half a year without you.”

“It’s not like we won’t see each other for half a year, I’ll come along at least once a month. How am I suppose to stay away from you?”

“There might be a sexy agent you want to spend time with.”

“I can do that the rest of the week, can’t I? Sara, I won’t leave you, I won’t make the decision to stay in Quantico or move to another city. Vegas is my hometown, you are my family. I’m closer to you than to my parents. Don’t you think I want to keep that?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I need some change, I need a challenge. I became a psychologist, I made my doctor, now it’s time for something new. I’ll be a profiler and will help you to find the bad guys faster.”

“You are already perfect in reading people’s mind, you’re in my head all the time and know what I’ll do and say before I do. To think, you’ll improve that is very scary.”

“I do know a lot about you, yes. We were lovers, we are friends, of course I’ve some ideas of how you’ll react in certain situations, what you say and think. But I promise I don’t poke around your head. The thoughts are free, but it’s better that they’re sometimes locked away in the head and stay there.”

“I need to learn that.” Sara smiled. 

“You didn’t get in anybody’s face the last months, you’re doing fine.”

“I made Sofia kissing the sand.”

“She deserved it and she doesn’t mind. It’s like with puppies, they need to play, they get a little bit rough, but they never meant to hurt each other.”

“You’ll never get her when you leave.”

Jules laughed. “I don’t want her. I like her, a lot, but I don’t want her. It wouldn’t work out and I think even for me it’s about time to look for somebody I can have a serious relationship with, something that might work out for a couple of years.”

“Didn’t you say you’re not ready to settle down?”

“Not with a wedding, a serious relationship is something else. I could use that.”

“No open relationship?”

“No, not an open relationship again, an ordinary relationship. And she better makes sure, she likes you, Sofia and Greg. Otherwise there’ll be a huge relationship issue a few times a week.”

“Not ready to give us up for Misses Right?”

“Misses Right will love you like I love you. If she doesn’t, she isn’t Misses Right, she is Misses Wrong-Again.”

“People from this Wrong-Again family are around often.” Sara sighed. She was a member of this family too, at least for all her past lovers. 

“Yeah, they are. You’ll find Misses Right too. Mister Right?”

“Doesn’t matter as long as it’s a Right.” Sara smiled. 

“That’s the spirit. Come on, we’ll go to bed. The bathroom should be free now if not we’ll join Greg and/or Sofia under the shower.”

“What makes you think I’ll take a shower with you?”

“You. I had my shower already.” Jules pushed Sara down her lap and got up. Time to catch some sleep, she was tired and she couldn’t sleep too long, she needed to get back to her old rhythm and that meant, sleeping in the nights and being awake during the day. 

“Doctor Weinberg, your last patient is here.” 

“Thanks Laura, you can go home, have a nice weekend.” Jules got up. Before she could reach the door Sofia was in the room.

“Misses Miller, how are you?”

“Hello doctor Weinberg.” Sofia closed the door. 

“Why do you pretend to be somebody you are not, Sofia? You can just call me and come over, no need to lie to my assistant.”

“No I keep my therapist appointments, apparently everybody in the USA has a therapist.”

“Then come in as Sofia Curtis.”

“No, can’t do that. What if the guys in the department find out?”

“Women.” Jules rolled her eyes. “Want something to drink?”

“One of these disgusting teas? No thank you.” Sofia had found out very fast that Jules had only herbal and organic teas in her office and none of them appealed to the detective. She wasn’t a tea person. 

“I’ve got a coke somewhere.”

“Much better.” Sofia sat down on the couch. She remembered the first time she had been here, she broke down on this couch. Since that day she had avoided Jules’ office. It had been two weeks ago.

“Did you miss me or can I do something for you?” Jules handed Sofia the coke and sat with her tea in an armchair, smiling at Sofia.

“I wanted to see you here before you leave the city and everything behind.”

“I don’t leave everything behind, Sofia. I’ll keep my office, I’ll keep my patients. I’ll be back in Vegas every month for three days, work with all my patients, who are willing to cut down to one appointment per month, so you’ll see me.”

“Stressed out.”

“You can make something that relax me.” Jules offered coy.

“Nah, not now, not after you made the decision to leave.”

“You wouldn’t do anything if I stay, be honest, detective.”

“You know the truth, no need to tell it to you.”

“You’re not suppose to lie to your therapist.”

“My therapist didn’t ask me, if I’m fine with one appointment a month, I’m afraid my therapist has forgotten that I exist.”

“Would you like to meet me once a month? Here or anywhere else without the others?”

“I don’t know. I mean I’ve been here once. It wasn’t like therapy is suppose to be, you’re not suppose to hug your patient. And I’m not suppose to end up in the arms of my therapist, while we both lay on the couch and I tell her about my problem. Problems. But I feel much better since that day.”

“You look happier. I’m glad you feel better.”

“So how can you leave? To whom am I suppose to talk? What’s with a replacement? Another therapist, who takes over until you’re back?”

“You won’t go to anybody else, you don’t trust somebody you don’t know.”

“You’re not supportive, Jules.”

“I am right.”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“First of all we can meet alone when I’m here, it doesn’t have to be the office, we can go anywhere else. Second you can call me whenever you need somebody to talk. Third you can talk to Sara.”

“Why Sara and not Greg?”

“Because our puppy is a wonderful man, a real good friend, but the geek will understand you without a lot of words, it will be easier to talk to her. It were guys, who brought you in this position, I doubt you’re ready enough to open up to them, I think, you prefer to talk to a woman. And because you’ve this issue with trusting people, you’ll prefer to talk to Sara than to a therapist you don’t know.”

“Are you always like this?”

“Right?”

“Full of arguments why your idea is good and people should do what you suggest?”

“Well I can’t suggest anything to you, I don’t believe in.” Jules smiled.

“She had some trouble herself, hadn’t she? I knew Sara had to see you because of her problem with Ecklie and getting into people’s face sometimes.”

“You know I won’t say anything to this, you can ask her yourself. All I say is, she’ll understand you and she’ll listen.”

“Yeah, privacy. I’ll see if I do what you suggest.”

“If not wait until I’m back, call me, but I’m sure you’ll be fine.” 

“Being a psychologist must be awful, people always ask for advice, you never have a day off.”

“Friends ask each other for advices all the time, I don’t see talking to you like I talk to a patient, Sofia, you are a friend.”

“Who comes in here under a faked name.”

“Well, Misses Miller, it’s a split personality, we can work on that if you like even if I think a psychiatric doctor is a better pick. I’m not a shrink.”

“I think WE are fine, Misses Miller and me.”

“Good.” Jules got up. “Let’s go home, I feel like having something to eat.”

“First she doesn’t offer me one of the days she’s back, she doesn’t give me the name of a replacement and now she asks me out for dinner. What kind of psychologist are you, doctor Weinberg?”

“Apparently a very bad one. Wanna go somewhere else?”

“No I can handle bad people, it’s my job. You’re wonderful different bad.”

“Wonderful different bad, I’ve to remember that.” Jules laughed, got her arm around Sofia’s waist and left the office with her. 

A new home for the puppy

Greg opened the door, ran into the kitchen, where Sara was cooking some vegetables, got his arms around her, lifted her up, spun her around and kissed her repeatedly. 

“Are you nuts?” Sara managed to ask when he let her down for a second only to pull her in his arms and cover her hair with kisses. 

“I’m the happiest man in this town, if not in this county or the whole world!” Not only his mouth showed a huge smile, his eyes were sparkling, seemed to glow.

“What happened? Did Grissom made a CSI level 3 of you?”

“No, he still doesn’t see how great I am and it wouldn’t make me as happy as this.” He turned the oven lower, got his arms around Sara, carried her out on the balcony.

“Are you throwing me down the balcony?”

“Nonsense. Look to the right, what do you see?”

“Buildings.”

“Closer.”

“The neighbor building.”

“Closer.”

“The railing of my balcony you won’t throw me down.”

“Further away.”

“The balcony of my neighbors.” Well, she couldn’t actually see the balcony, she saw the six foot high railing.

“Partly correct.”

“Greg, could you come to the point?”

“You see the railing of my future balcony.”

“Sure.”

“Yes. You know I annoyed your neighbors at least once a month that they please, please, please tell me if they ever consider to move because I want her condo?”

Sara nodded. Yes she knew, even worse, she had been next to Greg most times he annoyed the neighbors, made a fool of himself and her because he told them, she was the reason why he had to move, that his life could only be perfect with her by his side. Sara’s neighbors were in their seventies, they didn’t need a young man jumping around them, telling them, how much he needed a woman, who never loved him and would be with him. 

“They’ll leave next month! Move to their son in North Dakota. He found a perfect condo for them, with a elevator, a wheelchair suitable bathroom and close to a supermarket and a little park. They’ll sell their condo and I can have it!”

“You’re kidding!”

“No, I’m serious. I’ll be your neighbor soon, Sara.” He kissed her again and this time Sara embraced him and returned the kiss. 

“That’s great.”

“That will make me stay at home instead of going to Hawaii for the next years, I’ll have to spend every cent in it, but it’s the condo I always wanted. Two bathrooms, four rooms, a balcony, a kitchen and the best, it’s next to yours. We’ll rule the upper level of the building. If we manage to get a door in front of the elevator nobody can come on our level.”

“I don’t think we’re allowed to do that.” She liked the idea, not having anybody walking around her door because they wanted to have a look out of the window. 

“I’ll ask. But first I’ve to turn the condo into the perfect dream. They’ll move out in two weeks, I can start to renovate then and from the first of the next month I’ll be listed as owner. I’ll be your neighbor.”

“No more reasons why you have to camp in my guest room.”

“The couch. Usually a woman camps in your guest room.” He grinned. “I can take one of them, there’s enough space.”

“It’s a condo for a family, do you want to get married and have two children soon, Greg?”

“Hell, no!”

“In that case you can have both women and I’ve a nice and tidy condo.”

“Sara.” He cocked his head, smirked. “There’s no way you’ll let Jules sleep anywhere but in your bed when she’s back the next time.”

“True.” Sara sighed.

“Hey, she’ll be back soon.” Greg got Sara in his arms. Jules had been here the last four days and left last night to go back to Quantico. It was harder to be without her the days after she left. Sara needed some time to get used to be without her again.

“I know and you’ll be here permanently. We can turn your balcony in a barbeque paradise too.”

“I’d love to connect both balconies but that’s not possible. But I will ask for the extra door in front of the elevator. If we get that there’s no point in locking my door anymore, it will be like we share a huge condo.”

“I’ll never get you out of my condo again.” Sara laughed.

“If we make mine nice enough we might be the whole time there. Can I count on you as a renovation help?”

“Sure. Any ideas what you want to do?”

“Well, they’ll leave the kitchen because they’ll have a new one in the other condo. They take their bedroom, some other furniture but I can keep most of the furniture in their. They’ll give some away to friends and family and all the rest I can keep or they’ll let it throw out. I think I’ll keep it, I haven’t seen anything that’s crap. It will be good enough for a guest room, saves some money for me.”

“True.”

“I’ll give it a new color, the walls are all boring white, I want something more colorful. It’s a shame that I can’t have a bedroom next to yours.”

“Oh Greg.” Sara rolled her eyes smiling. Was there no chance that he ever stopped that?

“We could share one…after you suggest the wedding and children thing, we have five rooms for children, what do you think?”

“I think if you try anything stupid you’ll be very, very sorry.”

“You always say no to me.”

“Only if you try to get into me instead of into my life.”

“If you’d give me a chance…”

“No.”

“Well, I tried.”

“Again.”

He cocked his head. “Are you at least a little bit happy that I’ll move to the condo next to you?”

“Yes.” She smiled and hugged him. “I can’t imagine anybody else I want there to live.”

“Jules?”

“No, you’re perfect as a neighbor. And the condo is too big for Jules, she wants something smaller. I haven’t seen anything that suits here in the newspaper, want to stop by a real estate agent in the next few days, maybe we can get a condo for her soon so it will be ready to use when she’s back from Quantico.”

“She has to see and buy it.”

“Don’t you think she’ll trust me enough to let me handle everything?”

“She redecorated your condo when you were together because she didn’t like it. Do I need to say more?” He giggled. 

“She didn’t like the decoration, but she likes the condo. And I think I know what she likes, so do you, we could do it together. First we do your condo and after that we’ll do hers.”

“If she can’t find anything she likes she can also stay for a while with me, there’s enough space for two people.”

“You need a roomer.”

“Yeah but Jules will say no, she wants her own place. I think she’s afraid I’ll get all her ladies.”

“Sure, lover man.” Sara laughed. 

“Don’t laugh.”

“You think they want you when they go home with Jules?”

“Well you got Jules after all your boyfriends and before Grissom and your bartender. Looks like there is a possibility.”

“Get your own girlfriend, Greg and don’t fight Jules over one.”

“She had you, she owes me something.”

“I’m not a prize.”

“You’d be the prize I’d put above everything.”

“Are you hitting on me? Again?”

“Still.”

“Oh, okay.” She got her arm around him, pulled him closer, kissed his cheek. “Get us something to drink, I think dinner is ready to be served.”

“Okay.”

“And Greg?”

“Yeah?”

“The next time you come over bring some of your stuff with you. The guest room is quite full with Jules’ things but we can get them out into my bedroom and you can bring day by day your stuff over, that saves us some times when you can move in next door.”

“Good idea. Thanks.” He smiled. If he got his big laundry basket and the huge hiking backpack full with stuff each time he came over, he had within a few days a good amount of his belongings in Sara’s condo. 

There weren’t many cases where the complete shift appeared on scene. This was one of them. All Sara knew so far was, they had three dead bodies and a serious injured person. At least it seemed like that after the fourth person, the mother, was covered in blood. 

“Three bedrooms upstairs, one dead body in each one.” Brass told them when they arrived. “Father and children. The mother is seriously injured, is in the Desert Palms. Looks like somebody tried to kill the whole family.”

“Warrick, you go up with Cath and me, Nick and Greg take the lower level, Sara take the outside.” Grissom ordered. 

It was an ordinary one family house, looked like all the others in the street. All lower windows were closed, the ones upstairs were open to get some air inside. Sara made the decision to start at the backdoor. Carefully she walked through the garden. Flowers, blossom in a lot of colors, some vegetables. Whoever was responsible for the garden took good care of it. There was no weed, everything looked accurate. A basketball basket was over the garage door. 

She scanned the area around the backdoor. No shoe prints. No dirt, no rubbish,. No cigarette butts. Slowly she got on her knees, got the lock of the door into her flashlight and studied the lock. Some little scratches like every lock had. You don’t hit the lock with the key and leave a little mark. This didn’t look like somebody tried to break in. Nevertheless she printed the handle and lifted several prints. The size of some told her, children hat opened the door. What did Brass say? Three dead bodies, three bedrooms. It seemed like two of the dead bodies had been children. Probably the reason why Grissom sent her to do the outside. Every time he did that Sara wasn’t sure if she was thankful for that or she should be mad that he treated her like she was made of glass. 

She tried the door, it was locked. Usually a burglar doesn’t lock the door after himself. Time to check the windows, to see if any of them had been opened from the outside. A cigarette butt, chucking gum, anything people threw away without thinking would give her very valuable clues. She had solved a lot of cases because the perpetrator had thrown away a cigarette butt right next to the crime scene. 

“Anybody walked through the door?” 

Sara didn’t flinch. She had heard the footsteps coming closer and she had recognize them. They belonged to Sofia.

“A lot of people did, but as far as I can see, they all had a key or the door was unlocked. Right now it’s locked so I don’t think anybody came in through this door tonight.” She got up to be on the same level like Sofia. The blonde looked tired even it had been only four hours of work and there were several waiting for them. 

“Have you been upstairs?”

“Yes.”

“How does it look up there?”

“Not nice.”

“A dead husband and two dead children?”

“Yes.”

“How did they die?”

“I’m not the medical examiner.” 

Sara lifted an eyebrow. She knew that but Sofia could tell her if the victims got shot or stabbed or if there wasn’t anything visible.

“Slashed the throats.”

“Right or left handed person?”

“Sara…”

“Sofia, don’t tell me again you’re not the medical examiner. You were there, you saw them, you were a damn good CSI, you see things like that. Especially you, with your eye for details. Don’t try to tell me anything else.”

“Right handed.”

“Thanks.”

“I’ve a weird feeling with this case.”

“Why is that?”

“I don’t know. I was in there, the rooms…there’s so much blood. Like the killer dragged them through the room to cover the room in blood. Ceiling, floor, beds, furniture, everything is red. It’s…I’ve never seen anything like this before. And…” Sofia stopped.

“And what?”

“The strange thing is, all three dead bodies are in the bedrooms, the mother was found in the kitchen, the kitchen wasn’t covered in blood.”

“But she was attacked?”

“Her throat is slashed, maybe the killer got sloppy and didn’t cut deep enough. I’ve no idea, I don’t now if she’s still alive. I’ll go to Desert Palms soon and see if she’s alive, if I can talk to her.”

“One of us will go there too to get her clothes and evidence.”

“Okay. The garden is secured; just in case you wonder if an officer is around.” Sofia smiled a bit. She knew Sara hadn’t thought of that and didn’t really bother if anybody was there to make she was safe or not.

“Of course there are officers around, otherwise I wouldn’t be here.” Sara answered.

“Uh-hum. I’ll see you later.”

“Later, detective.”

“Sara!” 

Sara stopped and walked back, into Grissom’s office. 

“Yes.”

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.” 

“Sara…”

“Grissom, I’m okay.” Why did she ever have a relationship with her boss? Why did she tell him about her past? He treated her now like she was unable to do her job. 

“I sent Greg to the mother, she’s alive. Can you work the evidence?”

“If you want me to stay away from the victims, you’re the boss, I do what you tell me.”

“Sara…”

“No, I’m sick and tired of this. I’ll work the evidence, don’t worry.” She turned and walked away. She needed some distance, she needed somebody who didn’t treat her like she was a baby. 

She found Warrick in the room with the evidence. 

“Hey.”

“Hey. What are you looking for?” He asked. 

“Something that isn’t related to the vics. Any traces of the killer?”

“The only suspicious thing is that there isn’t something suspicious. Did you find anything outside?”

“No. No signs of break and enter. All locks were alright, there were no shoeprints around, nothing that pointed out somebody was in the house who wasn’t supposed to be in there.”

“What about the vics?”

“Cath and Grissom work on them, Greg is with the mother and Nick works with us the evidence. So if you want to know anything about the vics you need to ask them.”

“Great.”

“Any problems with the bosses?” He smiled a bit

“They are bosses.”

“True.”

“Sofia said the rooms were covered in blood, only the kitchen, where the mother was found, wasn’t covered in blood.”

“True. The three bodies looked like somebody wanted to make a statement with them. The mother just looked like a slashed throat victim. Artery splatter.”

“Strange.”

“Yes.”

“Anything in the house that tells us somebody broke in?”

“Nothing is broken, nothing looks like it’s not where it belongs. It looks like nobody was in, like…well…the only person who wasn’t in bed or around the bed was the mother…”

“You think she killed them?”

“And tried to kill herself? After it? Maybe. Nick is working on some background stories, he is with Brass who talked to the neighbors.”

Sara’s cell phone rang.

“Hey Greggo, what’s up?.”

“Hey. I’ve got some news for you and the rest. Misses Dawson is still in coma, but I had a look at her, took some evidence and…it looks like she tried to slash her throat.”

“What?”

“Yeah, the angle, the fact that the knife was in throwing distance and there were no defensive wounds on her hands or anywhere else. I mean, she was found in the kitchen, I don’t think she slept there on the floor. If she was dragged there, we had found some traces of that. My guess is, she was in the kitchen and tried to kill herself there.”

“Any chances she’ll wake up again?”

“Not the next twelve hours.”

“Alright. Will you call Grissom?”

“I tried. He’s phone is engaged so I called you.”

“Do me a favor, try to call him again, will you? I’m not sure if he appreciates if I bring him the news.”

“Will do. I’ll see you guys later.”

“Yeah, good luck with the rest of the evidence.”

“Likewise.”

One look told Sofia all she had to know. Sara sat on her new garden hammock on her balcony, knees up to her chin, arms wrapped around herself. They had worked together, a hard case, family tragedy and it was obvious to the blonde that the brunette suffered. There had been barely any words between them, everything was strictly business. The case wasn’t closed but they had been sent home to get some sleep. For Sofia it was sure, Sara was far away from sleep. 

Without a word she sat next to her new friend, offered her the bowl with the cut pineapple pieces and put it on a chair between them after Sara took a single, little piece.

For a few minutes they sat next to each other, watching the city, the sun and stayed quiet. Sofia knew the only way to get to Sara, to get anything was to wait until she was willing to talk. It could happen that Sara won’t feel like talking and leave the balcony and go to bed, it was a risk Sofia had to take.

Two dead children, a dead father and a mother with blood all over her body. They say the men kill the family when they see no other way for themselves to solve problems, in this case it was the other way around. The mother had killed her two children, had slashed their throats, did the same to her husband and failed to do the same with herself. Sofia had never seen so much blood in one house, she had never walked through so much blood in one night. 

“I miss her.” Sara said slowly. 

There was no need to say a name, it was obvious she was talking about Jules. Since Jules had left to become a profiler in Quantico, Sara got day by day quieter, built an invisible wall around herself and didn’t leave her condo for more than work. Their meeting on the balcony became less, there was no celebration mood around. 

“Not only as a friend.” Sara’s head touched her knees like she tried to hide her face behind them. 

“As a therapist?” 

“Too.” Another break of a few seconds. “As my ex lover.”

“You still love her.” It was a statement not a question. 

“Yes.”

“It’s not my business and if you don’t answer this question I won’t ask it again, but why did you split off?”

“Because.” Sara sighed and look another long look at the city. She could see the top levels of some casinos, Mirage, Bellagio, New York New York and what all their names was. Her balcony gave her a pretty good view of the central Strip, a view to die for at night times if you like lights. Not that it was as nice as the light shows you saw when you were on the Strip but it looked nice. Now the sun was in the windows, was reflected and reached out for Sara’s balcony. Very soon they needed some protection or would get sun burnt.

“Because it’s not the love you are suppose to have for a lover. This will sound strange, I understand if you don’t know what I mean but it was stronger. It is stronger. This love, these feelings between her and me…it was too strong that we could handle it in a love relationship. She is the only family I ever knew, she’s the person I depend on most and with her away it’s like the center of my life is gone.”

“To tell you, she’ll be back won’t make it better, you know that.” Sofia placed carefully her hand on top of Sara’s, ready to pull it away if there was the smallest sign of the brunette wasn’t comfortable with her touch. 

“Did you tell her how much you miss her?”

“What for? First of all she knows how much I miss her and second, if I tell her, it will add the pressure on her to come back, to give up on her dream. I don’t want that. Love means you need to let the other do, what she dreams of doing. I want her to be happy, I want her to all the things she wants to do.”

“She’s back next weekend.” With three days full of appointments with her clients, barely any time to spend with her friends. 

“She’ll have a lot work with her clients, I won’t make her little bit of spare time more difficult by whining.” Sara laughed bitterly. “Actually, it doesn’t matter because she’ll know. She always knows. All she has to take is one look, that’s all to tell her all the things I don’t want to tell her, to see all the things I try to hide.”

“All the questions I ask you, you don’t have to answer, Sara. Just tell me it’s not my fucking business if you don’t want me to know, okay?”

“I never answer questions I don’t want to answer.” There was a hint of a smile in a corner of Sara’s mouth. The first positive sign Sofia had seen today.

“I know but you could get bitchy and kick me out of your condo.”

“I try not to act too stupid.”

“Okay.”

“Ask.”

“Is she your therapist again?”

“No.” Sara leant back, eyes closed, the pain of the last night and the pain of missing her friend clearly written all over her face. Something told Sofia Sara’s answer wasn’t finished yet.

“She never stopped to be my therapist.” Sara’s eyes popped open, she looked straight into Sofia’s eyes. The hazel brown had turned dark brown, there was more pain in the eyes than in the face. There was desperation, helplessness and sadness in them. 

“Want to hear the whole story?”

“The question is, do you want to tell me the whole story, Sara?”

The brunette thought for a second or two. “Guess so, otherwise I hadn’t offered.” She took another piece of pineapple, leant back, her shoulder touching Sofia’s, almost leant on the blonde. 

“I had to see a therapist because of my suspension when I got in Ecklie’s and Cath’s face because of the man we thought had abused his wife. With that I had a drinking issue so the only way to keep the job was getting a therapist. 

I got sent to Jules and gave her a real hard time. I walked into her office and told her immediately I’d only work with her on the things we had to talk about for the job. There was no way I’d talk about anything else, all I wanted was that she gave me the form to make Ecklie happy. In anticipation of her to tell me to leave her office right away because there was no way she could work with me, I didn’t bother to sit down. She said nothing, made a tea, gave it to me and offered me an armchair. 

Caught a little bit off guard because she was friendly and seemed not to mind my bitching around I sat down and she said, it’s not her goal to make me confess secrets. She started to tell me about herself, so that I knew to whom I was talking, told me what we could do and what were points we had to talk about so that she could give me the form. Most of the first appointment I was listening, started to get a feeling for her. Not the ordinary way how to start a session but it was the best – maybe the only way – to get started with me.

I liked the fact that she didn’t try to push me straight to the point, that she gave me something of herself before I had to spill my guts. And I liked her. The second appointment made it very clear to me that I not only came back because I had to. I wanted to see her again, I wanted to talk to her. I started to tell her a bit, she never tried to get a lot out of me.

That weekend I went out with Greg, dancing. We went to the “Double Choc”, his favorite club. I had been in there once or twice when he had worked really hard on me to join him. We danced, had some drinks and suddenly Jules was there. Right next to me on the dance floor. First I was shocked, I wanted to back up, leave the club. Then I thought, there was no reason to leave and something inside me didn’t want to leave. 

We danced, we walked to the bar, started to talk. Not about me as her case, about everything and nothing. Out of the blue she said she was afraid she had to cancel our next appointment and there won’t be another. I was speechless, had no idea what to say. I knew you can refuse to go to a therapist if you feel like you can’t trust him or her, I knew they can send patients away when they feel they couldn’t help them but I thought that she was the only one who could actually help me. When I asked why, if she had the feeling I wasn’t working with her, that I was sorry for being so bitchy and pissed off at the first appointment she said, it had nothing to do with me and my cooperativeness. 

Confused because I couldn’t think a good reason why it didn’t work out I asked her why she wanted to stop the therapy, if there wasn’t a chance to work the problem out and she said, there wasn’t. After a few seconds of silence she said, she was the problem, she knew that she wasn’t able to stay professional with me. There was something inside her that made her want to know me not as a patient but as a person and there was no way that she could be my therapist. It would violate the rule. She wrote down the number of a colleagues, told me she was sorry and left without any further words. 

Shocked, unhappy and not willing to accept her decision I torn the number apart, stayed away from her, didn’t bother to look for somebody else until Ecklie asked for the first form. It seemed like I was supposed to bring in a form every month that said, I was attempting the therapy. Guess they knew I wasn’t keen of it. Still not willing to go to anybody else, I walked in Jules’ office, I knew she had her last patient at five to close at six. Her assistant leaves around five to quarter past five, I told her I had to talk to Jules and that it couldn’t wait. She let me wait and after the last patient left, I gave her a minute to finish her notes before I walked in her office. You could say I surprised her. I told her about the form and that I won’t go to anybody else. Not without a good reason. Well, you know how stubborn and bitchy I can be, more than most people do.” Sara smiled a bit and Sofia had no other choice than smiling too. Yes, she knew. 

“Anyway, I stood in front of her desk, arms crossed in front of my chest, showing that I was not going anywhere before I heard an explanation I could accept. Without words she got up, walked towards me and before I could react I was in her arms, her lips on mine, sharing a long kiss. I had to say that was a very good reason why she couldn’t be my therapist anymore. When our lips got apart I mumbled, that she had a point. She smiled, gave me a card with the number and address of her colleague. She knew I torn the one she gave me. She had talked to her colleague, told her that it would take some time before I was willing to go to her and it was likely I’d come back to get a reason I could accept. Even at that time she was able to read me. 

I asked if she was allowed to see me in private even after I’ve been a patient. It’s not what she was supposed to do, it nothing she ever did before but we had stopped our appointments after the second one, she had removed my name from her list immediately, before she told me that there won’t be any other appointments. She had felt the same like me, that there was something else, something that had nothing to do with a therapist – patient relationship. So I guess there’re a lot of people who’d want her to quit her job for having an affair with me, it was a reason why kept it secret.”

“You didn’t have an affair with Jules, the two of you were in love. There’s a difference.” Sofia linked her hand with Sara’s. “Plus she got you off her list, she sent you to somebody else and it wasn’t like she was using you or you her. You went there because you had to, not because you wanted. All you wanted was the form, not her advice. And it’s impossible to tell anybody not to fall in love at their place of work. There’s no better place to meet your future partner; at least that’s what I read somewhere.”

“Maybe.”

“I assume you went to her colleague after you…felt her reason why she sent you away.”

“Yes.” Sara chuckled. “I got an appointment the next day, I talked to her, not more than I had to and Jules…she didn’t need an office or a couch to make me talk. I told her everything, we talked for hours, it was her who gave me my therapy. Still does. 

It’s not like we’re having sessions, that I go to her office and lay on the couch, it has never been like that. We use the balcony, a quiet restaurant table, anything where we have some privacy. I think it comes with the job, she can’t stop being a therapist when she sees somebody has trouble. Like in the law enforcement, there’s no time she’s really off duty as long as she’s surrounded by people.”

“Did you ask her to have an appointment when she’s back? Or something like an appointment after you don’t end on the couch.”

“Why do you think she stays in my bed when she’s back? It’s not because she can sleep there so god or because we can’t let go of our relationship. We both can be in my bed, we can both be naked, we don’t have sex, it’s all…this deep relationship we have. I’ve no idea how to call it, it’s…our…special.”

“Did she tell you to talk to me? When you’re down.” Sofia asked this question very slowly, very carefully. 

Another little smile appeared on Sara’s face, taking some of the tension of Sofia away.

“She never used these words.” Meant, Jules had told her but knowing Sara and her sometimes stubborn head, she didn’t use these words because it was more likely the brunette refused it when she got told to Sofia. 

“She used these words when she talked to me.” Sofia was looking for some surprise when she said these words to Sara but there was no. Only a knowing smile, like it was obvious that Sofia and Jules had talked about things like this, like it was obvious that Sofia had asked Jules for some advice, had told her things, you were supposed to tell your therapist and not your friend. Sometimes it happens your friend was a therapist. 

“Why me?”

“Because you’d understand.”

“What did she tell you about me?”

“Nothing. She keeps her therapist code, Sara and you know that. There’s no way she’d tell anybody anything about you without your permission.”

“You miss her too.” Not a question, a statement. A friendly one. One with a lot of sympathy and a hand, that got linked to Sofia’s. 

“Yes.” Now it was Sofia who took a break to think of her words, to think how far she wanted to take this. Sara hadn’t told her what was haunting her, she didn’t tell her what she and Jules were talking about when they saw each other in private. Should Sofia make the start? Should give a little bit of herself free?

“I was on her couch.”

“Before you became friends?”

“No, short before she told us she will go to Quantico.”

“As long as you don’t have a sexual relationship it’s nothing she isn’t allowed to do; I think. I’m not sure how far the rules go with friendship.”

“You know Jules and me share a friendship and that’s it. And she didn’t know it’s me. I mean, she saw it when I came in, but I got an appointment with her assistant under another name. Jules was expecting a Misses Miller.”

“A lot of trouble for something you could have have easier by just asking her to talk to you.” Sara smiled. “I guess you needed some protection in case you changed your mind.”

“Yes.” Jules was right, Sara did understand. “Care to know?”

“Ready to tell?” 

“Guess so.” Sofia closed her eyes, lay her head on Sara’s shoulder. Trust. All not that easy, but Jules was right, Sara would understand her without a lot of words. And Sofia was sure, the brunette wouldn’t judge her. “I never considered a therapist to be a help, so far it looks like we’re the same. Talking about things that happened in the past don’t help, won’t change anything. I think knowing that she got you talk at one point impressed me, you never stroke me as somebody who wants to talk about her problems, her past, her business. Not even to her friends. It was obvious she made you talk and you liked to talk to her. So after I knew her better I started to think of talking to her. I didn’t want to ask her to meet me alone, it had put some kind of pressure on me to come up with a very good reason why I wanted and even worse, why I didn’t want to talk if I had changed my mind in the last second. I knew once I asked her to talk to me in private, she knew there was something going on that bothers me; probably she knew anyway because I think too that she can look though people and see if and sometimes what is troubling them. And I too think it’s scary sometimes.” Sofia smirked. Some of these things Sara didn’t say with words, but she said them between the words she used. 

“So I got an appointment as Misses Miller, who asked for the last appointment of the day. In case I changed her mind, Jules could go home. I was often to call her assistant to cancel the appointment, I was close not to go, when I was in the building I turned twice, I stood at least a minute in front of her office door, like an idiot, not ready to knock. Then I got myself convinced that I have to do this, that it will help me. Her assistant got me through immediately like she knew, any minute I’ve to wait could change my mind again. 

I ended up in her office, not knowing if I was happy or horrified about that, not knowing what to do and what better not to do. I wished for world to open up under me, get me away, far away to a place I’ve never have to face Jules again. Surprisingly the carpet stayed the way it was, I was trapped in her office. I wanted to stop it, I wanted to leave, I didn’t want to talk about everything, I told her, she never asked me to tell me anyway. She made me a tea…did you like them?”

“They are disgusting!” Sara laughed.

“Good I thought I’m the only one who doesn’t like them.”

“You need a lot of sugar to make them taste anything but disgusting. I didn’t take a second one after I got the first one.”

“Me neither. The last time I got a coke.”

“She improves her beverage, good to know.”

“Yeah, maybe we’re not the only ones who hate the tea. Apparently they are very relaxing, get your thoughts away from all problems. Could be true, your whole body has to fight the taste, has to fight the urge of throwing up. Anyway, I don’t know how and why, but she got me talking. When I saw her the second time, after she told us, she’d go to Quantico, she said I should talk to you if I need somebody to talk and don’t want to call her. You would understand me without many words.”

“So far I do.”

So far they both hadn’t talked about what was haunting them. It didn’t seem like any of them wanted to change that. They were comfortable with the things they had shared, were happy that the other one reacted the way they had supposed. 

“Mind if we stop here?”

“Haven’t you learnt that in therapy that the one who talks makes the decision how far the conversation goes? It’s always in your hand, you can get up and walk away whenever you feel like it, there’s no way that the therapist will hold you back. They don’t handcuff you to a chair and interrogate you.” 

“And they don’t bitch at you, ask for evidence and samples of whatever.”

“No.” Sara took the last piece of pineapple. “Open up.”

Sofia obeyed and let Sara feed her. 

“Food’s gone, time to go to bed, don’t you think?”

“We’ve to be back on the job soon, we won’t have a lot of sleep at all but not a lot of sleep is better than no sleep at all.”

“True.” Sara offered her hand to Sofia, pulled her from the garden hammock. “Greg is sleeping in the guest room, do you want to sleep on the couch or in my bed?”

“Since when do you offer me to sleep in your bed when there’s a free couch?”

“Since you ignored the empty couch a few weeks ago and invited yourself in my bed.”

“You dared me, you knew if you’d tell me I’m too coward to surprise you in your bed I’d be in there the next change I had.”

Sara only smiled a bit, the little sparkles in her eyes told Sofia was right and there was no way Sara would say these words out loud. But the look was enough for Sofia to know and understand. Maybe they both could understand each others without many words. Maybe that was why Jules told them both in her own words to talk to each others. What a smart and thinking ahead therapist. 

Sara managed to avoid Grissom and walked straight to Greg, who was in the break room. Her friend looked like, he was ready to leave any time soon.

“Hey.”

“Hi, how are you?” He had left Sara’s condo early to go at his place, packing a few things, he wanted to bring to Sara’s condo later. 

“Alright. Are you leaving?”

“Yes. I got a call from Desert Palms, the mother is awake. I’ll meet Brass there. We want to hear, what she says when we tell her, she’s our suspect numero uno.”

“I processed the knife of the kitchen, there were only her prints on. Covered in blood.” Sara couldn’t think of a reason, how somebody else than the mother could be the killer. Everything pointed straight to her. But she knew also, there had been cases when all the evidence pointed to one suspect and this person was innocent. Grissom’s mantra, the evidence is always right, could be wrong. 

“Why does a mother kill her family?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why does she drag the bodies through the room?” They had found out, the bodies had been dragged through the rooms, to spill blood everywhere. 

“I can’t tell you, Greg.”

“I’ll try to get answers to all these questions.”

“Are you going alone?”

“No, with me.” Grissom appeared behind them. Looked like Sara wasn’t able to avoid him at all. He found her. Or Greg. Her  with Greg.

“Do you want me to process the other evidence?”

“I need you for a new case. Possible 419, Sofia is on her way to pick you up. You’ll go up the hills.”

“Body dump?”

“I can’t tell you more.”

“Okay.” She made the decision it was better to leave before he could start to ask how she was, if she had any problems with the last case. 

Sofia was waiting for her in her car. 

“Where are we going to? Grissom mentioned something about the hills.”

“Yeah, we’ll head north. Park ranger found a male DB, possible 419.”

“A dead man in the hills, are there any wounds?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that speaks for an assault or a killing.”

“Not if the wounds are from animals. Man is out, walks around, gets a strokes, dies or passes out, a mountain lion takes this meal without hesitation.”

“There’s a difference between the way a mountain lion attacks and how a human kills another one.”

“Yes, that’s why you and the ME are on your way out, to find out, if we have to look for somebody with two or four legs. We need the smarties out.”

“Smarties?” Sara raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, you know, cops are into coffee and donuts, you guys are into science.”

“Are you trying to mock me? Or do you try to make me angry?”

“What do you think?”

“A few months ago I had said, you want to make me angry, you’re pissed off because you’ve to spend the shift with me. Now, after you spent the day with me, in my bed, I’ll settle with the first version. For your sake.”

“Not for yours?”

“Our sake.”

“Officer on scene said, it doesn’t look like the guy just died in the hills and got half eaten by a mountain lion. But he’s not supposed to say something like this officially. You’re really good with your temper, Sara.”

“Was that a test?” Sara looked at Sofia and smiled.

“Yeah, I thought, I’ll try how far I can push you.”

“Sofia, we had a very serious conversation this noon, we talked about things, we don’t talk to other people; expect one crazy psychologist. There was no reason why you want to have me angry. We don’t annoy each other anymore.”

“Not?” A huge grin appeared on Sofia’s face. “What makes you think, you don’t annoy me anymore, Sara Sidle?”

“Your body in my bed.”

“It was all about the sleep.”

“Sure.”

“It was.”

“Are you calling me a liar?”

“Lion?”

“Liar, lion, panther. Why are you not in black, today?” Sara cocked her head. The white shirt and the blue jeans were unusual for Sofia. Usually the detective wore something more formal. 

“I need to do my laundry.”

“You ran out of suits?”

“Shut up!” 

Sara chuckled. That was good. That was something to tease Sofia with. And let her think less of her last case. A mother, who apparently killed her children and her husband. Domestic violence. It would take some time to get the case out of her head, without Jules even longer than usual, but it looked like, Sofia was a help too.

When Sara saw the body her first thought was: mountain lion. Or a bear. The throat of the man was wide open, traces of teeth all over. The chest and the upper body were wide open too, she could see parts of the stomach and only half a heart. Flesh was missing, hanging on some skin, ready to fall of. 

“If this was a human, he or she was very hungry and I’d call animal control to catch him or her and not the police.”

“Try the vet, rabies.” Sofia took a deep breath. She was glad, her stomach was steady. 

“He looks like he was attacked by a large animal.” David tried to get a body temperature. Sara saw, there was no liver left.

“Mountain lions eat the liver?” Sofia furrowed her brows. 

“I think, they eat whatever they get. Same for coyotes. They left him the shoes.” 

Sara’s eyes fell on the hiking boots of the man. “They look expensive. If he was killed by a human, do you think, the killer would leave them behind?” She took some more photos. 

“I found a watch on the arm of the vic, bagged it.” David pointed to a bag, a yard away. “Doesn’t look like robbery.”

“No. Wallet?”

“So far not. Can I turn him?”

“Yeah.” They turned the man. His shirt was covered in blood on the back, but there was no sign of an exit wound. The shirt wasn’t torn. 

“So far there’s nothing that suggest, he was killed by a human.”

“No. The blood got from his front and the sides to the back, which means, the animals found him fast, maybe when he was still alive.” Sara took a hand of the man. They were covered in blood, a finger was missing. Bitten of.

“I need to get him to the morgue to tell you, if he was killed by a human or an animal.”

“Okay.” Sara got up. There were traces of animals around. She took several photos of the scene, the paw prints and started to have a look around. 

“Got boot prints.” Sofia said, knowing what Sara was looking for. 

“Thanks.” The brunette smiled and took some photos. She followed the prints for a few yards before they vanished in a bush. A piece of cotton was hanging there. She got it with her tweezers, took a good look at it and bagged it. It looked like a piece of the shirt of the victim. The boot prints indicated, the man was running. Running away from a human or an animal killer? 

Carefully she walked into the bush. There were no other prints around, nothing that told her, who chased the man. Behind the bush were huge, flat stones, it was impossible for her to find any kind of prints. Did the man came from here? She climbed up the stones, walked around. Nothing. No clothes, no prints, no blood. The stones lead her to a rocky area. She could need some help, somebody, who would try to find out, where the man came from, so that she could stay around and look for clues at the scene. Probably primary crime scene. 

“Hey, don’t go on a hiking trip, you’re on duty.” Sofia shouted when she found Sara on the rocks. 

“I know. I want to know where he came from, but I need to process the scene first. Problem is, the longer I wait, the more prints and clues will disappear.” Sara came back. “Got any information from the ranger?”

“No, nothing new. He found the body, called us. He comes here every three to four day, just to check. There’s a hiking trek half a mile away, our man might have been on that one. This area isn’t famous for walking or hiking.”

“If he was a hiker, where are his things? There was no backpack.”

“If he had food in his backpack, it is possible that animal took it away.”

“Like I said, I need some back-up, it’s a large area to cover.”

“I can have a look around, if you want. I can’t talk to witnesses, there’s only the ranger and that’s it. You go on and process the scene, I’ll walk around and look for any other clues, the backpack or something, that leads us to the killer.”

“You’ll play CSI?”

“I’m here to serve and protect the CSI on scene. If the CSI needs a servant, I’ll do that. Just don’t get used to it.”

“I won’t – if it’s any other detective. You like to help out, you do that most times.”

“Sometimes.”

“Yeah.” Sara grinned. Sofia did help the CSI more than other detectives. Not only Sara, she knew, that Sofia also helped Nick out, when they were working on a robbery in a veterinary practice. She had help him with the prints. 

“Don’t be cheeky, be thankful.”

“I can be both.”

It was almost noon when Sara entered the morgue to talk to doc Robins. 

“Hey.”

“Back from the hills?”

“Yes, with a lot of questions.”

“Maybe I can answer some.” Doc Robins walked to the body. “It wasn’t possible to make a proper y-cut.”

“I’d say, some animals did that for you.”

“Mountain lions and coyotes, to be more specific.”

“Did they also kill him?”

“With help.”

“Who helped them?”

“That’s up to you to find out, all I can tell you is, that you’re looking for a mountain lion as a the final killer and a helper with two legs. The man was stabbed, something long, sharp, probably a hunting knife. I found traces of that on his ribs. My guess is, somebody stabbed him, left him to die in the desert and a mountain lion killed him finally.”

“That it vicious.”

“The only good thing I can tell you, the man had passed out by the time the mountain lion killed him. He lost a lot of blood, his shirt was soaked in his blood. The mountain lion smelled the blood and took a deadly bite.”

“Did you find defensive wounds?”

“I found some abrasions on his knees, suggest, he fell, the killer stood above him, stabbed him three times and left him.” He showed Sara some x-rays of the upper body of the victim. She could see where the knife had hit bones. 

“Alright. I think, I’ll concentrate to find the assaulter and not the killer. The thing is, there weren’t another pair of boot prints around.”

“As far as I know, animals don’t hunt their prey with knifes or any other sharp things.”

“No. Thanks doc.” Sara sighed. She had to work through the evidence to find something, that helped her to find the assaulter. 

“Do you have any plans for the rest of the day?” Sara asked when she and Sofia met at the front door of the department. Their case wasn’t closed, too many questions were still not answered. 

“Joining you?” The blonde smiled a bit.

“Sounds good.”

“What about the puppy?”

“He’ll stay at his place, the last night, and comes over later in the afternoon.”

“So it’s you and me. Wanna share a ride?”

“You let me drive your car?” Sara grinned.

“If I do so, you’ll owe me big time, Sidle.” Sofia dropped her keys in Sara’s hands.

“I’ll think of something nice in return.” Sara took the keys and opened the doors to Sofia’s car. 

With only little violations of the traffic law, Sara got them fast back to her condo. Dark orange wasn’t red and Sofia simply closed her eyes and could swear, she didn’t see any red lights in case they got stopped. 

While Sara took a quick shower, Sofia started the breakfast and when Sara finished her shower, the breakfast was cooked and served. All she had to do was sit down and eat. Because it was one of the few days with rain, they had to use the couch and not the balcony.

“I got a long phone call last night, around five minutes after you left. Could it be that you told somebody, who lives at the east coast at the moment, that I miss her?” Sara ask sweet.

“I didn’t call Jules.”

“Did you text her?”

“Are you interrogating me, investigator?”

“Do you have anything to hide, detective?”

“Eat your breakfast.”

“So you did text her. What did you tell her?”

“That she should send us a sign that she’s still alive. That we talked the whole morning about her and we miss her.”

“You can’t say things like that to a psychologist, do you have any idea what she makes with information like this?” 

“She calls you, makes you smile, happy and relaxed. You looked much better this night, Sara.” That was mainly because of her new case, the fact, that she could work with Sofia and not because she had talked to Jules. Maybe a little bit. 

“I’ll get a long session when she’s back.”

“You’ll be in her arms, in your bed, snuggling in her arms, talk to her, fall asleep in her arms and wake up in them the next morning. Can’t see anything bad there.”

“Well, if you can’t see anything bad in that, why don’t you share your bed with her, fall asleep in her arms and so on?”

“Because she’d misunderstand that. I’m sure if you don’t want her, Greg will be happy to inaugurate his new bedroom with her.”

“You’re not over that, are you?” Sara grinned.

“What?”

“Knowing that they sleep together sometimes.”

“Not my business.”

“Not your kind of relationship either.”

“No, it isn’t, but it looks like they’re both fine with it. Don’t you mind? That he sleeps with her? Or are there any things I might better not ask and think about?”

“Like a threesome? Sorry to disappoint you, they play alone, I don’t join them. As I told you yesterday, I don’t have sex with Jules anymore. That includes also not with her and somebody else. Besides, I don’t have sex with Greg, never had. I don’t know what you think of us, but it seems like you’re thinking wrong.”

“After seeing the doc and the puppy nothing would surprise me anymore.”

“Not? Do you still believe there is this rule that says everybody has to have at least once sex with me to be in the club?”

“I wouldn’t be surprise if I get a form that says so.”

“The day you’ll leave us and we’ll be two bitches and a puppy.”

“Don’t take it personal.”

“How else?”

“Professional. We work together.”

“As far as I know there is no rule that says a detective and a investigator aren’t allowed to be together. It’s not like we’re in the same team.”

“Or I’m your supervisor.”

“Yes. If that would be the case, we had to keep it in private.”

“You know how to do that.” Sofia smiled. “I mean I can understand that you didn’t tell me, but poor Greg? All these years and he never had a clue. While Jules knew.”

“There’s the difference between a puppy and a doc.”

“I thought people tell their pets everything and lie to the doctor.”

“There’s no point in lying at her when she knows everything before I say a single word.”

“True.” Sofia finished her coffee. “I guess it’s time to hit the sheets.”

“Yeah. Wanna come with me?”

“There’s a spare bedroom…”

“You need to get new sheets, Greg threw his sheets in the laundry, there’s nothing new on the bed.”

“You did that on purpose!”

“You know where the sheets are, have a good sleep.” Sara smiled and walked into her room. Sofia stayed for a second on the couch. If Sara thought Sofia would be too lazy to make her bed, she was wrong. 

Pouting she walked in the room to find out, that there were not only no sheets on the bed, the whole room was filled with Jules’ stuff, inclusive the bed. She had to remove everything and rearrange it before she could think of putting on the sheets. 

Stripping down, slipping into her sleep shorts and top she left her clothes in the room and walked to Sara. The door was only ajar and the brunette was in bed, reading a magazine.

“Anything wrong, detective?”

“Shut up, move over and give me a pillow.” Sofia slipped under the blanket, tried to pull one of Sara’s pillows away and when the brunette didn’t let her do this, Sofia simply put her head on Sara’s shoulder and snuggled into Sara’s body. 

“What are you thinking what you are doing?” Sara asked very calm.

“I got myself a pillow after you didn’t want to give me one. Now you have to live with me on your shoulder, Honey.”

“Over twenty years of material arts, Sofia.” Sara warned.

“Yeah, yeah, I know that, I met your skills already. What I also know is, that you’d never hurt me. No need to play dangerous female Bruce Lee. You offered me your bed five minutes ago.”

“You didn’t want to sleep here.”

“Who said I’ve got sleep on my mind?” Sofia asked coy.

“You better have nothing else because otherwise I will hurt you.”

“You won’t.” Sofia closed her eyes and pulled her arm over Sara’s waist. 

“Sofia…”

“Yes, Honey?”

“You’re living very dangerous.”

“Can’t be. Twenty years of material arts will protect me.”

“They might be the threat.”

“Sara, it’s cute how you pretend you don’t want me close, why don’t you save yourself the time and the effort and stop doing that? You won’t push me away, you won’t kick me out of the bed and you don’t mind me being here.”

“Since when are you able to read my mind?”

“Since I’ve kissed the sand in the desert because of you. I know how you look when you’re really mad, you are not mad, you are amused. When you tell Jules you had me in your bed, I snuggled into your arms and used you as my pillow, she’ll get a heart attack.”

“Why do you think I’ll tell her?”

“No need to tell her, she’ll know anyway.”

Sara grumbled something. 

Sofia got a little up, looked straight into Sara’s eyes. 

“Tell me now that you want me in the guest room and I’ll go. It’s not a problem, really.”

Instead of an answer Sara got her arm around Sofia and pulled her back on her shoulder. 

“Jules would be proud of you.” Sofia grinned. 

“Jules would be proud of me if I tell her, that I got laid by you. Telling her you were half naked in my bed and I didn’t do anything, will make her slap me.”

“I doubt that.”

“It’s Jules.”

“Yes, it’s Jules and it’s me.”

“Means?”

“Means she’ll not tell you to get me in your bed and make me sleep with you. Trust me on that.” The way Sofia said that Sara believed her. And she knew, there was a story why Jules would react like Sofia said. 

“Okay.” No questions. They had this deal, they’ve never made with words, that they won’t ask questions, won’t push if the other didn’t offer. 

“I had some less nicer experiences in the past, the reason why I talked to Jules, wanted her to be a therapist, what doesn’t work when you’re already friendly.”

“It works. It’s not like it’s suppose to be, it’s not text book like, but it works. Or didn’t you feel better after you talked to her?”

“I felt much better.” Sofia said, her eyes closed, her hand laying still on Sara’s belly, her ear listened to the heart beat of the brunette. It was comforting, steady, the same rhythm her own heart beat was. 

“She has this…I don’t know. She makes you talk about everything, even if you had planed not to tell her everything. But she makes you tell everything without judging you, without giving you for a single second the feeling you’re a complete idiot for thinking/feeling what you did. And she always finds something good in every story. She might not tell you the first or second time, she’ll give you some time to find it out for yourself and if you’re too blind to see it, she’ll point it out for you in a way, that you’ll see it very clear. I haven’t met many people, who amazing me, I adore so much and value so much like her.”

“It’s clear when you talk about her.”

“I can say these words because you’ll understand me. There’s no way I could say these things to anybody, who doesn’t know her or me and there’s no way I’d tell anybody, I don’t trust what I think of Jules, because she’s too special to be wasted for somebody stupid.”

“I think that’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me.” Sofia smiled.

“Was it?”

“Yes, you called me special in a good way and you said you trust me.”

“I do trust you, Sofia. Otherwise you wouldn’t be here and you know that.”

“There’s a difference between knowing and hearing something.”

“That’s true.” Sara got her arm around Sofia and placed her head on the head of the blonde. “Want to sleep or a little bit more of a talk?”

“I wouldn’t mind a talk, but I know we’ve to get up early, we didn’t have a lot of sleep last night. Do you think we can have a rain check on the talk?”

“I think we can. I can’t see any reasons why we can’t go on tomorrow.”

“Neither do I.” Sofia smiled a bit. “Sleep tight, Sara. And the next time you want me in your bed, don’t bother with making a mess in the guest room, just tell me.”

“Smug bitch. I offered you because I knew about the mess.”

“Yeah, yeah, the mess is only the pretended argument to make me stay here. No need to do so, I like your bed, it’s comfortable and I like you, I’ll stay here if you just say it.”

“Shut up and sleep.” Sara pinched Sofia softly and closed her eyes. The blonde could be very cheeky. 

The best thing of waking up was the part, when you hit the shower and the hot water gently woke you up. It was like cuddling into your pillow again, warm, comfy and you didn’t want to let go of it. Sofia sighed and turned the water off. She couldn’t stay the rest of the day under Sara’s shower, she had to get dressed, they didn’t have a night off, they had a case to close. 

She wrapped herself in her huge, fluffy towel and stepped out of the shower. Before she could start to dry herself, the door was opened and Greg was in the bathroom. She had forgotten to lock the door. 

“Other men would be delighted to surprise a sexy blonde under the shower.” Greg cocked his head and grinned.

“Get out!”

“Make me leave…but bear in mind, you mind lose your towel while we fight.”

“I count to three…”

“One, two, three.”

“Greg!”

“Don’t worry, you’re too blond for me.” He stepped into the bathroom and came to Sofia. 

“What the…” Before she could go on with her sentence, Greg had her in his arms and sniffed on her neck. 

“Yummy.”

“Greg, I’ll hurt you.”

“You used my shower lotion, I take my part of my property. Rule number one of the bathroom is, you use my shower lotion, body lotion or perfume, I’ll sniff it off your skin again.”

Sofia could remember that Sara had mentioned something like that the first time Sofia had stayed over. She had remembered the warning all the time, today she had found out, she was out of shower lotion and had used Gregs. It smelled great, it smelled expensive and Sofia had been sure, he wouldn’t find out what she did. She was wrong. He had smelled it.

“How do you know? How can you smell that? You were in the kitchen.”

“Even puppies have a great nose. I’m trained to smell it.”

“That’s scary.”

“No, sexy. Almost makes me forget that you’re a blonde.”

“I’m a detective.”

“That too. The body lotion is perfect for you, feel free to use it.”

“You’ll be on me the rest of the day, sniffing. I seriously think about another shower to get smell off me.”

“Really? What a waste of the good stuff. And at the same time, it’s cute.”

“Bite me.”

“My pleasure.” His teeth got softly into Sofia’s neck.

“Greg!” She pushed him away. 

“I did what you told me to do.”

“Out! Now!”

“Hurry up, detective, we’re waiting with the breakfast.” He grinned and left the room.

Sofia stared for a few seconds at the closed door. Greg came in the bathroom while she was practically naked. He got his nose on her skin, sniffed at her neck and he bite her in the neck. What if she got a mark now? How was she supposed to explain that to her colleagues? 

She dressed up, stayed away from his body lotion and walked into the kitchen, where Greg and Sara were sitting, drinking coffee. 

“Your puppy attacked me in the bathroom!” 

“First of all, he’s not my puppy, but our puppy.” Sara grinned and gave Sofia a mug with steaming coffee. “Second, you should lock the door when you’re taking a shower. Third, I told you the first night, when you use his stuff, he’ll sniff it off your skin. He knows when you use his stuff. You did it anyway, you have to pay the price. Sorry detective.”

“He bit me.”

“You told him to bite you.”

“I didn’t mean it that way.”

“You prefer that I bite your sexy ass, detective? We’re not close enough for that.” Greg laughed. 

“You’re very close to being arrested, Greg.”

“What for?”

“Assaulting an officer, sexual harassment and voyeurism.”

“I want to see when you charge me with this and all your colleagues will hear about it. I’m sure, they’ll be delighted to read this report again and again and again. Go on, report me, it’s worth it.”

“I’m gonna bring you to the vet and he’ll alter you.”

“Talking about assault, detective.”

“If I have a bite mark on my neck…”

“Let me have a look.” Sara walked to Sofia and checked her neck. “Just a small one, it will be gone in an hour or so. Nothing to worry about.”

“Are you on his or my side?”

“I’m on no side.”

“He came into the bathroom.”

“He didn’t join you under the shower.”

“He’d be dead if he had dared to do so.”

“I’m really good in washing backs, Sofia.”

“Never ever think of that, Greg! Never ever!”

“You know, when you not lock the door, the puppy comes in the room, they steal towels, come under the shower, rip off the curtain…” Sara said. 

“Maybe we need a leash for him.”

“She’s mean.”

“She’s pissed off.”

“She hates me now.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Does that mean, when I tell you some news, you might be able to feel happy for me?”

“Maybe. If these news have nothing to do with bathrooms.”

“Uhm…well…Sara? You tell her!”

“Coward.”

“There’s a bathroom involved.”

“Yes, but…alright. The puppy will move into the condo next door. My neighbors will leave, Greg annoyed them for years, that he wants the condo. They had enough of him, will leave to their children and he can move in. That’s why the guest room is this full, next to Jules’ things, he brings his stuff in and I’m running out of space.”

“Yeah, people have to sleep in your bed because there’s no space left.”

“I don’t mind to be in Sara’s bed.” Greg smiled.

“Neither do I, she’s very comfy, a lovely pillow.”

“And because nobody cares if I mind or not, everybody is happy.” Sara said dryly.

“We mind if you mind, but we know, you don’t mind.” Sofia hugged Sara. “You like having us close, be honest, Sara.”

“The next time you forget to lock the bathroom door, I’ll come inside and I’ll throw a hairdryer at you while you’re under the shower.”

“You won’t do that, Sara. You need your detective, your CSI-like detective.” Sofia smirked. 

“Need a hand?” Sofia offered Greg, who was struggling with a huge backpack and two big bags in his hands and the door to Sara’s building.

“Thanks.” He gave her a bag. 

“Where do you want to put this stuff?” Sara’s condo looked already like a warehouse. There was no way that anybody could use the guest room anymore. It was packed, when Sofia made herself very thin, she could squeeze herself through the door, only to end up in front of a mountain of clothes, furniture and she had no idea what else. Same with Sara’s living room, that was filled with more things and even in her bedroom was furniture. 

“In my condo. I’ve the keys, I can start to put things in there. Got it this morning.”

“Wow, you can move.”

“Well, I want to renovate some rooms first, but I’ll put my stuff in my condo. I think, when I paint the walls in my bedroom, in the living room and in the kitchen, that’s enough. There’s no need to work on the other rooms. First things first. It’s not like the condo looks old and dirty, just…white.”

“What colors do you want?”

“Something friendly in the living room, I thought of some yellow – orange mix, same for the kitchen. And green in the bedroom.”

“Do you need some help with the walls?”

“Always.” They stepped out of the elevator. “Want to have a look at my new home?”

“Sure.” Sofia hadn’t seen the condo before, of course she was curious, how it looked. 

Greg unlocked the door and let Sofia in. Both left the bags right behind the door. A long hallway was the first thing, Sofia saw of the condo.

“There are four bedrooms and two bathrooms.” Greg opened the door next to him. A bedroom with a single bed inside was behind it. 

“They left some furniture, basically the former kids rooms are all with furniture. In their new condo will be one bedroom, so they took their bedrooms, the living room furniture and some other stuff.”

“What are you going to do with four bedrooms and two bathrooms?”

“I don’t know. All I cared for, was that I got the condo. Better having a lot of rooms than not enough.” He opened the next door. Another bedroom. He had guest rooms, for a lot of guests.

“Wow, nice kitchen.” The kitchen was spacious, fully equipped and there was enough space for a huge table in the room. 

“Yeah, I don’t have to carry anything to another room, everything fits in here.” They walked to the living room.

“You can have a huge, cozy sofa in here, for cold winter nights. A big TV, some candles and nobody wants to leave this place anymore.”

“Will you stay with me every night, detective?” Greg grinned.

“I thought, you don’t want a blonde.”

“We’re talking about snuggling on the couch, I’d do that with you. And we can have parties on my balcony to give Sara some quiet time.”

“Is your balcony bigger than hers?”

“Slightly.” His condo was twice the size of Saras, his balcony was also bigger. Not that they didn’t have enough space on Sara’s balcony. As long as it were the four of them, they were fine.

“Not too bad, Greggo, really nice place.” Sofia got lost in the view over the city for a few seconds. There was a part of the strip, in the other direction were the mountains. Almost the same view like Sara had. 

“Want to move in with me?” Greg asked. 

“What?” Sofia turned. “Are you kidding me?”

“No.”

“Why…?”

“It’s a huge condo, like you said. There’s enough space for two, you can have your own bathroom.”

“And my own room?”

“Yeah, even if I share the couch with you, I let only brunettes in my bed.” He smirked. 

“You’re such a racist.”

“Tell me you’re a brunette in reality and we talk about the shared bed.”

Sofia grinned. Nice try. “No.”

“No for the bed or no for the condo?”

“No for…” She wanted to say for both. She had her apartment, it wasn’t big, but it was enough. Moving in with Greg was… she wasn’t a teenager anymore, she didn’t need a shared house. 

“Do you think that would work out?” 

“I won’t have condo parties – well I will, but you’ll be part of it because you’re part of the group. There might be some guys over every now and then for a night in front of the computer, but we’ll sit in another room, not in the living room. There are four empty bedrooms, I’ll make one to my computer room, so we’ll be out of sight. And that I don’t take my dates home, you know already. I prefer a casino room for that.”

“Can I think about the offer?” Maybe she should give the thought a few more minutes, or a few days. It was a big decision, something, she had to think through.

“Sure. Think about it, if you don’t want to move in, it’s alright, I might look for somebody else to keep me some company. If you want to move in, you can do that whenever you want. There’ll be three rooms and a bathroom waiting for you. Take your time, Sofia.” He got her arms around her. It had been a spontaneous idea to ask the blonde, to move in with him. He didn’t need this much space, a roomer made the place more alive and he could need the extra money. After all, the condo was expensive and it would take him a long time to pay the dept. 
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“I like it that we’re all together again.” Greg smiled and got up. “I’ll have a look at the pizza.” The weather was too cold for a barbecue today. As much as they wanted to celebrate Jules’ one week holidays in Vegas with one of their barbecues, there was no way they’d sit outside in the rain and the cold wind. There was another change too: They were in Greg’s condo and not Saras. 

“Don’t forget the self made ice cream.” Sofia called.

“That’s your business, detective.”

“Lazy puppy.” Sofia got up and followed Greg in the kitchen. 

“It’s your kitchen too.”

Sara chuckled. First she wasn’t sure if a shared condo of Sofia and Greg could work out, so far it worked out perfectly. Both had their own bathroom, both worked nights, both ate almost the same things, they fit perfectly together. 

“Like an old married couple.” Jules put her cell phone away. She had gotten a text message a minute ago. 

“Yes, don’t mention the old, they won’t like it.”

“I know.”

“You got a text from Nina?”

“Yes.” Jules’ corner of her mouth moved up a bit. She had gotten around half a dozen text messages of Nina this evening. Sara didn’t need to be a psychologist to see, there was something serious going on between her ex lover and this woman. Usually Jules ignored her cell phone when she was with her friends. Seeing her typing messages to Nina, seeing the smile on Jules’ face, made it more than obvious to Sara: Jules was in love. 

“Where’s she from?”

“Come here.” Jules demanded.

“What?”

“Come here. Please.” Jules tapped on her lap. Sara walked to her, sat on her lap. Immediately Jules wrapped her arms around Sara, pulled her closer and kissed her softly on the cheek. With her lips still touching Sara’s cheek, she went on talking:

“I won’t leave Las Vegas, Sara. I promise I’ll stay. There’s no need to worry about that. Okay?”

“I didn’t say…”

“I heard what you say and also what you didn’t say.”

“Jules…”

“I won’t leave you, Sara. No matter who is wherever. I’ll stay with you in Las Vegas. And now to your question you asked with words: Maryland.”

“Does she know she’s special to you?”

“I hope so, otherwise she should think about her job again. As a profiler she should know.”

Sara smiled a bit. That was a very conservative comment for her friend. 

“It’s totally fresh.”

“Serious or open?”

“I won’t do open relationships anymore, I told you. Too much fuss.”

“Why isn’t she here?”

“Because it’s fresh and we both have family in our places. You’ll meet her very soon. I won’t hide you or her.” 

“Are you two flirting again?” Greg came with the pizza in the room.

“You’re only jealous that I’ve a hot brunette on my lap.” Jules didn’t bother to let Sara out of her arms. 

“You don’t know where I have her when you’re not there.”

“You  have her in the condo next to yours.” 

“You think.”

“I know.”

“Will you stop fighting.” Sofia brought the wine. “Sara, make them stop.”

“You learn to live with that.”

“I don’t want to learn to live with that. Get on your own place, it’s time to eat.”

“Is she our mom?” Jules asked amused.

“PMS or something like that.” Sara kissed Jules’ cheek, slipped down her lap to sit next to her friend. 

“Careful, Sidle.”

“You can’t scare me, I’ve my doc by my side. Only a few weeks and she’ll be back…if I don’t find a condo for you, will you stay here with me?”

“Sara, she’s about to get another chick in her life, do you want them both in your condo?” Greg grinned. “I mean, you know our doc isn’t an innocent school girl, I can’t imagine you want front row seats for that.”

“Maybe she wants to join.” Sofia suggested. 

“How does your new chick look like?”

“Not your business, Greg.”

“Oh dear, she’s getting snappy.”

“Yeah, maybe she doesn’t want to make Sara jealous…wants to keep her ex as a side dish.”

“That is the most stupid thing I’ve ever heard, Sofia, and you know that!”

“I’m not Jules’ side dish, I’m her main course.” Sara kissed Jules softly and snuggled in her arms.

“You certainly look like that right now.” Greg put some new pizza on their plates.

“She’ll stay in my bed tonight. And then she can tell me about Nina.” Sara grinned. 

“Nina? So that’s her name. I still want to see a picture.”

“You don’t deserve a picture.”

Greg looked at Jules, moved forwards fast, grabbed her cell and leant back.

“Put that back. Now!”

“I’m sure there are some pictures of her in her; together with sloppy messages.”

“Put it back on the table! Right Now!”

“Greg.” Sara said calm and held her hand to Greg. He sighed and gave the cell phone to Sara. 

“You’re both boring today.”

“Respect private life.”

“I would have never looked in her messages and the picture folder and you know that.”

“Don’t tease her. She’ll tell you if you stop teasing, and we’ll meet Nina if we don’t act like idiots, she has to be ashamed of.”

“I’m proud of you, you would be such a good psychologist.” Jules grinned at Sara. 

“No thanks. I’ve enough shit happens in my life, I don’t need the shit of other people to know. I want people to tell me nice and happy things. For the rest I can watch the news.”

“I can tell you that there’s great self made ice cream waiting for you.” Sofia offered. 

“That I finished the paper work on our case.” Greg added.

“And that I’ll promise you to be back in a few weeks and that I’ll stay. Less than two months left.”

“See, that’s what I like.” Sara smiled. A lot of good things. 

“What is about something good from your life?”

“I sit here with the three best friends I could wish for.”

“Oh, she’s sooo sweet.” Greg bent over and kissed Sara. “We love you too, Sara.”

“Are you allowed to stay in my bed or will you get in trouble for that?” Sara let her finger run over Jules’s arm. 

“Will she know?” Jules grinned. 

“Yes, you won’t lie to her.”

“True.” Jules got her arm around Sara. “She’s with her parents tonight.”

“Only tonight or the whole week?”

“For three nights and then probably back in Quantico.”

“Can you go back sooner too?”

“I could, but I won’t. I’ve four days for my patients and I want some time with you guys.” Jules got her cell from the floor. With one hand she turned it on, searched in the folder and held the screen towards Sara. “That’s Nina.”

“Cute.” Sara smiled. Long brown hair, a lot of curls and brown eyes. “You like brunettes.” 

“I like brown eyes. If I get some brown hair with that I’m very happy, yes. I told her a few things about you, she’d like to meet you.”

“To check out if I’m danger for her?”

“No.” Jules chuckled. “She knows that we’re friends and nothing more. I think she knows how important you are for me and that if she wants to be important for me, she has to go along with you and the other two guys. I won’t have another DD, I want somebody, who likes my friends.”

“That’s good to know.”

“What about you? Aren’t you due for another relationship? You’ve been single too long.”

“I’m fine.”

“I see you’re fine, but are you happy?”

“I’m alright.”

“Shall we hit the clubs this week and look for somebody special?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t feel like looking for somebody. You can find a boyfriend for the blonde.”

“I think I’ll leave that to herself.” Jules smiled.

“She isn’t ready for a relationship.” Sara simply said. 

“What did she tell you?”

“Nothing specific, I know she told you everything, or Misses Miller did. We’re getting closer, but she has a problem to trust people and I can understand that. You need to be sure before you trust anybody with dark secrets of your past.”

“She’ll tell you, she trusts you.”

“I think so. You know, she stayed a few times here.”

“Of course she did, she did that all the times.”

“No, she stayed here, right here were you are now.”

“In your bed?”

“Yes.” Sara expected some teasing comment on that. It was the perfect chance for Jules to say something about Sara and Sofia and their relationship.

“I told you, she trusts you.”

“That all?” No tease? No questions of why? No suspicious looks like Sara was hiding something? Only, she trusts you?

“Yes. Just staying here with you is a big deal for her. I know, I don’t have to tell you, not to hurt her because you’ll never do that. I think she’s quite stable, but she needs some more time and I’m not talking about a love relationship I talk about friendship. Trust.”

“I made her kiss the sand.”

“It will sound crazy, but I think it was a good way to start your relationship. It wasn’t a fight, it was a statement. You got frustrated because you knew there was something that bothered her, that involved you somehow, she didn’t trust you, thought you wouldn’t care, you made a point, she found out, you really wanted to know, really cared, and you didn’t blame her for reacting the way she did. Don’t do it again, it was right this one time, the next time it will be wrong.”

“I don’t want to do that again! I don’t want to attack anybody it’s…too much like being my father or my mother.”

“You’re not your parents, you know that. One day I’ll get that into the pretty smart head of yours.” Jules kissed Sara’s forehead. “And now close your eyes and try to sleep. You’ve got work to do tomorrow.”

“So do you and you start before I do.”

“I’ll have got seven hours of sleep, that’s enough.” It was three in the morning, Jules had to be in her office at noon. Seven hours of sleep, two hours to get herself ready to work and reread the files of her patients. Five patients only, the good thing about having some more days for work, she could have shorter work days and see everybody. There was even an appointment with Misses Miller. 

“Misses Miller, what a pleasure to see you again.” Jules smiled and let Sofia in her office. “I’ll see you next month, Marti. Good luck with the exams.” She had a new assistant, a student of the university of Las Vegas. 

“Thanks doc, good luck with the next tests.” 

“Thanks.” She smiled and closed the door. Sofia had made herself comfortable on the couch, sipping on an ice cold coke, she had brought here herself. 

“There are ten different kinds of tea.”

“Ten different kinds of tea, that have all one in common: they’re disgusting.”

“You talked to the nasty brunette.”

“We agree on that, yes.” Sofia grinned.

“I heard you got along good.”

“Very good.”

“You spent some nights on my side of the bed.”

“Yes. She dared me first and well, I’ve to say, it’s nice to wake up and somebody is next to you.”

“Are you ready for a new relationship? You can have that in one.”

“That’s the problem. I thought about that, going out to look for somebody and then I felt this pressure again. You know, you get to know somebody and the first thing they all want is sex. I doubt I’ll find somebody, who’s happy with holding me for a couple of weeks, so that I can build up some trust.”

“You can give it a try, you can also talk about that first and whoever is worth having you, will give you all the time in the world.”

“What would you do when your girlfriend tells you, she doesn’t want any sex for the first weeks because she needs to build up some trust. You would leave her, thinking she’s nuts or something like that.”

“No.”

“Okay, you’re a psychologist, but anybody else thinks some-thing like that.”

“We need somebody special for you and this special person will give you all the time you need. Anybody else isn’t worth being next to you.”

“Are you sure we’ll find somebody special in “Double Choc” on the weekend?”

“Are you looking for a woman, Sofia?”

“Huh?”

“You want to look at “Double Choc”, chances are high, you’ll find women interested in you and not men.”

“Some are.”

“We’ll try. Otherwise, what’s about sport? Aren’t there any nice guys in the gym?”

“Nope, they all try to boost themselves and need only something for their ego.”

“I see. We need to find somebody for you and somebody for Sara.”

“She’s looking?”

“She doesn’t know it, but she needs somebody. She gets lonely a lot. Greg’s busy with his condo, started his bowling nights, I’m away, you’re the only one, who’s left and she doesn’t want to annoy you the whole time. So yes, she needs somebody.”

“She doesn’t annoy me, I like spending time with her. We don’t bitch around, we only tease, it’s fun.” And the time with Sara was very important for Sofia. She needed this time, she could trust Sara. 

“Tell her or even better, make her understand. If you tell her, she’ll know, I told you and then she’ll bitch and you might end up eating sand again.”

“No, she won’t do that again. She’s still horrified about that, I’ve no idea why, it wasn’t bad, I deserved it.”

“I told her the same.”

“Why do you know that I deserved it?”

“Because you both told me what happened and so yes, you deserved it.”

“Thanks.” Sofia pouted for a second before she smiled again. “I guess you won’t tell me why she can’t let go of this, do you think it’s smart to ask her myself?”

“What do you think?”

“I’m not the shrink…psychologist…that’s your job!”

“You’re a smart woman, think smart.”

Sofia thought for a few seconds. “I think if I ask in the right moment, I might get an answer. Or at least something, that I can use as an explanation. It’s not a question I should ask her when other people are around.”

“Yes. I can’t promise you that you’ll get an answer, but she won’t yell at you, bitch around or something like that. She likes you, she trusts you.”

“That’s more I’d ever believed in. I mean, if somebody had told me a year ago, that Sara and me become friends, I’d have laughed my head off.”

Jules just smiled. 

“What?”

“You’re cute. What a pity that I didn’t want you.”

“Uhm.” Sofia snorted . “You didn’t want me?”

“Sure. You kissed me in the department, nice try of getting me.”

“Our lips never met plus you tried to get me into your bed, not bothering about the fact that you had a girlfriend. Where leaves that your moral, Misses Psychologist?”

“In the gutter.”

“Yes.”

“No I’m glad nothing happened between us.”

“Yeah, you would leave me for Nina…when will we meet this woman?” 

“This is your therapy, Misses Miller.”

“Oh come on, don’t try to change the topic. I want to know something about her. After you didn’t say a word yesterday.”

“Take a wide guess why.”

“She’s a hot brunette and you’re scared Greg will steal her away.”

“She’s brunette, yes.”

“And hot.”

“You  have to make that decision for yourself.”

“Show me a photo.”

“Why?”

“Since when do you hold back information about your lovers?”

“You’ll meet her sooner or later.”

“If you dare to leave Vegas…”

“Now you sound like Sara. I won’t leave Vegas, I’ll stay with you guys. Accept that you won’t get rid off me that easily.”

“I don’t want to, I won’t trust another psychologist.”

“Trust an investigator.”

“I might.”

“Good.”

“That won’t let you off the hook.”

“I know.” Jules giggled. Her friends had made it very clear that she was supposed to stay in Las Vegas and she had no other intentions. This was her home town, this was the place she felt comfortable. There were no reasons to leave. 

The doorbell rang. Sara looked surprised at her watch. It was six in the afternoon, she knew Greg was out, shopping and then straight to his bowling appointment, Jules had left to see her parents in the morning and Sofia was somewhere, Sara had no idea of. All of them had a key and no reason to ring the bell. It was too late for the post man, she didn’t call a delivery service and her neighbors never bothered her. 

A second ring made it clear, somebody wanted to see her, wanted to talk to her. She got up and opened the door. A woman was standing there. 

“Hi, I’m looking for Jules Weinberg…I’m…”

“Nina.” She recognized the woman of the photo, Jules had showed her two days ago. 

“Yes. You must be Sara.”

“I am…uhm…I thought you’re in Maryland with your parents.” Sara was a little bit caught by surprise. 

“I was. Until this morning. I didn’t tell Jules I stayed only a few days because I wanted to surprise her. If it doesn’t suit that I’m here, I can leave and text her that I’m in a casino.”

“If I send you away into a casino she’ll kick my ass. Come in, she’s with her parents, usually she should be back by now. Have a seat on the couch.” Sara got her cell and dialed her speed dial number one, Jules. 

“Hey, where are you?”

“Miss me?”

“Endlessly.”

“I’ll be back in a few minutes. Need something?”

“Yeah, bring some food, some pizza would be nice, salad.”

“Alright. See you soon.”

“Soon.” Sara finished the call and looked at Nina. She looked like on the photo, Jules had shown her. Her long brown hair was curly, corkscrew curls, dark brown eyes, that were waiting for anything from Sara. Sara felt, the other woman wasn’t happy to interrupt her day, to come uninvited to Sara’s place.

“I thought it’s Jules’ place. She said she lives here, last level, I couldn’t see her name on a door bell and tried both bells twice. I thought she might have forgotten to change the names because she said, she had moved recently.”

“Actually she wants to move, all her stuff is with me. She wants to move into a new condo when she’s done with the course in Quantico.”

“Oh, then she gave me your address and that’s why her name isn’t down there.”

“Yes. She gets her mail to her post box, I’ve the rest. Would you like something to drink?”

“Just water, thanks.”

“Water? No juice or something with taste.”

“No, water is fine. Maybe I should get a casino room, I thought Jules has a condo and I can stay with her. Can you recommend anything?”

“Yes, wait a minute.” Sara got Nina a water and herself an orange juice. She sat herself opposite of the other woman. Until Jules was back she could try to find out some details about Nina. Details, Jules didn’t give her. Okay, she didn’t ask for them. 

“You can stay here. If Jules shifts her things a little bit, the bed in the guest room is free, at the moment everything is packed.”

“She sleeps in your bed?”

“Yes.” Sara smiled a bit. “Don’t worry, nothing happened.” Sara didn’t want to pretend, she didn’t know about the relationship of the two women. Or that they were about to have a relationship. There was no reason to play dump. 

“I know. She told me she sleeps often in your bed. You’re her ex and her best friend, an interesting combination and I can see in your eyes when you talk about her, that you love her. Not like a lover but like somebody, who’s very valuable for you.”

What was it with people that they always had to try to get into her head? Was it some kind of tick of psychologist? Did they always try to get into the heads of other people? Couldn’t respect the privacy?

“Psychologist?” She tried not to sound too annoyed. 

“Psychiatrist.”

“Even worse.”

„I know. I’ll try not to get into your head, Sara. I don’t like it when people do that with me. I try to respect the privacy of other people. But I thought, I can be straight forward of what I think of you and Jules from what I see and have heard.”

“I’d appreciate you staying out of my head, I don’t like people poking around my head. Not even Jules; she does it anyway.”

“You’re very important to her, I think she doesn’t want to poke around, but she wants to make sure you’re alright.”

“She’s very protective, yes.”

“She loves you.”

“Can you handle that?”

“I’ve to say when we met, I thought she was in love with you, that you were a couple or she wanted the two of you to be a couple. Then I found out it’s another kind of love you feel for her and she feels for you. So yes, I don’t get nuts when I know, she shares a bed with you, I don’t want to scratch your eyes out, because she thinks of you a lot. And I know the biggest reason for her to stay in Vegas is you. Probably you’re even the only reason why she stays here.”

What was Sara supposed to say to that? She knew she was one reason why Jules stayed, she knew that Jules loved her and that it was very unlikely that they ever not shared a bed when they were alone. She was glad that Nina could handle these things. 

A key got into the lock and the door got opened. Jules was back.

A few seconds later Sofia appeared in the living room, Jules right behind her. 

“Look who…Nina!” Jules froze in the door frame. That was one of the rare times Sara saw her friend surprised. 

“Hey.”

“Look who is here.” Sara grinned. “Wanna trade your blonde for my brunette?”

“W-w-what?”

“I take that as a yes. Detective, where have you been? I need a word with you.” Sara got up, grabbed Sofia’s arm and pulled her in her bedroom. 

“Is that…?” Sofia found her voice back, looking at the closed door in Sara’s bedroom. 

“Yes.”

“What is she doing here?”

“Surprising the doc. She thought it’s Jules’ condo, not mine and wanted to leave, I told her to stay.”

“How much time did you have with her? Since the phone call to Jules?”

“Why do you know of the phone call?”

“I was with her.” 

“What?”

“Yeah, we had a date.”

“A date?”

“Uh-hum. Swimming. She told me, as me therapist, I need to balance my life, do something that relaxes me. Swimming is perfect. Would you like to join me the next time?”

“Me? Why?”

“I want to see you in a short bikini…it’s good for you too, Sara.” Sofia laughed and sat next to Sara on the bed. She sighed and dropped back.

“Maybe. Is it crowded?”

“No. And they’ve a hot water pool with water massage, that’s so nice. I think it could be perfect after a long night, get some hot water massage and after that straight to bed.”

“Sounds not too bad.”

“It’s great.” Sofia rolled on her side, closed her eyes. She was tired and she had to work tonight. Maybe she should get one or two more hours of sleep. 

“How much time should we give them to celebrate their reunion?” Sara lay next to Sofia. No reason to sit around. 

“Mhm, I think they can come to us. I might be asleep by then, but I’m sure, you’ll wake me up in time for work.”

“Who said I let you sleep here?”

“I know it.” Sofia got her arm casually around Sara’s waist. “Twenty minutes power nap?”

“Sounds like a good idea.” Sara closed her eyes. Twenty minutes sleep were a good idea, she had a lack of sleep because she got up too early and went to bed too late. 

“Look at them! They look really cute snuggled up together, but it’s not very polite to fall asleep while you have guests.” Jules grinned at Sara and Sofia, who were on Sara’s bed, slowly waking up. 

“Twenty minutes power nap.” Sara mumbled. 

“More like two hours, sweetie. You left the living room two hours ago.”

“Really?” She risked an eye and saw, Jules was right. Almost time to go to work. 

“I wouldn’t mind another two hours.” Sofia yawed and twinkled to Jules and Nina. “The two of you looked like you prepared the room for the night. Changed clothes.” 

“You’re not very discreet, Sofia.”

“I’m a detective, I notice things like that.” She pulled Sara closer in her arm. They had slept on the blanket and it was a little bit fresh now. Sara’s body heat was exactly what she needed to feel warm again. 

“We want to order some food, are you interested in Chinese? After I didn’t bring any pizza. Or are you happy with yourselves?” 

“I think I can have both, Sofia and Chinese.”

“Yeah, I can also handle Chinese and Sara. Do we have to get up?”

“Sooner or later. I don’t think we can both call in sick.” 

“Bugger.” Sofia let go of Sara and sat on the bed. “I’ve to say a little sleep is really nice after swimming. The next time we go swimming, Jules, I’ve to make sure Sara is here for the relaxing part.”

“Take her with you, you should go at least once a week. It won’t harm the geek to get a hobby and go swimming.”

“Order the bloody food, doc.” Sara grumbled and threw the two women out of her room. 

“No need to say that I like her idea.” Sofia smiled.

“Thought so. Not crowded?”

“No.”

“Alright, we’ll give it a try next week. After all, I’m a San Francisco girl, I love the ocean. The pool is a sorry excuse but the best you can get here.” Sara cocked her head. “Tell me, detective, if you like the water so much, what do you think of getting a jet ski and have some fun on Lake Meat?”

“You show me that you can swim and I show you how to handle a jet ski.” Sofia grinned.

“Smug bitch. Who says you’ll win the race?”

“The blonde always comes first.”

“Yeah, they’re easy to please, that’s why men like them. Not much work, not much of a challenge. I didn’t know you see that as an advantage.”

“Bite me, Sidle.”

“No, you’d like that too much.” Sara got up and got pulled back to the bed immediately. Off guard and hit by surprise, Sara found herself under Sofia. 

“I got you! Twenty years of material arts and I got you!”

“Sofia, I need a second to get you on the ground.”

“I got you! You weren’t prepared for that.”

“No, I didn’t think, I can’t trust you.”

“Your luck that I know, that you trust me. So tell me, that’s the important part of this sentence, Sara, tell me, not show me, what to do if somebody gets you like this. What can you do to get yourself out of that misery. I mean, I’ve my whole weight on you, I’ve both of your hands pinned down and you can not move your legs a lot. How you do get out of this?”

“Do you want to learn material arts?”

“I had the basis years ago, it wouldn’t hurt to know some tricks.”

“I suppose you’ll have somebody on top you don’t like.”

“Otherwise I wouldn’t try to get away.”

“Alright. What you can do is if the person lowers their head, that you break the nose with your head. That gives you usually some flexibility with the arms for a second.” Sara moved her body a bit and out of the blue Sofia was under Sara. 

“How did you do that?”

“I’ll show you, it’s better when we do that somewhere with more space. Does Greg has any plans with his empty room?”

“Not that I know of. Why?”

“We’ll get a mat and I’ll teach you some things of self-defense. Refresh your knowledge from police academy…did you have crazy colleagues? Like in the movie?”

“I’ve a crazy colleague now. She’s a CSI and ouch…you pinched me!” 

“You deserved it.”

“That’s so sissy like, pinching the other. I thought you know the real stuff.”

“Honey, you don’t want me to do the real stuff.” Sara grinned, pulled Sofia on her feet and both left the room. Jules and Nina were in the living room.

“What took so long?”

“I wanted to follow you, but Sofia threw me on the bed and pinned me under her.”

“I won’t say what I want to say, because of the woman next to me, so I’ll try something else: you got laid and let her finish you off in only five minutes? Can’t you enjoy her and forget the bloody food?”

“She made me hungry.” 

“I wish it would be real.” Jules sighed. “Don’t you think they’re cute together?” She asked Nina.

“Leave me out of this.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m a guest and I don’t want to be kicked out of the condo after I unpacked my stuff and we made some space in the spare bedroom.”

“She won’t kick you out.”

“Jules is right on that. I learnt a few things within the last years and I won’t kick anybody out for no reason.”

“Maybe you’ll see my words as a reason.”

“Can’t be that bad, can it?”

“She dares you, Nina.” Jules smiled a bit. 

“I’ve seen the two for a minute, I talked to Sara a few moments, what do you expect me to say?”

“As a profiler you’re suppose to know people without seeing them, only by hearing things about them, see, what they do.” Sofia sat on an armchair, a leg casually over the armrest. 

“I think you’re both amazed how good you get along. And I think you both like the fact, that you can trust the other one and that’s very important for you. I’ve no idea if Jules’ idea of you being a couple will work out, if you want that. But I think you both know the other one is good for you. And having a really good friend is worth more than an alright lover.”

“Do you have that, an alright lover?” Sara asked coy. 

“I’ve a wonderful woman by my side.”

“Nice answer.”

“You know it’s true.”

“I do. So don’t you dare to take her away. She’ll stay in Vegas, you want her, you can have her, if you let her stay here. Means, you’ve to move to Vegas. No long distance relationship, no other city. Take the whole packet now or leave it. Don’t you dare to hurt her or you’ll get in serious trouble; with the detective and me.” Sara leant back on the door frame. She didn’t lose contact with Nina’s eyes, she wanted the other woman to know, she was serious about every word she had said. 

“I won’t take her away. We’ll see what will happen, there are a few more weeks left in Quantico.”

“I’ve a job with the LVPD, as a psychologist and as a profiler. Both part time. They need a another part time profiler, Nina applied for the job.” Jules’ eyes showed much she liked that and that she was very happy about that.

“Like I did for a few other cities, I want to work part time as a profiler and part time as a psychiatrist. Like Jules, I don’t want to give up my old job.”

“You could share an office complex.” Sofia said. 

“We haven’t made any plans.” Jules stopped her friend from making plans for her. It wasn’t like Nina and she were a couple for ages, they knew each other for three or four months, they were together for a little bit more than a month. Whatever would happen in the future, they wouldn’t make too many plans now. 

Sara had danced an hour or so. They were all out, having a long night at “Double Choc”. Greg had brought his new girlfriend, soon to be girlfriend, or whatever she was for him. So far it looked like both were getting serious, none of them had danced with anybody else than the other. Janet. They had met at the place, where Greg played bowling twice a week. Sara hadn’t really talked to her, Greg had never took her home, but his eyes were smiling, when he talked about her and when she was around, he seemed to forget the rest of the world. 

Jules and Nina got a cheap flight from Quantico to Vegas. They arrived in the evening, would stay until the morning after tomorrow. A short time, no question, but Sara was happy to have Jules back. The psychologist had made sure she and Sara had some time alone, so that they could talk. Now Jules was dancing with Nina, not letting her out of her arms or out of her sight. 

Sofia was dancing too. Soon after she had arrived a man, she had danced with the last two times, was by her side and got her on the dance floor. Sara had to smile. Was the blonde about to lose her heart? Would she finally give in and give a man a chance? It looked like. He never let her leave his side, bought her drinks all night and didn’t waste a second for any other woman. 

And Sara? Sara had enjoyed a few dances, she had talked for a while to her ex, who had stopped working two hours ago. He had left to go home and she thought, it was a good idea to do the same. It was after three in the morning, not too late for her, being a nightshift person, but the nights off were there to spend at least some time in bed. 

“What do you think of another dance?” Sofia asked Kurt. For the third night she danced with  him. He was a good dancer, a funny guy and he had only eyes for Sofia. She liked the attention he gave her. More important, there had been no pressure of him, he never tried to force to anything. When she had told him, she wanted to go home alone, he was alright with that. 

“I like to dance.” He pulled her close into his arms. It wasn’t a slow song, but Sofia didn’t mind. You could dance close without dancing slow. 

“This is a great song.” She said.

“They played it already once, I think more people like it.” 

“Yeah, it’s kind of cool. I like the guitar.” 

“It’s a hot song.” He had leaded them a little bit further away from the main dance crowd to a side of the dance floor. 

“Kurt…”

“Yeah?” His hands weren’t anymore where they were supposed to be when you were dancing. They were lower, he grabbed her ass with them, letting his hands run through her back and back to her ass. 

“Don’t.” Not that it didn’t feel good, but it didn’t fit. Somehow, she didn’t feel comfortable with his hands over her body. Maybe she needed to get used to have strange hands on her body again. It had been a while, that she was closer to a man. 

“Honey, we’re dancing.”

“Your hands don’t belong there.”

“They belong everywhere on you.”

“Not for dancing.” Not at the moment, at least. 

“We did three nights nothing else than dancing, I don’t plan to go on with dancing in the club, when we can dance somewhere else another dance.”

“Kurt…no…” Didn’t she just think, it was nice, that he didn’t put any pressure on her? 

“Come on, don’t play prude. I saw you dancing, I danced with you three fucking nights. I think it’s time we take things a little further.” He tried to kiss her on the lips. Sofia moved her head away, tried to get out of his arms, but he was stronger. 

“Kurt…”

“Don’t play me, Sofia. I know what you want, but if you want to play untouchable, you can do that. It’s a hot game, it will fit perfect to the rest of the night.”

“What are you…?” She moved her head again to avoid his lips. What was happened to him? He had been such a nice man the last nights. Never tried anything stupid, never tried to push her in any direction. Now it seems like he wanted to push her, no matter what she wanted. 

“I think we’ll go now.”

“I don’t want to go.” Well, she did. But not with him. “I don’t want to go anywhere with you.”

“Didn’t ask what you want, I told you, we’ll go now.”

“No.” Sofia had no idea why she wasn’t able to get herself out of the grip of the man. She was a damn detective, she knew what to do. Why was she like a helpless child as soon as she wasn’t wearing her badge? She knew she could fight him, but somehow her body didn’t do, what it was supposed to do. It got rigid and made it very easy for him. 

He had already started to pull her away from the dance floor, towards the exit when Sara crossed their way. 

“Sofia?”

“She’ll leave with me.” Kurt pushed Sara away. 

“Sofia, are you alright?”

Why couldn’t she tell Sara, she wasn’t alright, that she didn’t want to go with Kurt? Why was her whole body not acting in any way? It was like Kurt had full control above her and only he could make her body move. 

“She’s fine. Get lost.”

“I didn’t ask you.” Sara didn’t move. Kurt was almost a foot taller than Sara, he had fifty pounds on her, but she didn’t move an inch. 

“Are you making trouble?”

“Let go of her hand.”

“Mind your own business.”

“That’s what I do.”

“She’s not your business, dike. Get lost or you’ll regret it.”

“Leave. Her. Alone.” Sara eyed him. Anger control. So far she did good. A few years ago he would be on the floor with at least a broken nose. 

Sofia felt like being in a dream. She saw everything, she even saw herself, but she couldn’t act, couldn’t do anything. It was like she was watching a movie, knowing what would happen to the character, if she didn’t do anything. But you can’t do anything in a movie, all you can do was watching, hoping the character reacted herself. 

Sofia didn’t see Kurt’s fist shooting forwards. She didn’t realized he tried to knock Sara out. The brunette did. She dug, turned her right foot and kicked Kurt with her left foot straight in the crotch. She wore black leather shoes, with a one inch heel, that got smaller and sharp and found it’s way into the man, who went don’t immediately, groaning. Finally Sofia’s hand was released. but she couldn’t move. It was like she was frozen. 

“Bitch, you’ll pay for that.” He tried to get up, stumbled towards Sara to attack her, who simply let him fly over her shoulder. Like Sofia in the desert, he crashed on the ground. By now the security men had noticed them and two rushed to them. 

“What is going on here?”

“He tried to force her to follow him. I guess we’re looking at attempting rape.” 

“Aren’t you the ex chick of Ben?” The taller one asked. 

“I’m not a chick, I’m a CSI, I work law enforcement and know what I say. Will you take care of this piece of shit or do I have to call the police?”

“She is Ben’s ex.” The smaller one grinned. “I remember her charm.”

“Police?” Sara asked annoyed. 

“We’ll do that for you. Don’t worry, we’ll make sure, he’ll get to your colleagues.”

“Good. If you want them to take care of him, tell them they can have my statement. Otherwise make sure he won’t come in here again.”

“You bet we will.”

“Thanks.” Sara waited until the men pulled a swearing Kurt away before she turned to Sofia. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah.” Even her voice didn’t work the way Sofia wanted it to work. 

“Come on, I’ll get us a cab.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms. “I think it’s time to get you home. Is it alright for you to stay at my place?”

“Yeah.” Sofia wasn’t able to think straight or act in any way. She wasn’t even able to speak. She was like a doll without battery. 

“Okay.” Sara left her arm around Sofia’s waist. Slowly they walked out. 

The cold air was good for Sofia, she felt how the clouds and the fog in her head slowly disappeared. By the time they were at Sara’s condo, Sofia was almost feeling like being awake again. Unfortunately with this she also realized what had happened and that made her collapse on Sara’s carpet in the hallway. Tears burst out of her eyes and she started to tremble. 

“Hey, hey, hey, hey, it’s alright.” Sara got her arms around Sofia, kneeing on the floor. 

“I…he…I…”

“Sssshhhhh.” Sara got Sofia on her feet and pulled her carefully in her bedroom. “It’s alright, nothing happened.”

“He…oh god.” Sara got Sofia on her bed, took off Sofia’s and her shoes, pushed the blonde carefully down and lay behind her, spooning her, giving her some space to calm and the feeling of being protected at the same time. 

One arm around Sofia’s body, the other softly running over the blonde’s arm, Sara tried to calm her friend down. She was glad she had watched her friend. When the man had started to pull Sofia towards the exit and Sofia looked like she wasn’t reacting in any kind of way, Sara knew something was wrong and walked over as fast as possible. 

“Nothing will happen to you, Sofia. You’re safe here and you know that. I take care of you, no need to be scared anymore.” Sara pulled Sofia closer in her arms, turned her, so that the face of the blonde was resting on Sara’s shoulder. She felt tears, she felt how Sofia was still trembling and that her skin was ice cold. With one hand she pulled the blanket above them. More comfort. More security. 

Sara had no idea for how long they stayed like this. It seemed to be something like ages until Sofia’s breath became steady, her body didn’t feel like ice anymore and the tears stopped. 

“Sara?” Sofia’s voice was thin, it was broken and full of fear. 

“Yes Honey?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? You haven’t done anything wrong.” Sara wished Jules was here. The psychologist knew what to say, what to do. Sara wasn’t good with comforting people, she had no idea what they wanted to hear, what they needed to hear. How could she? Nobody had taken care of Sara when she needed help. 

“He could have hurt you.”

“Me? No.” Sara got her left index finger softly under Sofia’s chin and tried to lift it up to see the blonde’s eyes. There was no resistance. It was dark in the room, Sara couldn’t see much of Sofia’s eyes, but she saw the pain. 

“Twenty years of material arts, Babe. He never had a chance.” She blinked, pulled Sofia a little higher so that their were cheek to cheek. 

“I’m so sorry.” Sofia cried without tears, holding on to Sara. 

“No need to. Friends are there to help you when you need them.” 

“I’m a disgrace for the whole law enforcement.”

“Why would my favorite detective be a disgrace? The one who makes always sure, that I’m safe and don’t leave the scene without protection. Why are you offending my lovely blonde future captain?”

“I’ll never make it to captain.”

“And why is that?”

“You saw me. I can’t handle one man, how am I suppose to be a captain when I’m totally helpless.”

“I’ve never seen you helpless when we were working, Sofia. You’re always in control.”

“I wasn’t. Remember the Bell shooting? The death of officer Kamen. I’m so often helpless and useless.”

“If you dare to say one more time that you’re useless, I’ll take you out to the desert and make you kiss the sand again! You are not useless, Sofia! Never ever say something stupid like that again! You are a great detective, you were a great CSI and you didn’t kill Bell, like it wasn’t your fault that Kamen died.”

“I watched her dying.”

“And since when can you see gas? Since when do you have the ability of seeing invisible things? Tell me, because I don’t know anybody who can do things like that. We might have to send you to special force with these skills.”

“I could have seen that she had stopped breathing.”

“You know that was impossible.”

“Like to get rid off this guy.” 

That wasn’t impossible for some people, it had been impossible for Sofia and Sara was sure, there was a reason why the blonde couldn’t react the way she usually reacts. 

“Would you like to tell me why you let him pull you? And don’t give me any bullshit like, you’re a disgrace for the law enforcement or any other stupid lies. Tell me it’s not my business and it’s alright, but don’t tell me stupid lies. Please.” Sara softly kissed Sofia’s cheek. The kiss tasted salty. There were more tears, but Sofia wasn’t trembling anymore. Every now and then a shiver ran through her body, but she was on her way to get her control back. 

“I think I’m helpless when it comes to my private life. At least when it includes men and denying their wishes.”

“He wanted to take you home, his place.”

“Yes.”

“You told him you don’t want.”

“I…I think…maybe…I…I can’t remember…maybe I did or say something that made him believe I wanted the same.”

“As far as it looked to me, you made yourself clear, that you didn’t want to go with him. Even a blind man could see that your body language was ‘no’ and I’m sure you told him so.”

Did she? Sofia couldn’t remember. 

I don’t plan to go with dancing in the club when we can dance somewhere else another dance. She could hear his words. 

I think we’ll go now.

I don’t want to go. I don’t want to go anywhere with you.

Didn’t ask what you want, I told you, we’ll go now.

No.

She had said told him she didn’t want to go with him, he hadn’t bothered. He knew she wasn’t able to stop him, that she would come with him, that he could do everything he wanted. Easy prey. 

“It’s over, Sofia. It’s alright.” 

Sofia hadn’t noticed that she was crying again, trembled. Sara had hardened the grip, let one hand caress the back of the blonde. 

“I’m sorry you had and have to see this.”

“I’m happy I saw what happened because I stopped this guy. Otherwise he might have gotten you with him and I’m sure, he didn’t have anything nice in mind. Friends do take care of each other, Sofia. It’s nothing about weakness or things like that. It’s friendship, you take care of the people you love. You’d do the same for me. Next time it will be you, who’ll get me out of danger. It’s not weakness, it’s friendship.”

“What tells you I’d get you out of a situation like this? Beside the fact that you don’t need any help, because you can help yourself, you’re not weak.”

“There are situations when material arts can’t help. When the perpetrator has a gun, when somebody slips you drugs…or when there’s something that reminds you of the past and makes you stop acting the way you act ordinary.”

Sofia said nothing. It was the last point. Always the last point that got her into trouble. As soon as she was reminded of the time in high school, the way she had been helpless, the way these boys had played her, she was helpless, couldn’t remember a single thing she had learnt in police force. She was a victim. And men saw that she was a victim. 

“Did Jules ever mentioned anything about me and my past?”

“Not a single word.”

The therapist didn’t talk about things you tell her in private. No matter how close Jules and Sara were, and no matter how good Sara and Sofia got along, Jules hadn’t said a word. Just the way it was suppose to be. 

“I had…I was…there were…fuck.” Sofia buried her face in Sara’s shoulder. 

“You don’t have to tell, Sofia. Don’t do anything that gives you pain.”

“I’m so stupid.”

“You’re not.”

“I am. Always have, always will.”

“No.”

“Sara, I…I’m not a good detective.”

“We were through that, Sofia. You’re a great detective, I trust you with my life and I don’t do that with many people. Actually there are only five and you’re in my top three.”

“You shouldn’t do that. You saw tonight that I’m not reliable.”

“Bullshit.”

“You think I could help you if you were in my shoes.”

“I don’t think so, I know so!”

“Why do you trust me that much?”

“Why shouldn’t I?”

“Because…I don’t think I’m a big help when you’re in danger. I can’t take care of myself how could I take care of you?”

“Because the friendship deal is, you take care of the other. It’s my job to take care of you and it’s your job to take care of me. So far you did all your jobs more than perfect.”

“I was helpless tonight.”

“Not your job to scare the guy away, it’s my job as your friend. You have to take care of me, I’m fine so you did a good job.”

“Sara, I…” Sofia sighed. There was something inside her that wanted to tell Sara everything and there was the side of her, that always stopped her from talking to people about her past. It was a battle of these two sides and she wanted the first side to win. It was Sara, she had saved Sofia tonight, she deserved to know the whole story. 

“I was practically rape twice when I was a teenager.” She had never called it rape. Was it the right way to explain what happened to her? She didn’t want to sleep with these boys, they made her sleep with them. They didn’t use physical power, but they manipulated her, without caring how she felt. 

“And as soon as a man tries to force you into something you feel like being a teenager again and you can’t push him away.”

“Yes.” Somehow Sofia was happy that Sara didn’t say that she was sorry. It wasn’t Sara’s fault and Sofia hated it when people pretended they were sorry when they weren’t. 

“That might be like twenty years ago, but there’s a very important difference between then and now.”

“Which one?” Sofia didn’t see one, she was still unable to push men away when they started to do things, she didn’t want.

“You’ve got us now and one of us will always have an eye on you. I always have an eye on you when we’re out.”

“Are you my guardian angel?” What a stupid question. She was a detective, a grown-up woman and not a little child, who believed in angels and guardian angels. 

“If you want.” 

“Angel Sara.” Sofia put her head on Sara’s shoulder so that she could see the eyes of the brunette. “I told Jules of these things. That was when she had to forget one of her rules and hugged me, us both laying on the couch.”

“You were there as a friend, not as a patient, Sofia. No matter if you got the appointment under a different name, as soon as you were in the room, you were Sofia and you are Jules’ friend. There’ll never be a therapist – patient relationship with a friend. 

“I go to her office like a patient.”

“I’m sure you could meet her anywhere else.”

“Yes, she offered me that we can meet wherever I want. The thing is, I like it in there. It’s cozy and I feel safe. I like the fact that nobody comes in and we have some privacy. And she doesn’t try to poison me with tea anymore.”

Sara had to laugh. “She’s got coffee for you?”

“No, when I don’t have my own coke, she has one for me.”

“Good to know.” Sara stroke a strand of hair out of Sofia’s face. There were traces of tears, the blue eyes were swollen, were red, but Sofia’s breath was even now. 

“Can I ask you something very personal, Sara?”

“Yes.” 

“Have you ever been betrayed by a lover? Not only that he or she had sex with somebody else while you were together, but that you got played right from the beginning.”

“I got betrayed, but not played right from the beginning. Not that I found out.”

“It happened to me twice. My first boyfriend…the first boy I slept with is a better description, slept with me because he had a bet running with his friends. Who could get a virgin to bed the fasted. It took him two weeks to make me believe he loved me and that we’ll stay together forever. A cute guy, played football, exactly what every girl dreams of. He slept with me, a few days later I saw him kissing another girl. When I asked him what he was doing he laughed at me and told me about the bet. Not the best way to end a relationship.”

“You didn’t kick him in his crotch so that there was no way he could be any use to a woman for a few weeks?”

“I was a teenager, he caught me off guard, I was so hurt, there was no way I was able to do anything than crying.”

“And the captain didn’t lock him up?” Sara knew Sofia’s mother wasn’t what you called squeamish. Sara could image captain Curtis locking up a boy who hurt Sofia. 

“The captain doesn’t know about this. She has no idea that this guy ever existed. Same like the second guy, who was the perfect gentleman, with flowers, candy, everything you could ask for. Five minutes after he got what he wanted he left me alone in the desert. Told me, it was a bet, the same guys like the boy, who got me in bed the month before. They wanted to find out who could get one of the ex girls into bed first. He got a text from a friend, that he had a girl in bed that night, so he had lost but thought, after he spent so much money on me, he wanted to collect what was his. I tramped home and after that I stopped having relationships. Not that I ever really had one. 

When I’m with a guy, I make sure that I kick him out of my life as soon as I think he might have lost his interests or he could lose it soon. I can’t risk that any one of them leaves me again, so I leave them. And tonight…Kurt was a funny guy, it was nice with him the last two nights, he seemed to be nice until tonight…I don’t know what I did wrong to give him the impression, I want to sleep with him.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Somehow he must have gotten this idea. He didn’t try anything the first two times.”

“He was testing the water, played nice guy and tonight he wanted to get what he was working on the last two nights.”

“Why can’t I find somebody to trust? Somebody, who doesn’t think of sex as soon as we had some nice time together, who doesn’t try to force me into something? I’m tired of having short time relationships, I want somebody in my life, I can trust, I can stay with and who makes me lose my fear of being left…that will be probably a big job for Jules. To make me believe in a real relationship and not to give up after a while to avoid being left.”

“The doc can do that, but I think if you find the right person, this person will make you feel that you have no need to worry.”

“I’ve never spent a night with somebody in bed without thinking, I’ll get left alone again first thing in the morning.”

“We didn’t have sex so it probably doesn’t count, but I don’t leave you in the morning when you sleep in my bed…and when I do, it’s only to make some coffee for us.” Sara smiled a bit. 

Sofia had to laugh shortly. “To share a bed with you is something new for me. It feels good, I like it. I like the feeling of having somebody next to me without worrying what might happen during the night. I know when I sleep by your side, I’m safe and I can relax. Like your proved tonight, you make sure I’m fine, nothing will happen to me. It’s a good feeling to have you in my arms, to be in your arms and sleep. And the fresh coffee after sleep is another good thing. You are always awake before I am, so there’s always a coffee waiting for me.”

“Part of the service.”

“Part of the reason why I like to stay here.”

“You get this service too when you sleep in the guest room or the couch. Or your new room, that’s less than twenty yards away.”

“Yeah but your bed is much more comfortable than the couch and the guest room is packed with Jules’ stuff and I don’t want to know what I might find there accidentally.”

“Fluffy cuffs?”

“Probably the most innocent thing she has in there.”

Sara laughed loud. “What do you think of Jules?”

“When it comes to the bedroom? I try not to think about that. I’ll flush. I’m sure there are things inside I haven’t seen or heard of.”

“Oh Sofia, you’ve too much fantasy. I can tell you, all Jules needs is herself. Beside the fact that she makes you feel good by only being with you, she has wonderful hands and lips. You might meet her hands soon.”

“I don’t think Nina will like that.”

“Not like that. Your mind is too dirty, Honey.”

“When it comes to Jules, it’s difficult not to think dirty.”

“She’ll like that statement. No, I mean she can give you a really good massage. Ask her the next time when you’re in her office, if she can’t give you a little massage to relax, you’ll be surprised how good it feels, how much more relaxed you are after that. She can work magic on my back, all tensions are gone after ten minutes of her hands on me.”

“Therapist, physio, friend, is there anything she isn’t for you?”

“Dispensable.”

When Sara woke up she had Sofia in her arms. The blonde had stayed with Sara, she needed somebody around, somebody to hold her. Carefully Sara got her arm back from under Sofia and got up. Her condo was quiet and empty. At least there were no people around. Since Greg had his condo next door, Jules and Nina slept there in one of the guest rooms. It was easier, Sara’s guest room was too full with Jules’ things. 

It was noon, no need to make some breakfast. Sara made some coffee and switched on the oven. Time for some real food. There was some self made bread, she only needed to heat a little bit up. With the warm bread, a coffee and her sun glasses she sat down on her balcony and enjoyed the silence for a moment. That was life. Despite all the bad things in her life, things she had to face every day because of her job, things, that happened to her, her friends, it was a good life. Sometimes she needed a minute or two to appreciate all the good things in life. They were so easily forgotten. 

“Private quiet time or company?” Sofia asked when she came out to Sara half an hour later. 

“Your company is always wanted.” Sara smiled. 

“Thanks.” Sofia had a coffee and a donut. Last week she had stocked Sara’s freezer with donuts and Sara had put one of them in oven, when she reheated her bread; knowing, Sofia wanted one for lunch. 

“And thanks for the donut. I was starving.”

“You’re always starving when donuts, bagels or muffins are around.” 

“Not…entire true.” Sofia laughed. “I like eating them and my stomach reminds me  of the nice things in the fridge, freezer or wherever, so that my brain can make sure, I don’t forget other important things. Things, that are not related to food.”

“There are important things in your life and they’re not related to food?” Sara teased. “So it can’t be coffee.”

“I know a brunette, who’s very important to me.” 

“Your psychologist?”

“She’s important too. The CSI is more important.”

“Why?”

“She takes care of me, let me sleep in her bed. I guess, she likes me too.”

“Got any evidence on that, detective? Or are you fishing?”

“Isn’t it enough evidence, that she let me sleep in her bed? She doesn’t strike me like somebody, who gets random people in her bed.”

“So you’re special.”

“I hope.” 

Sara smiled and took Sofia’s hand. “You know.”

“Yeah.” Sofia’s face got serous. “Thanks, Sara. I don’t want to think of might have happened last night, if you haven’t helped me out.”

“That’s what friends are for. I told you, you’d do the same for me.”

“I hope so.”

“I know so.” 

“What do you know?” Greg came on the balcony, hair standing all directions, big smile on his face and Janet next to him.

“I know things about you, Janet doesn’t know, but surely wants to hear.” Sara grinned.

“Don’t you dare…”

“Yeah, there are some stories about Greg…we need a girl’s night.”

“Janet, I think, we’ll go back to my condo. These woman are nasty.”

“I think, it sounds interesting what they say.”

“No! We want to leave…” He saw Sofia’s donut. “We might stay if we get some donuts.”

“They are in the freezer, help yourself.”

“Freezer? That will take ages…”

“There’s a donut shop around the corner.” Janet started.

“Too far away.”

“Nonsense. I’ll get us some fresh donuts. I’m sure, Jules and Nina want some too and maybe Sofia and Sara can handle a second one too.”

“I never had one, I had some eggs.”

“Honey, you don’t need to…”

“It’s alright, Greg. Next time breakfast is on you.” Janet kissed Greg shortly, smiled at the women and left. 

Greg dropped on his chair. “Isn’t she gorgeous?”

“She leaves the condo to get you some fresh donuts? I could fall for her too.” Sofia grinned. 

“Never ever touch her, she’s mine.”

“That means, the puppy found his bitch and won’t go out hunting anymore?” Sara asked.

“Yes. I’m happy with the one I’ve got. Beside the fact that she leaves to get me some donuts, she’s wonderful.”

“Good to hear. I hope, it will work out for you two.”

“Thanks.” Greg looked at Sofia, his smile disappeared and he got serious. “What was that fuss about Kurt yesterday? Why did the security guys got him out?”

“Because he’s an idiot.”

“He seemed to be nice the last nights.”

“That’s what I thought until he proved me wrong.” Sofia sighed. 

“Do you want to tell me or isn’t it my business?”

“He wanted me to join him, wanted me at his place.”

“Understandable.”

“I said no, I wanted some more time, he didn’t accept that and tried to force me with him. Twenty years of material arts changed his mind and the security guys disposed him.”

“Idiot.”

“Yes.”

“Are you alright?”

“Yes, I am. Now. Got a guardian angel, who took care of me.” Sofia smiled at Sara. She didn’t want to tell Greg the whole story, why she hadn’t been able to help herself out of trouble and it looked like, Greg didn’t want to ask. 

“We see him again, we’ll give him a hard time. Nobody gets his hands on one of my bitches without getting some sharp puppy teeth in his ass. I’ll get the license plate of this punk, one of the traffic cops owes me a favor, I think, Kurt will violate some traffic rules next week and it will be expensive and if he might attack an officer, he might spend a night in custody.”

“Don’t waste your energy on him.”

“I don’t, I enjoy some practical joke. What about some sugar in his tank? Or we scratch BASTARD or WANKER on his hood.”

“He’d know it has something with Sofia to do and she’ll get the trouble.” Sara said. “I think, he got her statement and if he doesn’t, he’ll learn in a very painful, self-defensive way, what the word “no” means.”

“So because his pants were too tight, he lost the chance to be the lucky man by your side? I hope, he’ll regret it. He won’t get a better one than you, Sofia.” Greg pulled Sofia on his lap. “You’re worth waiting for and if he doesn’t understand that, doesn’t see that, he’s not worth being with you.”

“Thanks.” Sofia snuggled into Greg’s arms. There, she trusted Greg, she had no problems to have him close. It wasn’t her mistake, it was the fault of the men when she withdrew. 

“Give yourself some credit and some time, the right one will be out somewhere. And he’ll have a lot of time on his hands, his brain in his head and will make you happy. I know it doesn’t look like, this, but not all men are idiots. Every know and then my species gets a smart member. We’re rare, but we’re there.”

“Unfortunately most times the smart ones are gay.”

“I’m not.”

“I thought the good looking ones are gay.” Sara wondered.

“I’m not.”

“No, you’re…open-minded and taken. She gets donuts for you.”

“She’s wonderful, I’ve to repeat it, again and again.”

Till death do us apart

A long, beautiful white dress, expensive jewelry, a dozen of red roses and greeting cards everywhere. Only a few more hours and a church would be filled up with people from all over the city, probably the state. The wedding of Maria Fortunate and Carlos Miguel was planed and organized for months. The only thing, that was missing, was the “I do” of these two people – and some pulse on Maria. 

When Sara entered the hotel room, she saw all these things. The dress on a hook, the jewelry on the nightstand, the roses on the table, the cards all over the room. And she saw the big red spot in the middle of the bride’s forehead. Wide open eyes, looked dull in disbelieve at her, mouth open, like she wanted to scream. 

“The happiest day in your life.” Sofia said sadly. She stood next to the bed, watched David, who was taking the body temperature. 

“It was my happiest day in my life – but Misses Phillips and me survived our wedding.”

“So much for ‘til death do us apart’, I guess, death came early.” Sara took some photos. “There was no time for the promise.”

“He’ll be a widower before he’s a husband.”

“Legally, he isn’t a widower. Or can you be a widower when you’re only engaged?” Both women looked at David.

“Why do you look at me?”

“Because you’re the married one in this room, Dave.” Sara explained. 

“Thanks God, Misses Phillips is alive. Maybe you need to ask a widower.”

“Or a lawyer.”

“Don’t use swear words in front of bodies, Miss Sidle.” Sofia rebuked Sara. “That’s not very respectful.”

“Sorry. Since when is she dead, David?”

“Approximately four to five hours.”

“It’s seven, she died in the middle of the night. Who found her?”

“Her mother. She wanted to help her get dressed and found her like this. I talked to her, she’s in the room next door.”

“She stayed there the whole night?”

“No, we got this room from the casino.”

“They offered us a room?”

“Yes.”

Sara was surprised. She wasn’t used to so much help. Usually all she got from the casinos was pressure to finish her work fast, so that they could use the room again and the less police was around, the less time the CSI spend in a room, the faster people forgot what had happened. 

“It belonged to Sam Braun.”

“And?” Did they get any bonus in his casinos? 

“Looks like he ordered in his last will some cooperation in his casinos, in case there was an incident. Besides, when we’re in the room next door, people don’t realize that fast, what has happened here.” Sofia opened the nightstand with her pen. 

“Gloves, please.”

“Got none.”

“In my kid, help yourself, detective.” Sara smirked. Sofia always had to look around, had to look for clues, for evidence.

The investigator took some more photos of the body, some close ups of the wound. 

“I can’t see any GSR, she must have been shot of a distance.”

“Small entry wound, not a lot of blood. We can turn her if you want to see, if there’s an exit wound.”

“Please.” Sara and David turned the body. No blood on the pillow, no exit wound. 

“Is the mother a suspect?” Sara asked. 

“First witness, first suspect.”

“Thanks, I know that rule. You talked to her, Sofia, what do you think?”

“She’s in the room, she’s crying her eyes out and if she is playing the part of the grieving mother, she should get the Oscar next year. Want me to get her over?”

“I don’t think her dead daughter is, what she wants to see. Especially when David will transport her now to the morgue. Her look and the sound of the zip, when your child vanished in the bag, isn’t something a mother wants to see. But you could send Greg to her, checking for GSR, getting her statement.”

“I’d do that if you tell me, where Greg is.”

“He is…” Sara got up and looked at her watch. “In the elevator.”

“And you know that how?”

“He left the lab ten minutes after me, he should be here now.”

“So I’ll catch him outside, tell him to go to Misses Fortunate and do, what a good CSI does. Then I’ll get the room service, ask if they’ve seen something, meet the manage, get the surveillance videos, the printout of every entry of the room, since the victim booked it.”

At least half of all these things belonged to Sara’s job, wasn’t Sofia’s business. Both knew that. 

“Go ahead, I’ll work the room.”

“The victim’s mother is negative for GSR.” Greg came in the room. Sara had bagged the sheets, lifted prints from all over the room and checked the luggage of the deceased. 

“What did she tell you about her daughter? Why was she in a hotel?”

“Because she and her husband – or planed husband - used to live in the same apartment and apparently it’s bad luck when you spend the night before your own wedding together. So she went here, had a beauty day yesterday and was supposed to get prepared with her mother now, to look wonderful at twelve in the church.”

“What about the husband?”

“Sofia is on her way to him.”

“That’s tough, to open your door on your wedding day and find the police in front, telling you, your wife is dead.”

“Any clues of the killer?”

“No signs of forced entry, no signs of struggle, no defensive wounds on her hands. It’s like she opened the door, the killer came inside, she walked back to her bed, turned and he or she shot her. The question is, who do you let in the room?”

“Room service.”

“Wasn’t ordered.” Sara had asked at reception and got told, Miss Fortunate didn’t order anything of the room service. She made some phone calls last night, to her fiancé, to her mother and two other numbers, Sara hadn’t figured out yet. 

“She talked to her husband around nine for half an hour. He was at home, she called their number of the apartment. After that, she talked to her mother for another half an hour…”

“That’s what the mother also said. From half nine to ten, little after ten.”

“Two more calls, both around fifteen minutes after that one. Possible friends? Maid of honor? Checking on last details? No more activities after them, no room service, nothing. It looks like she went to bed. So, who do you open the door around  two in the morning? She wasn’t dressed, she was in her nightdress. If I stay in a hotel and somebody bangs on my door at two in the morning, I get a robe. I don’t open the door like this.”

“Only if I know the one who’s in front of the door.”

“You can only know, that it’s somebody you know, when this person told you, he’d be over around that time.”

“Or she had a look through the peephole, saw somebody she knew, opened the door, put the robe aside and walked back…”

“To the bed? Beside the husband – who she isn’t allowed to see because of this bad luck stuff, that is absolutely nonsense if you ask me – nobody should make her walk back to bed.”

“No room service at this time – not if you don’t order it – so it can’t be that she got something, like the roses, took them and walked back to bed.”

“She let, whoever was in front of her door, inside. She undressed herself again. There are no signs that she was dragged to bed. It has to be somebody she knew, somebody she trusted. Somebody she wanted to see in the night before her wedding.”

“Who would like to see the night before you get married?”

“Isn’t that more a question for you, Greg?” Sara smiled a bit.

“For me?”

“Yes, you’re the one with a relationship. Three months, this is something serious.”

“It is, but it’s far away from a wedding. Have you ever been close to get married?”

“No.”

“No relationship was serious enough?”

“No. But even when I stay in a hotel without a wedding on the next day, I don’t open my door to anybody at two in the morning. Only to a family member or a friend.”

“And who could you make to drop your robe?”

“My husband.”

“I think, we should ask Sofia to bring him in.”

“I’m sure she asked him to come downtown already.”

“Of course she did, she’s a smart woman. Wanna go there and talk to the husband while I finish here?” He smiled. 

“Okay. Why don’t you want to go there?”

“To be honest, I’ve no idea what to say to a man, who lost his fiancé the night before the wedding. Especially when we made him to a suspect.”

“So you leave that to me? Thanks Greg. You owe me for that.”

“Breakfast?”

“Dinner. It’s already past breakfast time.” And Sara didn’t believe, she’d be back home any time soon.

She wasn’t out of the room when she bumped into Jules. The psychologist was back in Vegas since two weeks and worked since last week as a profiler for the LVPD. 

“Slow down, investigator.” Jules smiled and left her hand a few moments longer than necessary on Sara’s arm. 

“Our profiler, what are you doing here?”

“They sent me to your scene. I’m suppose to figure out who and why somebody killed a bride to be. Were you about to leave?”

“Yes. Sofia is with the fiancé, I want to talk to him too. There are some questions and so far, Greg and me have him as a suspect.”

“Mind to wait a few minutes and let me join you? Sounds like I’d love to listen to that conversation.”

“No problem. I’ll call Sofia and tell her, we’ll be downtown in half an hour? Or you need some more time?”

“Rush hour, make it an hour.” Jules smiled. Sara liked to forget the times of rush hour and the psychologist had spent some time in the long and annoying traffic jams on her way to the scene.

“I call the detective and you fill the doc in.” Greg said. “You worked the room, you were here first.”

“Good thinking.” Jules smiled and blinked at Greg. 

“Thanks.” He took his cell and left the room. 

“Can I see some crime scene photos?”

“They’re on the card…” Sara stopped when she saw how Jules got a laptop out of her pocket. “Wow, you’ve a card reader too?”

“Sure.” Jules smirked. “Jealous?”

“I don’t need fancy tools, I’m good with my skills.”

“I know you, but even your great skills can’t show me the crime scene as good as a photo can.” Jules insert the memory card and started to look at the photos. 

“What do you see?” Sara asked.

“Tell me first what you did see when you came in. How did the room feel to you? What did it tell you?”

“The vic planed her wedding, it was the last night before the big night. She talked to her fiancé, to her mom and two friends. Probably around eleven  she went to bed, time of death was around two or three in the morning. There are no signs of forced entry, as I know Greg, he’ll be downstairs, getting a list of when the room key card was used to come in. My guess is, there won’t be an entry for TOD. She opened the door herself and she knew the one, who woke her up. She knew him – or her – very good. The robe is on the chair, she was found dead on the bed, wearing only her nightdress. You don’t walk around the room when there’s somebody with you, who isn’t very close to you. And you don’t open the door at that time of the night to a stranger. 

There are no signs of struggle, no defensive wounds on her hands. She was shot from a distance, no GSR, small caliber. I lifted a few prints, can be the room service, can be whoever stayed here before, can be the killer. Jewelry was on the nightstand, wallet with money and cards on the table, it wasn’t about money. No visible sexual assault. Sofia talked to the people in the rooms next door, nobody heard a gun shot. There’s no surveillance in front of the room, so we can’t see, who came along. But there is surveillance in the elevator. We’ll check who left between one and four the elevator here. The problem is, the staircase is open, you take the elevator to another level and walk up or down. Or the killer stayed on the same floor, walked to her door and shot her.”

“Thanks for the facts, but what did you feel, Sara? How did the room feel when you came in? Could you feel violence? Hate?” Jules stepped closer to Sara. They were alone, the door was closed. 

“Jules, I’m here to work the evidence…”

“Sara.” Jules stroke her hand softly over Sara’s arm. “I know, you’re the scientist and I’m the psychologist, but you know, evidence isn’t always visible. What did you think, when you saw the woman?”

“I didn’t have the impression she saw, what was going to happen to her.” Sara chose her words carefully. She hated it when Jules wanted her to do this. Her job was about evidence, about things, she could see and examine and not about feelings and thoughts. 

“She let somebody in her room, somebody she knew, she trusted, and this person killed her. Came in, let her walk a few steps, towards the bed, calls her name, she turned and get shot. Whoever did this was cold, was somebody, she called a friend, and knew, she was here and alone. Maybe they even had an appointment.

Who would you want to see the night before your wedding?” Sara turned tables and asked Jules a question. 

“Beside my bride? I don’t believe in this nonsense, that you shouldn’t see your lover the night before the wedding. I’d like to see you.”

“Me?”

“Sure, a wedding is suppose to be a party, a time, you spend with the people you love.”

“Do you think, she could have invited somebody? A friend? The maids of honor?” Sara didn’t want to think of Jules getting married. That was too…abstract. 

“You’ve got the prints, you’ll find out. I agree with you, she opened the door to somebody she knew. Could be a friend, the husband, family member or lover.”

“Lover? Like, a lover, who won’t be the husband the next day?”

“We both know, there are many people, who marry somebody and are not faithful. You can have an open relationship, you can also have an open marriage.”

“A marriage isn’t suppose to be open.”

Jules smiled. Sara was cute when she was old-fashioned. 

“Okay, you’re right. Means, we need to have a look for some evidence, if there was another man around.”

“Or woman?” Jules offered coy.

“You never know. We have her stuff in the lab, I’ll check it later. Do you need some more time in the room?”

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to have a minute alone in here and then we can head back to the lab.”

“Enjoy your conversation with the carpet.” Sara took her kit. 

“Don’t be sarcastic, Sara.”

“How comes that you have a huge kitchen, a fully stocked fridge, a wonderful balcony and a very expensive coffee machine only a few yards away, but you still sit on my balcony, drink my coffee and eat my muffin?” Sara looked at Sofia, who sat on Sara’s balcony, a coffee and a muffin on her lap. 

“Take an educated guess.”

“The grass tastes always better on the other side.”

“That and the fact, that I’ve a very much in love couple in my apartment and I – as a very nice roomer – want to give them some time alone. Your guest room is empty since Jules moved her stuff in her new place, I figured, I could stay with you. That way, you won’t feel lonely.”

“Really nice of you.”

“I know. There’s a coffee for you.” Sofia pointed to the thermo bottle. “And a muffin in the box. By the way, it’s coffee from my machine and the muffin is fresh from the bakery down the road. I’m a good guest.”

“You are.” Sara sat next to Sofia. It was nice to come home and somebody was there. And scary to think of it like that. That didn’t sound like she was herself. It sounded like an awful kitschy love story.  

“Been here long?”

“No, around five minutes.” 

They finished talking to the fiancé of the dead woman and after that, Sara was back in the lap, finishing her report and prepared for after work. It was noon, she needed some sleep. 

“What did the doc say? Did you talk to her?”

“No.” Jules had been behind the mirror, watching them talking to Carlos Miguel. Both had the feeling, this man was really grieving, but people were sometimes very good actors and they wanted to know, what Jules had seen from the behave of the man. 

“We’ll get her report.”

“Sofia?”

“Yes?” The blonde put her coffee away. Something in Sara’s voice made it clear, the brunette had finished the topic work and had something private on her mind. 

“Can we go to bed?”

Ordinary a comment like this was the perfect chance for Sofia for a sarcastic comment, but she felt, it wasn’t the time for comments or teasing.

“Sure.” She got up and offered Sara her hand. The brunette took it and hugged Sofia. Kitschy or not, it was really nice to have Sofia here when she came back from work. She was glad, the detective didn’t go to her own room. 

“Are you alright, Sara?”

“Yeah…just…I don’t know. I feel a little bit unsteady at the moment. I think, I could need a friend.” She had no idea what had happened to her, she was surprised by this feeling. 

“Do you need a friend, who holds you while you sleep?”

“If that’s possible.”

Sofia smiled a bit. “The last time I checked, my arms were available. And even if somebody wanted them, you’re always first. Got the CSI bonus. I need to make sure, you’re alright. That’s my job and I always do a good job.”

“You’re smug.”

“Yeah, I know. It makes you smile a bit. I saw a hint of a smile, just there.” Sofia moved the right side of Sara’s mouth a little bit up. 

“Nutcase.” Sara had to smile a little bit more. She had no idea what was wrong with her, but she needed Sofia around, didn’t want to be alone now. 

Sofia woke up with Sara in her arms and smiled. She was awake before Sara had left the bed, that meant, she was awake before the brunette was awake. Finally. She could hear Sara breathing evenly. Whatever had gotten into her friend this noon, when she needed somebody to hold her, it was gone and it was never strong enough, to leave some nightmares behind. Sofia had waited until Sara was asleep for a while before she settled down and caught some sleep herself. 

A look at the time told her, they had to get up soon. The case wasn’t finish, they had some more interviews to do today. But she had five more minutes. Carefully she pulled Sara in her arms. So nice to wake up with somebody. So nice to wake up and not worrying if the other was still there, she knew, Sara was there or not far away to prepare some breakfast. 

“What are you thinking?”

Sofia hadn’t realized that the brunette woke up. Sara hadn’t turned, she was still in Sofia’s arms, facing the window. 

“That I’m very happy and that we have the perfect relationship.”

“Do we?”

“Yes. Waking up next to you is perfect.”

“A perfect relationship contains sex, as far as I remember, we never had sex.”

“Our relationship is still young, I’m waiting for the day, one of you guys show me the part of our friendship contract, that says, I’ve to sleep with you.” Sofia chuckled. 

“Yeah, this part. I might write it.”

“You?”

“Greg has Janet, Jules has Nina, they all don’t want me in their bed anymore.”

“Do you feel unloved?”

“No. I feel released and happy for them.”

“What stops you from finding somebody for your bed?”

“I’ve got somebody for my bed, a stunning blonde is in it.” Sara turned and grinned. 

“True. But she didn’t sleep with you.”

“I didn’t try to make her sleep with me.”

“Are you telling me that when you want, you can make me have sex with you?”

“Yes.”

“Never.”

“Yes. And, that’s the special thing, you wouldn’t regret it. Because you know, I’d never sleep with you to use you, to prove something or be gone when you wake up in the morning. You know, you can trust me and that’s my advantage.”

“To use this advantage is like using me, using my weakness.”

“Only with a bad intention.”

“Everything, that doesn’t end in a real relationship, is a bad intention.”

“You want the whole fairytale, don’t you?”

“Yes, I want my knight on a white horse, fighting for me and being mine.”

“I can cross off the fighting point from this list, I did that for you. Got you out of the warehouse without a scratch. So I need to get a horse, a white horse, and I’m done. I could draw one.”

“On a white horse, not a picture of a white horse.”

“I’ll think about if you’re worth the trouble.” Sara kicked the blanket away. “Time to get up, my princess. We’re living in a modern fairytale, even the princess has to catch some bad guys. You can play with your golden marbles later.”

“And you get a golden star if you do a good job today. You like them, don’t you? How many golden stars did you have?”

“I’ll kill Greg for that.”

“No you won’t.” Sofia followed her in the kitchen. “You’ll tell Janet something sweet about him to have your revenge.”

“Sounds good to me too.” Sara put the coffee container in Sofia’s hands. “Start the coffee, make something to eat, I’ll be with you in a minute. Dressed.”

“Pity, I like the shorts, nice legs.”

“You spent definitely too much time with Jules, Sofia.” Sara rolled her eyes and left the kitchen. What was wrong with them today? Why were they flirting? These kind of conversation she had usually with Greg or Jules, not with Sofia. 

“I checked the prints of the husband, his prints weren’t in the room.” Greg joined Sara in the lab. 

“If he was clever enough to take the gun away, he was also clever enough to wear gloves. I printed the door for knuckle prints, there are a few.”

“Room service.”

“For sure.”

“But if the killer wore gloves, he wore them also when he knocked.”

“I think so too. You don’t see the hands of the one in front of your door, you look for the face, open the door and that’s it. All he needed. On the other hand, when you see the man, you want to marry the next day, you don’t open the door, turn and go back in your room, you want to give him a proper welcome. And when you share a passionate kiss and your husband doesn’t touch you, that’s strange.”

“If he kisses you with gloves it’s also strange; except you’re into some games.”

“Like what?” Sara furrowed her brows skeptical. 

“I don’t know…CSI maybe? We wear gloves most times.”

“I don’t consider our job as very sexy.”

“Not? I consider you as very sexy.”

“Me or my gloves?”

“You.”

“So it’s not about the gloves. When you fantasized about me, you didn’t think of me wearing gloves, you thought of something else.”

“What makes you think that I fantasized about you?” Greg smiled.

“You had a crush on me, Greg. No need to deny it. I don’t want to know, what you were thinking, but I know, you had fantasies about me.” Sara grinned. No need for Greg to deny this fact, she knew it and he knew, she knew it. It had never bothered her, she had told her friend, his fantasy would never come true, but who was she to tell him, not to fantasize about her? The mind is free.

“You wore some things, never gloves. I wanted to feel your hands.” He blinked at her. “So, who do you let in your room, don’t get physical with and don’t mind, to go back to bed?”

“Mother. Best friend.”

“Sofia had the two maids of honor in interview room three, I took their prints.” He handed her a set with prints. 

“I’ll run them.” Sara scanned the prints. “Are they still in?”

“No, I was with them, left when they also left. Both are married, both spent the nights with their husbands. Sofia will check with them, but I think, they’ll verify it.”

“I take a guess, the mother is married too and spent the night with her husband?”

“Yes.”

The computer made a quiet beep and Sara’s attention went back to the screen. “No match.” 

“What did doc Robins say?”

“She was shot with a nine millimeter, the bullet is in ballistic. She had sex within the last twelve hours, no signs of force, her dinner was a mixed salad with chicken and a glass of white wine.”

“Do we know where she had dinner?”

“No, I didn’t find a receipt.”

“In that case, I’ll ask at the casino. Maybe she wasn’t alone. I mean, we assume at the moment, she let her killer in around two. Maybe the killer was with her the whole time.”

“I’ll call Archie to let him have a look at the tapes again. I don’t think she was on the phone for two hours with her secret lover around, but maybe her lover came after the phone calls. After all, she had sex twelve hours before she died and according to her mother, she had spent the whole day in the casino, getting her treats. If she had sex around noon, did she meet her husband or somebody else?”

“I understand, I’ll talk to the people of the beauty area. Maybe they saw her with a man. And I’ll try to find out, where she had lunch. She didn’t check into her room before six in the evening, I checked her papers.”

“And I’ll check if the mother, the friends or their partners own a nine millimeter. If one of them does, I want something more than “I was with my husband’ to believe them. The mother was negative on GSR, but she had a few hours to clean herself up. Does the vic have siblings?”

“Yes. Three brothers, one sister.”

“I’m not sure if you leave your robe at the door when you see your brother, but maybe your sister. You processed the cell phone, did the vic made any calls? Received calls?”

“No. All she got was a text around eight of her sister, telling her not to be too excited, the big day was there soon and it would be the best day of her life. The vic responded with something like, she was positive excited.”

“Nothing that indicates, she gets a visitor.”

“But, if I had an affair, I’d have a second cell phone.”

Sara stopped for a second. “You’re right. I didn’t find a second cell phone in her room. Did you?”

“No.”

“It’s maybe not the best idea to take your secret cell phone with you, she can’t hide in a pocket when she wears her dress. And the little handbag isn’t a good place either. So she has to keep it somewhere else…I think, I need to call the detective and take her with me to Maria’s place. I bet there’s a computer too. A sloppy e-mail from your lover? The boyfriend can’t check on your account when you don’t tell him your password.”

“There’s the possibility, that you waste a lot of energy on something, that doesn’t exist and you accuse a woman of something, she never did.” Jules had been listening to Greg’s and Sara’s conversation for a minute, without that the two noticed her. Now they turned, surprised to see the profiler. 

“That’s part of the job. We need to accuse a lot of people to get evidence. Or do you want to tell me, you’re sure Maria Fortunate didn’t have a lover?”

“I can’t tell you that.”

“Can you tell us anything else that might help us to find her killer?”

“No. Not yet.”

“In that case I’ll get Sofia and have a look at Fortunate’s place.” Sara got her cell out and called Sofia. 

“How many guests have been in Vegas already?” Jules asked.

“I’ve no idea. The mother said something like, she had to tell everybody.” Greg thought it was grotesque, you came for a wedding and could stay for a funeral instead. 

“Will they stick around for the funeral?”

“Probably. At least the bride’s side.”

“If you go with the secret lover theory, you might want to check on some of the guests.”

“I’ll talk to her mother, she might be able to tell me, what her daughter did. If she went to a gym on regular base, some groups, whatever. Most times the mother knows more than the partner.”

“Carlos Miguel didn’t strike me as a boyfriend, who doesn’t know what his girlfriend was doing.” Jules disagreed with Sara. “I think, he knew where she was and with whom.”

“There’s always a way to keep things secret.” 

Jules raised an eyebrow. 

“I gotta go, catch you guys later.” Sara took her kit and left the room without further words. 

Greg watcher her walking away before he turned to Jules.

“Did she just tell us, that there’s something, we don’t know about?”

“I am not entirely sure if she was talking about herself or about people in general.”

“You’re the profiler, the psychologist and her friend, you should know.”

“You’re her friend too, you don’t know and you can only guess. It’s Sara, some things she can keep secret.”

“But you’ll figure the secrets out.”

“I’ll try.” Jules didn’t like the idea that Sara had a secret, she didn’t know of. Not if this was a secret, it was better Jules knew of. But she had to talk with Sara first. If her friend didn’t want her to know, Jules had to accept it. 

“They didn’t share an apartment, that’s unusual for people, who wants to get married.” Sara had checked on the address of the fiancé and the vic, two different addresses. 

“Some couples need space.” Sofia tried to find an answer.

“Yeah, but do you get married then?”

“Why not? They wanted to buy a house, I remember the fiancé say. Why bother with moving two times, when you can just move into a house after the wedding? And if the apartments were convenient for their jobs, you can just stay over at your fiancé’s place when you’re lonely.”

“Looks like he saved the money for the wedding and the house.”

“You think really material, Sara.”

“It’s a material world.”

“Mhm.” Sofia opened the door to Maria Fortunate’s apartment. A tidy place, a door on the left, another one to the right. The big main room was for the kitchen and the living room. 

“You like the husband as the killer?”

“It’s not about who I like to be the killer, Sofia. It’s about facts. Fact is, he saves money, fact is, he has no alibi, fact is, it’s very weird that two people want to get married, have sex, but don’t share a place.”

“So if you want to get married, you want to share your condo with your partner before the wedding?”

“Yes.”

“What if, he has a condo too? Would you give yours up?”

“At one point probably.”

“And this point would be before the wedding.”

“This case is not about me, Sofia.”

“I know. Do you want me to help you searching for evidence?”

“Sure.” Sara smiled a bit. “I always appreciate your help.”

“And I always enjoy working with you.” Sofia hold Sara by her arm for a second. “Are you alright?”

“Yes. Just annoyed. It seems like the answer to this case is right in front of us and we don’t see it. I hate it when I feel like, I missed the most important point and the killer runs free because of that.”

“I don’t think you missed something. If there’s a hint of the killer, we’ll find it and we’ll find him.” 

“The good can’t always win.”

“No, but we make it as hard as possible for the bad guys to win. Come on, investigator, go and investigate the living room, I’ll start with the kitchen area.”

“What puts you in charge here?”

“The fact that I used to be a supervisor.”

“Acting supervisor...acting, like pretending…”

“Bitch.” Sofia smirked a bit. It was better having Sara insulting her than being strange like before. 

“I found a laptop.” Sara bagged the laptop. She would ask Archie to get into the e-mail account and possible communities online. 

“I found matching coffee mugs for him and her.” 

“Keep it in mind for your wedding one day.”

“I’ll put it on the list and expect you to buy a set.”

“Sounds like a cheap present, I take it.” Sara started to open all drawers, looked in boxes, under pillows. No cell phone. She started to look into some photo books. 

“You think, she has her lover on photo? Open to see for everybody?” Sofia had finished with the kitchen area. Nothing interesting hit her.

“Not her lover, but maybe I’ll find some people, she seemed to be very close to. Somebody, who shows up on photos all the time.”

“You know, she could have a female lover and nobody would think anything, if she has photos of them. Only two friends on a weekend trip, some girl’s time out.”

“Usually it’s a man. She wants to marry a man, why should she have an affair with a woman?”

“Because she can’t have a wedding with a woman. And a wedding with a man is the perfect alibi to make everybody believe, you’re not a lesbian. Would also explain why she kept her apartment.”

“I appreciate your open-minded ideas, detective, but our vic had sex twelve hours before she died and doc Robins didn’t say anything about, that she had sex with a woman. It seemed to me, he was talking about sex with a man.”

“Okay. I’ll have a look in the bathroom, maybe we can find a toothbrush with DNA, that doesn’t belong to the husband.”

“I think, we think too obvious.” Sara stopped the blonde. “Remember, the fiancé was in this apartment too. We need to look at a place, where he didn’t look for something.” Sara looked around, opened a closet, got something out, that looked to Sofia like wool and knitting needles. 

“Knitting?”

“For one it’s knitting…” Sara got her hand in the ball of wool. “…for others it’s the perfect place to hide a cell phone.” She got a cell phone out and smiled.

“Wow.”

“Where’s no way your curious and nosy fiancé has a look in the ball of wool. Always hide your thing in things, your boyfriend doesn’t like. Knitting stuff, cleaning stuff, they all don’t touch things like that.”

“Where did you learn that?”

“Life taught me well.” Sara turned on the cell phone. “Damn it, we need a pin number. Well, we’ve got computer for that in the lab. Do you think, there’s more of hidden things in here? Like love letters?”

“I doubt that. Let’s start with the cell phone and the laptop. That might be all we needed.” Sofia had a look at her watch. The night was still young, they could close the case until their shift ended. 

***

“Misses Miller, I haven’t seen you in a long, long time.” Jules smiled when Sofia entered the office. It had been three months, that Sofia had come in as Misses Miller. 

“I missed therapy, so I came back.”

“Therapy or your therapist?”

“Therapy. I’ve a friend, who reminds me a lot of you, doctor Weinberg.” Sofia sat on the couch. Had the furniture she scared first, made her feel uncomfortable, she liked it now. The couch was comfortable, in Sofia’s eyes, it was a shame, that she didn’t have a couch like that for her evenings in front of the TV.

“Really? Must be an amazing woman.” Jules laughed and handed Sofia her cola. No need to offer a tea, there was a can of cola for the blonde in the little fridge in the office. 

“She is. Thanks.”

“Did you tell her?”

“She knows it already.” Sofia took a sip. “Jules, is it okay when I go on coming here? I mean, we can meet anywhere else if you want.”

“I like my office. Or would you prefer to see me anywhere else?”

“I like your couch.”

“Good.”

“I’ve no real idea why I made this appointment with your secretary. I mean, he’s cute and I like to talk to him on the phone, but, I can’t really tell you any problems. I guess, I made the appointment because I simply wanted to talk to you in private, without having somebody interrupting us. Does that sound strange?”

“No, not at all.”

“Do you mind? I mean, it’s kind of wasting your time.”

“Oh Sofia.” Jules laughed out loud, got next to the blonde and hugged her. She doubted that it was possible to waste any time when Sofia was around. Even if they would sit around for an hour, not saying a word at all, Jules would appreciate the time with her friend. 

“I can’t waste my time as long as you’re around; but don’t tell Nina.”

“Everything we talk about here is confidential and won’t leave the room.” Sofia chuckled. That was suppose to be Jules’ sentence, now she could use it. 

“I see, you learnt. Tell me, how is living with the puppy?”

“Great. First I was a little bit concerned if it’s a good idea to move in with Greg, to move in with anybody at all. I mean, you do things like that when you’re young and want to save some money. But I’ve to say, it’s great. I’ve my own bathroom, I’ve my room, it’s like having my own apartment. We share the kitchen, but when I think about how often I used the kitchen in my old apartment since I’m part of this group, I don’t need a kitchen for myself.”

“No problems with Janet? She’s fine with you and Greg sharing the place?”

“Yes. It’s not like it’s likely that Greg and me have an affair.”

“Not? What makes it so impossible?”

“Beside the fact, that he’s into brunettes and I’m a blonde? I’m not interested in him. I love him as a friend, never want to miss him, but that’s it.”

“Honey, if you stop dying your hair, you’ll be a brunette.”

Sofia gave Jules the evil eyes for a second. That was a topic, she didn’t want to talk about. “I like being blonde, it suits me. Fits perfect to my blue eyes. Or do you want to see me as a brunette?”

“Yeah, I’d love to see a photo of you with brown hair.”

“I’ll show you one; if you promise you won’t mention it to the others.”

“Promise.” Jules laughed. 

“Good. I don’t want to have Greg coming after me, I don’t want to break his heart.”

“Can I ask you something very personal, Sofia?” Jules was serious now. 

“You’re the therapist, you can ask everything.”

“I’m your friend, not your therapist, that’s the difference between you and all the others. And as your friend I want to ask first, if you’re fine with a very private question.”

“I told you a lot of very private things. Things, I haven’t told anybody else of. So yes, ask me.”

“Did you ever think of having a relationship with a woman?”

“You have a girlfriend, Jules.”

“I wasn’t talking about me. I mean in general.”

“Do you think women are different from men? In relation to me and my problem.”

“I don’t know. Maybe. You ever thought of that?”

“Like, I can’t trust a man because I want a woman? Sounds strange and not likely. I am attracted to man. At least I have so far.” It was easy to say, she’d never be attracted to a woman, but she couldn’t be sure, could she? She was also sure, she could never tell anybody what happened to her in high school and she told it two people already. It seemed like she met Jules, was friend with Sara and Greg, nothing was impossible anymore. 

“Have you never been attracted to a woman? High school, college, gym?”

“Where do you want to go with this, Jules?” Sofia didn’t feel comfortable talking about this. She didn’t want to think about women, she wanted to know, what she could do, that she could trust a man to have a relationship.

“I want you to think about why you push men away. Is it really because of your experience in high school? And could you feel better when you have a woman by your side? You don’t have to answer that to me, Sofia, just think about it. I’ll end this topic now.” Jules could feel, Sofia wasn’t comfortable anymore. She didn’t want to answer, she didn’t want to think about this topic right now. 

“Tell me what we do on our next night off. Are we all due for a dance?”

“Yes. But can you go out and have fun with a woman by your side? Won’t you feel bored and chained? Now that you’re not allowed to flirt anymore.”

“I’m still allowed to flirt, everything else, I’ve my wonderful girlfriend for. I’m not interested in anybody else.”

“Why did Nina not take the job at LVPD? She could have have the other part of the profiler job.”

“We don’t want to mix our private life and the job up. And we don’t think it’s wise to work together, there are a lot of people, who would give us a hard time. They all know about her and me, so there’s no chance to keep it low and out of work. She’s working with the Feds, that’s alright. Same side of the fence, but very different employer. Sooner or later we’ll step on each others toes.”

“And you don’t mind that?”

“No, it’s all business. She’ll give her best to her boss, I’ll do the same with mine. Actually only our bosses will have trouble, Nina and me will be alright.”

“I hope you’re right with that.”

“We talked about that. It’s amazing how many problems you can solve when you only talk to your partner or whoever is involved with your problem.”

“You have to say something like that, you’re a psychologist, you do nothing else than talking, making people talk and get your clues out of conversations. If people wouldn’t talk anymore, you were without a job.”

“Ricardo Sallasa.” Sara gave Sofia a copy of a driver’s license. 

“Who’s that?”

“The man, who sent very romantic emails to our vic, he also sent her text messages a few times a day. And yes, she answered in the same way. They weren’t holding back in their conversations.”

“You got that from the phone and the computer?”

“Yes. Archie did the computer part, I worked the phone. You think, you could get this man in? I’d like to talk to him.”

“It’s my job.”

“Yeah, you’re the detective, go detect.”

“I’ll get him in, get you everything we need to nail him. I want to close this case tonight. Do you think you can do that, investigator?”

“I know how to do my job, go and do yours.” Sara smiled a bit. “And be careful, he has a gun. A registered nine millimeter.”

“You were busy, weren’t you?”

“Kind of.”

“Did you go home to sleep?”

“I had a snooze in the lab, two hours. Sometimes you need to sacrifice your sleep to close a case.”

“No comment on that.” Sofia herself had only four hours of sleep and one hours with Jules, before she came back to the department. She took the copy and left the room. Time to bring a suspect in. 

“He isn’t in the system.” Greg had tried to find something out about Ricardo Sallasa. 

“Did you find anything about him?”

“Well, thanks to goole and Facebook, people don’t have secrets anymore. I found him, he works in a fast food restaurant, twenty-nine, not married, no kids. There are no photos of our victim on his Facebook account but see this.” He handed her a printout. 

“Isn’t that the husband?”

“Yes, that is the fiancé and – if Maria would be still alive – now her husband. They worked together.”

“She comes along, wants to visit him at his job, meets Sallasa. They start an affair. So far, we have a lovely story how they met, but why did he shoot her? If he wanted her, all he had to do was killing the husband. Now she’s gone, he won’t have her.”

“If I can’t have her, nobody will have her.” Greg simply said. “The old way of thinking. Alive and mine or dead. Some guys just can’t take a ‘no’ as an answer.” Sara had to think of Sofia, and the little things, the blonde had told her about her life. Sofia knew, that some guys took whatever they wanted and left the rest behind. The only difference was, Sofia was alive. 

“I wonder if that thinking will ever leave people’s head.”

“It won’t and you know that. That’s why our job is safe, which is in a very sad way good to know. Want to talk to Sallasa when he’s in?”

“You found the photo.”

“You found him. Besides, I go on with the evidence. Maybe I can bring you something more, I’m sure Maria Fortunate had an account too.”

“Yeah, but you won’t find anything on that, she used her laptop for Sallasa and I’m sure, she used another name if she had any contacts to him via Facebook or something like that.”

“Maybe he did the same.”

“Maybe you should have a look inside his apartment while he is here. Call the judge, get a warrant.”

“Alright, boss.”

Sara slapped him softly of the back of his head. He knew, she hated it, when he called her boss. They were both CSI, she wasn’t better than him. She had just more experience in the field. For that, he was more experienced in the lab. 

“What happened to you?” Sara almost dropped her cup of coffee when she saw Sofia. The detective had a band aid over her left eye and some visible scratches on her arms. 

“Our person of interest made himself guilty of assaulting an officer. He didn’t like that I invited him over. Got me once in the face and when another officer tried to cuff him and I wanted to help out, he played nasty kitten.”

“Are you alright?” Sara took a closer look at the scratches. They weren’t deep, she didn’t have to worry about them. “Your eye?”

“Four stitches. Nothing to worry about.”

“Concussion?”

“No. I’m alright, Sara. Really.”

“You’ll go home after this, Sofia.”

“The last time I checked, you were a CSI and not my captain. I’ll stay at least until we’ve closed the case. Don’t argue with me, you’d do the same, we both know that. Do you have anything on Sallasa?”

“Greg found out, he worked together with Carlos Miguel. Probably he met Maria Fortunate when she visited her fiancé. He’s over at Sallasa’s place now, got a warrant and will look for some evidence of her in his apartment. Did you see anything?”

“We never went in. He was outside in the garden, we had the fight and went back here.”

“Who stitched you?”

“I was at the doctor, Sara. Stop worrying.”

“I can’t. If I’d stop worrying, it meant, I stopped seeing you as an important person to me. That won’t happen.” Sara’s words were soft, almost fragile. Sofia felt like hugging her friend, but they were in the department, she couldn’t do that here. Instead she took Sara’s cup of coffee and stroke with her finger shortly over Sara’s hand, when she took the cup. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.” Sara smiled a bit. “Come on, let’s kick his ass for that.”

“You’re not suppose to take cases personal.”

“If the little wanker hurts my friend, I take it very personal.” Sara opened the door to the interrogation room. Ricardo Sallasa was sitting on a chair across the room, grinning. He didn’t seem to have any injuries. When he saw Sofia, he smiled. 

“Haven’t got enough, puta?”

“Ricardo Sallasa, that’s Sara Sidle with the crime lab.” Sofia ignored the insult.

“Another puta.”

“Do you need an interpreter?” Sara asked the man cold.

“No.”

“In that case, I’d appreciate it when you talk in English.”

“Why don’t you just go on your knees for me?”

“Did you say the same to Maria Fortunate when you killed her?” Sara ignored his suggestion. She had heard worse things. 

“Mind your own business.”

“Since I was the one who examined her room, who had to look at her, dead on the bed, one night before her wedding, she is my business. What did happen, Ricardo? Did she broke your heart?”

“Coño.”

“I don’t speak Spanish.”

“So far, he hasn’t said anything smart.” Sofia leant back. “No need to understand him, he’s obsessed with the female anatomy.”

“Most men are obsessed with things, they can’t have.”

“I get every chica I want.”

“Beside Maria. No wait, you had her. In fact, you had sex with her. The day before she got married. Was that the last try to make her change her mind? A man like you, Ricardo, doesn’t like to share a woman. She was about to marry your colleague. I bet that was really bad for your ego. Did you plan to go on with your little affair after the wedding?”

“I bet she told you, it was over once she was married.” Sofia said. “I bet, the sex the day before her wedding, was the good-bye sex. Looks like she loved her fiancé more. Or you weren’t good enough to make her change her mind. Which one was it, Ricardo?”

“She was mine.”

“She was about to become Carlos Miguel’s wife. And you knew, she’d remind you of your waterloo whenever she showed up to visit her husband at work. You and Carlos, you worked together. That’s how you met her. Did you flirt with her when he wasn’t looking?”

“I get every chica I want, why bother with this one?”

“Because you always want what you can’t have. That’s just human.”

“Bullshit.”

“Okay, let’s go to the facts.” Sara put a photo with a gun on the table. “That’s your gun, a nine millimeter.”

“And?”

“Maria was shot with a nine millimeter. The detective found the gun on you when you assaulted her. Your gun is now in the lab, we’ll test it and when we find out, it was the same gun, that killed Maria Fortunate, you look at murder one. You know what that means. You’ll stay the rest of your sorry life in jail, might even get the needle. Just because you’ve got an ego issue.”

“Nobody leaves Ricardo Sallasa.”

At least not alive. To give you something for your ego, I’ve to tell you, you were good. You didn’t leave any traces in the room, no fingerprints, no DNA. There weren’t even any DNA on her, so you didn’t share a long kiss when she opened the door for you. What I don’t understand is, why did she leave her robe at the door? Or wasn’t the sex around noon the last sex? Was the sex, you were there for, supposed to be the last sex? She opens the door, gets back to the bed and you shoot. Did it make you feel like a real man? To shoot a woman? An unarmed woman.”

“Nobody tells me when something is over.”

“I tell you, your life is over when we get all the evidence we need. So far, it looks good for us and bad for you.”

“Won’t go down because of dos putas.”

“You’ll go down because you shot a woman.”

“Lawyer.”

“They always cry for a lawyer when they have nowhere else to go. Cowards.” Sofia took a mouthful of water. 

“Go home.” Sara put her hand on Sofia’s shoulder. She had seen how her friend tried to smuggle a pill into the water without having her seen it. 

“I’m fine.”

“You’ve a headache. Don’t make me call Brass and have you send home in a black and white.”

“Don’t baby me.”

“Then act like a responsible adult and go home. There’s nothing left you can do, Sallasa is in custody, we’ll work the evidence, you can call it a night. Please.”

Sofia sighed. “I hate when you asked me to leave.”

“You know it’s better for you.”

“And you know, I can’t reject a wish of you. Call me if anything happens, okay? Anything you might need my help with.”

“I will. But I won’t call you for little things and I also won’t call you, if we get the evidence we need. I’ll tell you later, but not while you’re sleeping.”

“When will you go home?”

“As soon as we have everything we need or as soon as there’s nothing left for me to do. I won’t sleep in the lab again.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“Okay.” Sofia got up. “I’ll see you later.”

“Later, detective.” 

“You know what the best part of my new job as a profiler is?” Jules got her arm around Sara and pulled her close to her. They were in the “Double Choc”, having a night off. Together with Greg and Sofia, they had arranged an evening out for only the four of them. In honor of their old days. 

“You met Nina.”

“Well, I did that while I was a trainee, I’m talking about the actual job as a profiler.”

“Money on a regular basis? Not too worry about if you’ll have enough patients to pay the bills? Living in a condo of your own, only tow blocks away from mine and knowing, you earn enough money to pay for it?”

“Again, you think too much as an investigator and not like a human. Try to focus on things you can’t buy.”

“It has a lovely view.” Sara smiled. 

“I should punish you for that, Sara Sidle. You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” Jules kissed Sara’s cheek softly. “I love working with you. I love watching you doing your job, I love to have you around me, to know, you’re alright. No matter if day or night, I’m always happy when I go to a scene and see you.”

“Ditto.”

“That was the reason why I never wanted to work for the Feds. They pay better than the LVPD, but I wanted to work with you. If you get a case and the Feds want to mess in it, we had to work on the same fence but not together.”

“That might  happen with you and Nina now.”

“We can handle that.”

“What makes you think, I can’t handle it when you’re a Fed?”

“I couldn’t handle it. I don’t want to hold anything back because my boss wants it that way. I want to work with you, that means, I want to be absolutely open and honest.”

“Good to know.” Sara snuggled into Jules’ arms. “We’ll get in trouble if we go on like this.”

“No, we won’t.” 

“Somebody could tell her, you had me this close.”

“I’ll tell her. There’s no need to pretend, we’re not close. She knew, we were sharing a bed when I was over during my trainee time. She was fine with that. We don’t have an open relationship, we’ve a relationship build on trust. I trust her when she’s away, there is no jealousy.” Nina was gone for a week to Denver. Her boss sent her there, the FBI had a big case up north and needed another profiler. As long as there wasn’t anything big happen in Las Vegas, Nina had to stay there. 

“She’ll be back Wednesday?”

“Yes. If nothing comes up and changes the plan. If it does, I’ll go up next weekend and visit her. Do you want to join me?”

“I think, you and Nina are fine without me. I’ll stay with the rest in Vegas, I’m sure there’ll be enough work around for me.”

“There’s always enough work.”

“Yes.”

“Hey, the blonde is getting closer to the guy, she found an hour ago.” Greg joined them and turned their attention to Sofia, who was dancing with a man, she met this night.

“There’s not much space between them.” Jules cocked her head. 

“No, I wonder if he gets her home tonight. It’s about time that Sofia gets somebody. What brings me to Sara…”

“Just leave us alone, Greg, will you?”

“Snappy. Means I’m right and she thinks the same.”

“Can’t see you moving away, puppy.”

“I won’t make a single step without a kiss of both of you.”

“Janet?”

“Doesn’t mind.”

“You think.” Jules kissed Greg on the cheek. 

“I know.” He held his cheek to Sara. 

“You’re annoying, puppy.” She pulled him in her arms and kissed him. “Go and play, but be a good puppy.”

“I am. I met a guy, who is the same bowling center than I am. We’ll have a battle with the darts now. Your kisses were my lucky charm. Can’t lose with them. Thanks bitches.” He grinned and left. 

“You know, if anybody else calls us bitches, we’d be mad.” Sara chuckled.

“Yeah, but the puppy can call us a bitch, because that’s what we are. Beautiful, intelligent, talented, charming and hot.”

“So what does puppy stand for?”

“Playful, unusual…uhm…”

“Perfect, protective and…”

“Youngish.”

“Yes, that’s our puppy.” Sara smiled. She was sure, Greg liked that. “You think, it’s something serious with Sofia and this man?”

“I don’t know.” Jules looked at Sofia, who was still dancing with the man. Neither Jules nor Sara knew him, but that didn’t mean anything. 

“She’ll push him away, as soon as he tries to get a little bit closer to her. He will think, he can take her home and as soon as he suggests something like that, she’ll push him away with no chance of a second change.”

“You think?” 

“We both know.” Sara looked at Jules. “I don’t need to be a psychologist, I don’t need to know what you talk with her, when she comes alone as Misses Miller. She thinks, men only want to use her, that they’re gone when she wakes up.”

“How much did she tell you?”

“A lot. You know she kind of dared me?”

“Did she? Again? How?”

“More or less she said, I can’t make her having sex with me. No matter what I’d try. Under other circumstances I had proved her wrong…”

“But you won’t do that?”

“Like I told her, if I’d do that, she knew, it wasn’t to use her.”

“Proving her wrong only to be right is like using her.”

“And we both know, I don’t do anything, that might hurt her. All I’ll do is, making sure, this guy will accept the refusal and if he doesn’t, I’ll make him understand. Like this idiot a few months ago.”

“The CSI takes care of the detective.”

“When we’re off duty, yes. When we’re working, she takes care of me. I think, it’s a very balanced relationship.” Sara grinned. She knew, she could trust Sofia with her life when they were out in the fields and she hoped, Sofia knew the same, when they were off duty. That was a reason you had friends, to make and be sure, they’re alright. 

“You lost the brunette, who was all over you.” Sofia sat next to Sara, who was sitting on the bar, drinking a cocktail. 

“She’s at home.”

“Without you?”

“Yes. What about your dancer?”

“Home.”

“Without you?” Sara turned the table. 

“Yes. I told him what he can expect from this evening and he wasn’t longer interested. At least he accepted my decision.”

“If not, I had an eye on you. You were safe, detective.”

“I’m always safe when you’re around.” Sofia got her arm around Sara and put her head on Sara’s shoulder. 

“Want something to drink, Sofia?” The bartender asked. 

“No, thanks. I think, I hold on to your ex.”

“She better than any drink I could fix you.” He smiled and walked away. 

“Why did you leave him? He’s nice.”

“He is. But I felt, it’s nothing that will last for a long time. We had a few really nice months, I don’t regret anything, but it was clear, it won’t be a relationship for a long time. And I want something, that might work out a longer time, nothing for a few months.”

“You’re ready to settle down?”

“Yes.” Sara laughed. “Sounds awful old and boring.”

“No, it doesn’t.”

“It depends on who you ask.”

“You can ask me.”

“I know your answer.”

“Like it?”

“Yes.” Sara finished her drink.

“Care for a dance?”

“You haven’t danced enough tonight?”

“No, I skipped the gym this week, it’s my work out.”

“Can’t let you lose this stunning body of yours.” Sara grinned and got up. 

“No, you’ve to take care of my body, that includes making sure, I’ll stay fit.” Sofia smirked. She loved dancing, it was the best kind of workout, you could get. 

After a lot of fast songs the DJ had changed his mind and had put on a slow song. Sofia got her arms around Sara, her head back on the shoulder of the brunette and snuggled into her arms. 

“I bet your guy will be regret it now that he isn’t with you anymore.” Sara said with a smile. 

“His own fault. But to be fair, he never had a chance, I never had any intentions to take him home, to see him again. I saw him dancing, he is a really good dancer, that was all I was after. Somebody to dance with. You were occupied with Jules.”

“One word and I had made some space for you, detective.”

“No, I want you to have some quality time with your psychologist. I have my monthly appointment with her, you need to get your time with her, when Nina isn’t there. And like I said, he is a really good dancer.”

“Unfortunately, he wanted to dance with you not only on the dance floor.”

“Yes.”

“Can’t blame him for that.”

“No chance.” Sofia closed her eyes. She felt good and safe in Sara’s arms. Why did she waste time with the guy? Okay, it wasn’t a waste of time, but Sara was a good dancer too. She should just dance with Sara all nights long, then she didn’t have to send anybody away. Didn’t have to fight this little fear, that was always there and told her, the man might not accept her refusal and got aggressive. Or that she might end up acting again like in high school and couldn’t stop men from harming her. 

“Is the puppy still around?” Sofia hadn’t really seen Greg tonight. 

“No, he left.”

“Shall we leave too?”

“If you want.”

“Your place or mine?”

“We’ve the same way home, it doesn’t matter.” Sara blinked. “I get us a taxi.”

“What’s wrong with a walk? I think, I had a drink too much and could use some fresh air if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t.”

They left the club and started their walk home. It was around a dozen blocks, not the best area, but also not an area, they had to worry too much. As long as they were together, they should be fine. 

“Where had the puppy been all night long?”

“He met a guy, he bowls with, and they wanted to have a dart competition. Came to Jules and me to collect two kisses for good luck.”

“He forgot me?”

“No, he didn’t want to disturb you and the guy.”

“Greg will never disturb me with a guy. Any guy, who gets pissed because he talks to me, can go home immediately.”

Sara laughed. 

“What?”

“Oh, I just thought, it must be a group thing, that we all want to send people, who don’t want to accept our friendship, away.”

“The three of you are very important to me, if anybody doesn’t accept that, this person is wrong for me. Nina and Janet are great, they don’t mind when Greg and Jules want to have some time with us alone, they also enjoy spending time with us. Why are they no members of our club?”

“You can’t be a member when you’re involved with one of us. No relationship in the group, that endangered the group.”

“I didn’t read that paragraph.”

“Seems like you didn’t really read anything of the contract you signed.”

“Not really. Why was Jules hitting on me all the time? She was violating the rules.”

“She knew you’d say no. She was never serious.”

“Never serious? I felt important for no reason?”

“Sofia.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. 

“I know, I am important.”

“Very important.”

“Thanks.” Sofia got her arm around Sara’s waist. “Can I ask you something, Sara?”

“Sure.”

“Can you imagine to go on holidays with me? I haven’t been away for ages and I’d like to see the ocean again.”

“When we both can have some days off together, I’ll come with you. What do you think of San Francisco?”

“I’ve never seen the Golden Gate Bridge.”

“We walk over it or rent a bike and have a bicycle tour along the harbor. See Alcatraz, Lombard Street and get lost in the million shops.”

“Since when are you interested in shopping?”

“Since I can do it with you.”

“Cute.” Sofia pulled Sara spontaneous in her arms and kissed her cheek before she got her keys out. “Home sweet home.” They got the elevator and stepped in. The last level, their level. The whole building was quiet, probably they were the last to come home tonight. 

“Now we’re back to the old topic.” Sofia said when they left the elevator.

“Which topic?”

“Your place or my place? Left door or right door?”

“What makes you think we won’t go each in our own condo?”

“I don’t want to.”

“Don’t play this game, Sofia.” Sara warned quietly. “You can do a lot of things, but don’t dare me too much. You know from yourself what can happen, if people dare you. You end up doing things, you usually don’t do. So think good and carefully what you’re doing. Don’t dare me if you can’t take any possible consequences.” Sara knew her limits, Sara knew her body, she knew her intentions and she knew, that there was a line and if she crossed this line, or was made to cross it, there was no way back.

“Are you warning me?”

“I’m fair.”

“What if I want to play?”

“Don’t do it. Please.”

“Okay.” Sofia sighed. “I’ll see you later for lunch.”

“Yeah. Have a good rest of the night.”

“You too.” 

Sara opened the door to her condo. She didn’t have to see the boots to know, Jules was in her guest room. Sara’s place was two blocks further away from the club, but Jules preferred to stay here instead of her own place. They’d have lunch together, together with Sofia, Greg and Janet. 

She went the bathroom, stripped down and entered the shower. Just a quick shower to get rid off the sweat and then it was time to go to bed. She was tired, somehow dancing all night made her more tired than working a double. But it was more fun, so Sara didn’t mind. After applying her body lotion and a minute with the hair dryer, so that her pillow wouldn’t be soaking wet, Sara left to her bedroom. She didn’t need light in her hallway, she knew her way. And because she made the decision, she wouldn’t bother with looking for her sleep shirt and boxers, she didn’t need the light in her bedroom either. 

She had just closed the door when she realized, somebody was in her room. There was only a little bit of light coming in, but it was enough to see, somebody was in her bed. Seems like Jules didn’t feel like sleeping in the guest room. Sara stopped for a second. Was she supposed to get her sleep shirt and boxes now? Months ago, she didn’t mind sleeping naked next to Jules, but her friend was in a relationship now, Nina would probably not appreciate it, when Sara was naked in bed with Jules. 

It was likely that her clothes were in the bed. Well, Nina had to live with the knowledge, Sara was naked next to Jules or Jules had to leave this little detail out of their conversation. Sara didn’t want to turn on the light and wake Jules up, only to find something to wear. 

She lifted the blanket and got into bed. She could just stay on her side and everything was less bad. What was she thinking? It wasn’t bad at all. She didn’t have any intentions to do anything, all she wanted was to sleep. Was it better to go and sleep in the guest room? Maybe she could get a shirt and a boxer from her laundry. Better than nothing, wasn’t it? She was about to move the blanket again, so that she could leave the bed, when an arm got around her and pulled her in. The second skin met skin she knew, it wasn’t Jules, who was in her bed. 

“What took you so long?”

“What are you doing here?”

“I missed you.” The arm stayed around her, pulled her closer to a warm body. A leg got over her legs, made it impossible to leave. She was caught in her own bed. 

“I…”

“You forgot to get dressed.”

“My shirt is somewhere here.”

“If you want it, you need to undress me, I wear it.”

“Why?”

“I was too lazy to get my stuff.”

“Let me just get another shirt.” The arm and the leg stayed, there was no way, Sara could leave her bed. 

“I don’t want you to leave.”

“I need something to wear.”

“No, you don’t.” Lips kissed her gently on the throat. “There’s really no need for that.”

“Don’t.”

“Why?”

“Because…” Because it was wrong, because they’d regret it, because…if they didn’t stop now, it was too late.

“I dare you.”

“I won’t give in.”

“Are you daring me now? You know what happened the last time you dared me, don’t you, Sara?”

Yes she did. She could remember. 

“Sofia…”

“No.” Sofia’s lips had worked their way up to Sara’s mouth, kissed the corner of her mouth, her tongue stroking over the lips. 

“We…” The begin of the word was enough to give Sofia the chance to enter Sara’s mouth. Gently her tongue touched Saras, the lips of the blonde getting harder on Saras and Sofia’s right hand found Sara’s nipple, starting to rub it. 

It was wrong, it couldn’t be right, Sara knew it. But  she left the limit far behind, she knew, there was no way back. Sofia had pulled her too far, had made her lose her limit, had made her forget what was right and wrong. Sara started to respond the kiss, let her tongue play with Sofias. Some mistakes, you just have to make. 

When Sara woke up she thought, she had a weird dream. Sofia in her bed, kissing the blonde, her hands everywhere. A really weird dream. She must have had the wrong drinks last night, there was no other explanation for these dreams. 

“Slept tight?”

Sara almost got a heart attack. Not only that this voice was definitely Sofia’s voice, she also realized at the same moment, she heard that voice, she was naked. It was a dream, wasn’t it? Dreams couldn’t be reality, could they? 

“Y-y-yes. Thanks. And you ?”If she let her eyes closed, this might be a dream too and she would wake up and everything was, like it was suppose to be.

“Perfect. You’re a little bit pale, Sara.”

“I’m…” She didn’t dare to look at Sofia, what if she found out, the blonde was naked too? All her hopes, that she had only a weird dreams, would gone then. 

“Shit, tell me it was a dream, Sofia. Tell me, it wasn’t real.”

“Depends on what you’re talking about.”

“Are you dressed or naked?”

“Why don’t you look for yourself?”

“I can’t.”

“Not?” Sofia’s arm slipped over Sara and a second later, Sofia’s body was on top of Sara. Skin on skin. The chances, this was a dream too, were small. To be honest, they didn’t exist. 

“Shit.”

“You’re not very nice, Sara.”

“I’m…” Shocked? Horrified? Dead? 

“Tensed.” Sofia got her arms under Sara’s head, pulled her up a bit and kissed her. 

“Sofia…”

“Try to relax a bit, Sara, will you?”

“How am I suppose to do that?”

“Try it.” Sofia slipped down of Sara, pulled in her arms and kissed the naked shoulder with a little kiss. “Maybe I should talk to you.”

“Okay.” Talk was good, wasn’t it?

“Jules asked me a question the last time I was in her office.”

Jules wasn’t a good topic, Sara didn’t want to talk about Jules, she didn’t want to listen about anything of Jules and she didn’t want her friend to be in her condo at the moment. She had one huge problem, she didn’t need a second. 

“I thought, she’s there to give advice and not asking questions.”

“Sometimes you get an advice by a question.”

“Okay.”

“She asked me if it’s possible that I push away men because I want to be with a woman.”

“Is she trying to hit on you?”

“No.” Sofia chuckled. “She didn’t want an answer and changed the topic after that question immediately. But it stayed in my head and I started to think about it. There had been a lot of men I was interested in, a lot of men I spent time with, but as soon as they came closer to me, I pushed them away. I slept with some, I had a kind of relationship with some, but I never felt like, I could stay with them for a long time. Sooner or later – most times very soon – I got scared, they’ll leave me. So I pushed them away. 

I never had the feeling with anybody I met, I could trust this person. Trust them regardless whatever was about to happen to me. You are the first person I trust. Completely. Even if I haven’t told you as much of my life as I have Jules, I felt always closer to you. I knew, when I was with you, everything was alright, nothing could happen to me. There’s no way you’ll hurt me in any kind of way, use me.”

“Until last night.”

“First of all, it was me, who sneaked into your bed. You wanted to leave, I made you stay, didn’t let you go. Second, you warned me out in the hallway, I didn’t care, ignored it. I wanted it this way. I knew what I was doing. Third, you didn’t do anything, Sara. I don’t know what you can remember, I’ve the feeling, there are some blank moments, but I can assure you, you didn’t do anything. We kissed, that’s all. We never had sex. You stopped me. It was you, who said no and made me stop. You didn’t use me, you didn’t try anything, you acted the way you thought, is the best for me.”

“Thanks God for that.” Sara sighed released. It was still bad, but it wasn’t a huge nightmare anymore, only a big one. 

Sofia laughed. “If I think of all the men I sent away, who wanted nothing else than to have sex with me and go and now I hear you., talking like the thought of sex with me is like a dangerous disease, I know why I’m here.”

“I didn’t want to be rude…” Finally Sara managed to look at Sofia. The blonde was smiling, she didn’t look a little bit upset, didn’t look tensed. 

“I know. No offense taken, relax. I don’t regret anything that happened last night and I hope, neither do you.”

“I’m not sure. We’re not suppose to do…that.”

“Forget for a second these non-existing rules of our club.”

“I didn’t think of that, I thought of us.”

“We’re not suppose to be an us?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because…it can’t be right. We work together, we’re friends, we…this will only make things complicated.”

“Only if we make them complicated.”

“What makes you sure, you won’t push me away?”

“Because you never tried to force me into something. You try to stop me, exactly the opposite of what all the others tried. And the fact that I trust you with my life. No partner before had that.”

“I’m still not convinced that this is a good idea.”

“I won’t try to convince you. There’s no need to hurry into something. But – and that’s new for you and me – I will try to change your mind. In a very gentle and careful way. I’ll hit on you, Sara.” Sofia had to laugh when she said that. It sounded weird to her. But it was the conclusion she came to when she thought about Jules’ question. When she let go of all fears and was honest to herself.

“And you’ll accept a no?”

“I will. At least for a minute and then I’ll try another way. Like when you say no to a dance, I’ll try to get you into having a drink with me. If you tell me, you won’t come into my bed, I’ll surprise you in your bed.”

“You did that already.”

“Yes. I should feel sorry for that but I don’t. But what I will do is, I’ll stop everything when you tell me, that you don’t want me to come after you. You tell me, you are not interested in me, you don’t want to have a relationship with me and I’ll back off immediately. But as long as you’re not sure what you want, I’ll try to make up your mind and go for me. Is that alright with you?”

Sara thought about that. Sofia wanted to be with her, wanted more than just being friends. Was she able to give that to the blonde? Could she imagine to be with Sofia? Did she have feelings strong enough? No, she knew, they were strong enough, but were these feelings the kind of feelings, you had for a lover? Or was it more a very strong friendship, like she had with Jules? 

“I need to figure out what exactly I feel for you, Sofia. If my feelings for you are the same like for Jules, it won’t work out and I’d like to spare us the problems and the disappointment.” 

“Fair enough.” Sofia smiled a bit. 

“But I have to say, I really like your lips. You’re a good kisser, detective Curtis.”

“Thanks. Whenever you feel like having another taste of my lips, tell me, I’ll be more than happy to give you a new sample.”

“I might want one now.”

“My pleasure.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms. If she could help Sara to find out what she wanted by kissing her, she was more than happy to obey theses wishes. 

Time for herself was short, time to think too. Sara had left work on time today, went home after a little stop at a bakery, getting some fresh bagels. With them and a coffee, she made herself comfortable on her balcony. The sun was up, it was almost eighty degrees, the day was suppose to be warm and perfect for some time out. What a pity she had to spend the day in bed to be awake the next night. 

“Hey.” So much for time for herself. Sofia was at the door frame, watching Sara. 

“Hi, you finished on time.”

“Yes. Want to be alone?”

“I wanted, yes, but stay.”

“Sure?”

“Yes.”

“I can leave you alone Sara. That’s no problem. It’s not like my place is far away and I’ve to drive half an hour to be home. It’s less than half a minute.”

Sara put her coffee away and petted on her lap as a sign for Sofia to sit down there. 

Slowly the blonde came to Sara, sat down.

“I think we should use the moment to talk in private. I mean, I’ve no idea for how long we’ll be alone here, it’s possible at all times that somebody just comes on the balcony, my front door is a kind of revolving door sometimes…”

“Not today.”

“How come?”

“I locked it after I came in, let the key in the lock. The keys won’t work, we’ll be alone.”

“Sneaky detective.”

“I’ve my ways to make sure we’re alone, yes.”

“I see that. Although we’ve no reason to hide.”

“No, we don’t. I’m sure they’ll know very soon – or does Jules know already that something has changed?”

“I haven’t told her anything, she didn’t ask.”

“Same here.”

“If she knows, she’ll wait until we’ll do the first step. She is smart, unfortunately she knows me too well, so I’ve less hope I can keep a secret from her. And to be honest, I don’t want to have a secret.”

“Neither do I.”

Sara got her arms around Sofia, held the hands of the blonde. “I owe you a decision.”

“You don’t owe me anything, Sara.”

“We both know I do.” Sara didn’t want to keep this in a kind of nimbus for a long time. She didn’t like being left in the nowhere, preferred to have a clear answer and get things straight. 

“So, what is your decision? Please don’t do anything you don’t really want only to please me. I can handle it when you tell me, we’ll be only friends. To be your friend is priceless, it’s not like a consolations gift. It’s really…”

Sara stopped Sofia by putting her index finger on the blonde’s lips. 

“I thought about everything, I thought about my feelings to you and what they mean. I do have feelings for you, Sofia, no need to deny that. You’re very important to me, you’re a part of my life, I don’t want to lose you in any kind of way. We had a rough start, mostly because of me. It changed after we got to know each other better. 

The problem isn’t that, I’ve problems to say, we can try it. The problem is, I don’t think it will be something, that will work out the way we want it to work out. We might be a happy couple for a few weeks, months, but I really don’t see us as lovers for a long period. It is more friendship, deep friendship, I feel for you. 

Last  night was dangerous, we played with the fire and almost got burnt badly. I saw the line all the time, I knew exactly when we crossed the line and knew, I had to go back behind that line somehow. I’m glad it worked out at least a little bit. I’m sure, if we had sex last night, it would become a problem sooner or later and I don’t want any problems or hard feelings between us. 

So yes, I really appreciate your interest and I’m honored that you think, you can trust me enough, so that you won’t leave me. I appreciate that you want to fight for me, that you want to try everything to make me yours, but I’ve to ask you, to back off. I don’t want another last night, because I know, I won’t be able to deny your wishes another time. And I would regret that as soon as I wake up the next morning. I never want to regret anything, that has something to do with you.

I hope you can understand and accept my decision.”

Sofia said nothing. She had hoped Sara’s decision would be something else. She had hoped, she and Sara could try it. She was so sure, this could be a relationship. She won’t run, won’t push her lover away. But she could see Sara’s arguments, didn’t agree with all of them, even if they made perfect sense. 

“I’m sorry, Sofia.”

“Don’t be.” Sofia looked into Sara’s eyes and saw the sorrow. “Don’t be sorry for being honest. That’s what I wanted all the time, I wanted the people, I feel something for, be honest to me. If you want people to be honest, you have to accept, that they might tell you things, you don’t like to hear. That doesn’t mean, these things are wrong. You told me about your feelings, you told me about your decision, I know you thought about all this very good. You’re not somebody, who makes a decision easily, not if your decision influences other people. 

You think, it’s not possible for us to have a long relationship. I’m glad you’re honest enough to tell me before we start something, most people wouldn’t. They’d try it and blame it on whatever after it doesn’t work out. I’m disappointed, yes. It hurts to hear your answer, yes. I wanted to try it with you, yes. But I understand you and if I listen deep inside me, to the sensible part of me, that’s buried deep down at the moment, I know you’re right. 

But it sucks.”

Sara pulled Sofia closer in her arms. “I know, it sucks big time.”

“You pushed away a stunning blonde.”

“Stupid me.”

“If you were stupid, it would be easier to accept. You are a smart woman and you’re right, that makes it even harder.” Sofia buried her face in Sara’s hair. It felt so good to have the brunette around, to be with her. How comes that the sensitive things always sucked? 

“I’m sure it’s the right and best decision, but I’d feel better right now, if you had said, you want me in your bed; right here, right now.” Sofia whined. 

Sara chuckled. “I can say that, but you won’t get what you had in mind when you came in my bed that night.”

“I am still welcome in your bed?”

“Yes. If you need somebody to hold you, my bed is always available for you. So are my arms. I said, I don’t want to have a love relationship with you, I never said, I don’t want to have a close friendship with you. And we both know, I don’t mind sharing a bed with a friend.”

“Means, I’ve to keep my hands to myself.”

“I’m not worried about your hands, they are no danger.”

“You think?”

“I know.”

“What makes you that sure, Sara?”

“Twenty years of material art.” Sara grinned and kissed Sofia’s cheek. She knew, her knowledge of fighting didn’t help her when Sofia pressed the right buttons, she had been helpless the night when Sofia was in her bed, it wasn’t her material arts knowledge, that got her out of that situation. 

But there are no reason to worry about Sofia, the blonde accepted Sara’s decision, Sara knew that. 

The rose

“Greg, call Cath.”

“Why?” Greg’s head popped up from behind a big box. He and Sara were at a crime scene, a dead woman in her house. When they arrived, the detective at the scene couldn’t rule out suicide, so they started to work around the body, waiting for David to come around. After only a minute, Sara had called out for Greg.

“We’re at a scene of her serial killer.” Sara lifted a blue rose. 

“Shit. Again?” They had four dead bodies within the last three weeks. They couldn’t connect the victims, they were different ages, skin color, had different religious views, jobs and lived in different places of the city. One even lived twenty miles out of Vegas. The only thing that connected them was a blue plastic rose, that was left next to each body. 

“He or she is busy.” 

“Any visible signs of the killing?”

“Like before, nothing on the outside. At least not, that I can see it.” The other victims had been poisoned and Sara was willing to bet, this woman had been poisoned as well. So far the killer preferred strychnine. 

Greg took his cell phone. It looked like he and Sara had to leave the crime scene to Cath. Or work for her. 

“Cath, we’ve another blue rose.” 

Sara bagged the rose while Greg was on the phone. An ordinary blue plastic rose. They had found out, who manufactured it, a company in Mexico. So far there were three dozen of shops, that sell these roses, a dollar each. It was no surprise that the shop owner didn’t have a credit card list with buyer of this item. The question Sara had in mind at the moment was, did the killer buy every rose separately or did he buy a packet? Cheaper by the dozen.

“Good evening, Misses Miller.” Jules didn’t need to lift her head to know, Sofia was on the door. Her last appointment for the day.

“Good evening, doctor Weinberg.” Sofia closed the door and walked to the couch, waiting for Jules to finish on her report. It took the doctor only a few seconds and she was with a fresh tea and a cold can of coke on her way to Sofia. 

“How are you?”

“Tired.” Sofia worked the serial killer case and her last shift had ended around noon, left her five hours of sleep to be here in Jules’ office on time. After her ‘session’ she was due in the department again.

“You look tired.” Jules sat next to Sofia on an armchair. 

“Whoever kills all these people doesn’t leave a trace. Five victims. I can’t remember the last time a serial killer got five victims.”

“The miniature killer.” 

Sofia swallowed. Not a good example. “There were four dead bodies, not five.”

“I didn’t count Sara, Sofia.” Jules voice was soft. She knew, she had hit a weak spot. Sofia felt responsible for Sara, felt responsible, that her friend had been abducted. And she felt responsible for the death of a fellow officer. 

“The rocker, the old lady, the chicken man, Ernie Dell and the officer. They all died because of Natalie. Even she didn’t mean to kill Ernie, she did by killing all the other people.”

“She doesn’t see it that way.”

“No, she doesn’t.”

“Please switch the topic, I don’t want to talk about these cases – even if this would be the perfect place to talk about them.” Sofia knew, she had to close the cases for herself. She had to stop thinking of them in lonely hours, in times, she couldn’t sleep. 

“What would like to talk about?”

“Something nice…I’ve a date.”

“Really? I can’t remember I asked you out.” Jules grinned. 

“You did a few times, I always denied your wish.”

“Right. So, who got the honor to be your date?”

“Brian.”

“Do I know him?”

“Yes.”

Jules tried to remember a Brian. They met so many people when they were out, a Brian didn’t pop up. 

“Help me out, please.”

“He saw him only five minutes ago.”

“Mister Miller?”

“Yes.” Sofia had to laugh out loud. She, pretending to be a Misses Miller, had a date with a man, whose name was Mister Miller. 

“Okay.”

“Now is the best time to tell me, if he’s a sociopath.”

“I can’t tell you why he’s here.”

“I know. He told me, he is here because he’s a student and can’t take exams. He hopes, you can help him out so he can take his final exams in three months.” 

“What did you tell him about you?”

“I’ve a problem with relationships.”

“And he asked you out?”

“Yeah, said, it’s like a test for both of us. For me, to meet somebody, for him, to learn how to handle pressure.”

“You are pressure?”

“Looks like. I took it as a compliment. He seems to be a nice man.”

“I can tell you, he’s not a sociopath and he’s very nice to me. I can’t see anything bad in you seeing him – beside the fact, that my ego has to live with the knowledge, a patient gets a date with you while I got nothing.”

“My friendship is nothing?” Sofia cocked her head. 

“Your friendship is priceless. And I never said anything else or I’ll get in trouble with my lovely girlfriend.”

“Does she know you’re still trying to get me?”

“No.” Jules chuckled. “A double no. No, she doesn’t know and no, I don’t want you anymore. I’ll lean back and look what will happen with you and Brian.”

“We’ll meet for dinner, it’s not like…I don’t know. It’s not like I want to jump him. Okay, that’s a bad example, you know I don’t do that. I met him twice here, both times he was nice, we talked a bit and I think, he’s a man, I can have a good conversation with. He knows, I’ve a relationship problem, so if he’s smart, he will wait until I do anything. If he’s not smart, I can forget him and go on living my life. I’m single, but my life isn’t that bad. I’m quite happy with it.”

“Good to know. What is with you and Sara?”

“Me and Sara?” Sofia tried not to swallow to obviously. What did Jules mean with this question? What did she know? What did Sara tell her? Did her friend and psychologist know that Sofia had told Sara, she wanted a relationship with her? 

“The way you react I can see, there is something. It was an innocent question, Sofia. All I wanted to know was, are you both alright? In general. I haven’t seen her the whole week.”

“Ah, okay, yeah, she’s fine. Guess, she’s tired too, she found the last victim.” Sofia hoped the topic was over with this.

“You don’t want to tell me what you thought first?”

“Actually, no.”

“Okay.”

“It’s not like Sara and me…okay, there’s no reason to deny anything. Like you said, you can see there is something. Was something. After you asked me a few months ago if it’s possible that I push men away because I want to be with a woman, I thought about that. I missed out a lot of sleep to come to an answer and when I thought of, what I want of my partner, what I expect, what I need to have in a relationship, I came up with a long list and at the end I almost got a heart attack when I thought, Sara does have all the things, I want from my partner. So I thought of being with her. I have never been with a woman, it was a weird thought first. Then I came to the point when I told myself, the sex of a person shouldn’t be the important thing, all the other things on my list, are the things that are important to me. There was no reason not to give Sara a try. Beside the fact, that she didn’t want. 

I tell you, I tried really hard, I sneaked into her bed when we came back from dancing. Lucky me, she was naked, thought, it was you, who was in her bed. As soon as she realized it’s me, she wanted to leave. I didn’t let her go. We didn’t have sex that night, she stopped us the last second, but I know now, why you endangered your job for her. Her lips are wonderful and I love her hands. Unfortunately I didn’t get the whole program but she told me the next morning, she liked my lips and I’m a good kisser. Some ego boost. I made sure she knew, I wanted her, I would hit on her as long as she hasn’t told me to back off. She told me exactly that the next day. Not what I had hoped for, but I promised I’d accept her decision. I did and I do. Now I’m glad we didn’t do more than we did. Sara and me are better off as friends, I don’t want to risk losing her because a relationship didn’t work out.

Now you can tell me off for not telling you, for hitting on your ex and I don’t know what else.” Sofia looked at Jules, who had listened without a word and straight-faced. Sofia had no idea what was going on in the mind of her friend. 

“There was a time when I also thought, Sara would be perfect for you. Then I realized, there’s a similarity between your relationship to her and mine. We’re better off being friends and not lover. It’s possible to be a couple for a few months, but it won’t work out for good. I think, you both made the right decision.”

“She made the decision for us.”

“You accept it. It’s take only one person for an idea, but you need at least two people for a decision, that works out.”

“It works out good. I’m still in her bed every now and then, we’re really close, there’s no reason to complain. Even if I don’t understand what her last date had, that I don’t have.” Sofia furrowed her brows. Sara had seen a woman a couple of times but it never became something serious, they split after a month or two. 

“She was a natural blonde”, Jules offered grinning. 

“Funny, very funny, doctor.”

“Sara didn’t end the relationship, Marian did. Or let’s say, when Sara thought she couldn’t make it to the club, Marian went alone, Sara managed to get the night off, went to the club and ran into her girlfriend, who was busy connecting her tongue with another woman. At the end Sara found out, Marian and this woman had a relationship since half a year. It was an on and off relationship, but they had never really been apart.”

“She didn’t tell me.” Sofia felt sorry for her friend. Seeing your partner kissing somebody else was hard. Finding out, your partner betrayed you the whole time, was even worse. 

“She thought, it reminds you too much of your past.”

“It reminds me, that people are assholes.”

“Not all of them.”

“Yeah, the ones that are nice in our club or in a relationship with a member – a real monogamic relationship.”

“Give Brian a chance.”

“I do. What does he study, if you’re allowed to tell me?”

“You didn’t talk about that?”

“I didn’t ask.” There were a lot of things she didn’t know, a lot of things she wanted to know. 

“He’ll tell you, you need something to talk about when you have your date, detective.”

“We can talk about our therapist.”

“What do you want to tell him about me?”

“I don’t know. Maybe that I love talking to you, that you help me out all the time and that my real name isn’t Misses Miller and I’m a friend of you more than a patient.”

“He’ll wonder why we don’t meet anywhere else.”

“Because I love your office and the couch.” Sofia let herself fall backwards and closed her eyes. She wouldn’t mind having a little sleep now instead of another at least twelve hours of work. 

***

“We have five different victims, five different crime scenes and five roses, that are the same.” Cath put the bagged roses on the table. The whole nightshift team was in the layout room. With them was Jules, who was asked to come in as a profiler. She had started to work this case after they found the second body. 

“Anything that connects the victims?” Grissom looked at Warrick, who was in charge of that area. 

“Nothing. I checked them from kindergarten to high school, college, university, work places, sport, nothing. Two are not born in Vegas, the other three went to different schools, two have played tennis, but not in the same team, never played against each other. They didn’t shop at the same supermarket, they didn’t have the same car dealer, the same hair dresser. Nothing popped up. Not even one match.”

“What about handy men? Post men? Any other kind of service people?”

“Nothing.” Nick said. “Three were clients of the same electricity company, but seventy-five percent of all people in Vegas are clients there. I asked for the names of the people, who came to their house, not the same. Two vics had for a short while the same postman, but he has never been to the other areas.”

“The killer poisons his victims, anything about the poison?”

“Every vic had more strychnine in their system to kill a horse. The killer wanted to make very sure, that they won’t survive.” Greg had stayed a few hours in the lab to work on the tox reports. 

“There were no injection marks on any victim, so doc Robbins assumes, they ate or drink it.” Sara leant on the table. She and doc Robbins had examined every inch of the victims twice and couldn’t find anything, that suggest a needle or any other way the tox had entered the body than the mouth. 

“Somebody kills five random people, no visible connection between them. The only two things that tell us, it’s the same killer are the fact, it’s always strychnine and the blue plastic rose he leaves behind. Jules, what do you make with that?” Grissom asked Jules, who stood a little bit aside and just listened to the things, the other people were talking. She usually stayed quiet and listened to everybody instead of talking herself. 

“A blue rose stands for unrealizable desire, a craving, you can’t satisfy, an always repeating dream, the impossible thing. But also for the power of the human soul, to try to get all these things, no matter what. It’s a symbol of peace, of love at first sight. They are believed to be able to grant the owner youth or grant wishes.”

“So a blue rose basically is something positive? How can it be that they are connected with five dead bodies?”

“I can only speculate about that, I’m sorry.”

“It’s the best and the only thing we have on our killer. A blue plastic rose. And a town with hundreds of check-out people, shop owner and clerks anywhere, who are told to call the police as soon as somebody purchases a blue plastic rose and isn’t willing to leave his details behind.” Grissom put his glasses down. 

“If the killer hasn’t bought them in advance and if everybody cooperates with LVPD.” Cath didn’t believe they would get the killer this way. Too many shops. Too many people, who didn’t care, who didn’t want some extra work. 

Jules cell phone rang. 

“If the blue rose stands for love, maybe the killer and his victims were involved.” Sara guessed. 

“I can’t see somebody, who has a sexual relationship with a twenty year old man also having the same kind of relationship with a seventy-nine year old woman. The age gap is too big.” Warrick shook his head. 

“Depends on how you look at it. Let’s say the killer is maybe fifty. He had a crush on his teacher when he was in kindergarten, that could be the old lady. He also was in love with a man in college, that would be the young man. If all these victims reminds him or her of a person, he or she was in love with during his or her life, the roses makes sense.” Sara knew it was a weird explanation, but they had enough weird cases to know, there was nothing, that wasn’t possible anymore. 

“Jules?” Grissom expected a comment of the profiler.

“Possible.” Jules put her cell phone away. “Love isn’t always sexual, it can be the killer never had sex with any of these five people but they meant something to him or her.” 

“”And if the killer is a pizza delivery guy, he or she sees the whole city because they change their jobs all the time. Give it a few months, years and our killer has seen the whole city. Plenty of changes to find the victims.” Nick was frustrated. Five dead bodies and nothing they could do.

“Promise me not to get mad.” Jules whispered into Sara’s ear.

“Why?” She looked at her friend, who only looked at her. “Okay.” What did Jules plan? Why should Sara get mad? 

“We need to re-run everything again. The evidence, the connections, the bodies. There must be something, that connects the victims with their killer and we’ll find it.” Grissom ordered. 

“Wrong, we will find it.” 

Everybody turned around. Three men in black suits and two woman, also in black suits entered the room. There was no need for them to introduce themselves, everybody in the room knew, who they were. Federal Bureau of Investigation. The Feds had arrived. 

“Special Agent Copper, we’ll take it from here.”

“I don’t think so.” Grissom responded. 

“It doesn’t matter what you think, we’ll take over.”

“This is our case, we’re working it.”

“Wrong, you worked it. Now we’ll work it. You had your chance, all you have are five dead bodies and a serial killer on the lose. We can’t risk more victims because you can’t handle the case. This is now a FBI investigation, doctor Grissom.”

“I think, we should take this in my office. Catherine?”

“I’m with you, Grissom.”

“We can talk, but I have to tell you, your people are not allowed to touch the evidence anymore. It’s our evidence, we’re in charge.”

“We’ll see about that. My team will stay here with the evidence.”

“So will my team.” One of the women followed agent Copper and Grissom out of the room, the other three stayed. 

Now Sara knew why Jules had asked her not to get mad. She knew the FBI was on it’s way. Like she knew, Sara and the rest of the team got mad when somebody wanted to take their case away. 

What Sara knew was, that Jules was talking to the woman, who stayed in the room. Not with words, with looks. Nina. She had sent Jules the text, warning her. Now they were talking to each other without using words. They didn’t need words, all they had to do was look at each other. 

Just like Sara, Greg knew about Nina and just like Sara, he knew, the two profiler didn’t need to speak to talk to each other. He saw the looks, he saw the respond of the other woman, he had no idea, what they meant. But he wouldn’t say a word. It wasn’t his business, he had to trust Jules not to endanger their case and he trusted her. And he trusted Nina. The profiler with the long brown corkscrew curls wasn’t the enemy, the other two men in the room were. 

Sara wondered if they had to stand here for a long time. There was no way they left the FBI alone with their evidence, but maybe she could sneak out and hide some evidence. In case they had to back off. Of course they listed their evidence, she needed to ‘work’ on the list as well. The problem was, if she got caught, not only she would be in trouble, but also the whole team. 

They stood in the room for around fifteen minutes until Grissom, Cath and the two other were back. Grissom’s face was stoic, Cath looked angry and the two agent wore the same smug smile like before. 

“We need to give everything we found so far to the FBI.” It was obvious Grissom hated to say these words.

“We’re not allowed to work the case anymore?” Nick didn’t want to believe that.

“It’s our case, man.” Warrick supported him.

“We will continue our work, but we will share everything we have so far with the FBI. They’ll investigate too. Together we can get the killer faster.”

Sara doubted, Grissom believed the words he said. She was sure, he had called the Sheriff and the Sheriff told him to cooperate. 

A hand got placed on Sara’s shoulder. She didn’t need to turn to know, who was behind her.

“What did you talk about with Nina?” 

“We didn’t say a word.” Jules sat next to Sara. 

“I didn’t say that. You don’t need words to talk.”

“She’s sorry that she has to bother us, but her boss wanted the case. Five dead bodies, it was a question of time until the Feds had enough.”

“I know.” Sara closed her eyes. “What about you and Nina?”

“We won’t work together. She’ll work with the FBI, I’ll work with the LVPD.”

“Will it be a problem for you?”

“No. We won’t talk about the case as soon as we’re off the clock. Thanks god there are other things in life we can talk about than dead bodies.”

“She’ll get the order to get information.”

“She has the order. She isn’t only here to see the evidence, to make a profile, she also has to make sure, you guys don’t hold back information.”

“Thought so. I hate it when people try to get into my head.”

“Sara…”

“It’s nothing against Nina, you know I like her, I trust her. I meant that in general. I also hate it when you’re in my head and you’re there all the time.”

“Somebody has to clean up the mess.” Jules smiled softly. 

“A genius can handle chaos.”

“And a strong and confident woman can take some help.”

“Don’t try to play me, Jules.”

“When I do, you know it, so it’s okay. Don’t work too long, Sara. Let the Feds do something.”

“And let them catch the killer? Let them tell the whole world, they managed to get him within a day while LVPD was too stupid and chased a shadow for weeks? No way. Their appearance is an extra motivation, I won’t stop until we have the guy. We, not the FBI. No matter what it takes.”

Jules sighed. She was afraid Sara would say something like that. The whole team shared her feelings towards the FBI and was willing to work more than it was good for them. Nobody wanted the FBI to find the killer and look bad. 

“I hate it when Grissom does things like that.” Sara felt like kicking something. Or someone. She had quite a few ideas whom she wanted to kick first, actually the list wasn’t short at the moment. 

“But he is right, we’ll miss important clues if we’re too tired.” Greg got his arms around Sara and pulled her in his arms. He wasn’t happy to be send away either, but he saw the point of his supervisor. The FBI was working their evidence, was all over the scenes and every step they make, they could be sure, somebody was following them. 

“We won’t find the killer when we’re at home and sleep.” The only thing they did that way, was leaving the field to the Feds. 

“First we’ll eat something, than we can sleep.” He let go of Sara and walked back to the barbecue to turn the meat and the tofu. 

“I’m not hungry.”

“You’ll eat, like it or not.”

“Do you want to force me, Greg?”

“If he doesn’t, I will.” Sofia came on the balcony. She looked as unhappy and tired as the rest of them. 

“Mind your own business.”

Greg looked at Sofia. “It’s your turn to tell her, she is our business. I did that last time.”

“Sara, you are our business. Like it or not. It’s written in the contract, you signed it.”

“Since when do you know what’s written in this imaginary contract?”

“Since I read it to know if really everybody has to have sex with you to be in the club. Stop being grumpy at us, we’re not the enemy, we’re your friends. You can go on and be a pain in the ass the next nine hours, you’re not allowed to be in the lab, or you can try to relax, eat something with us and sleep a few hours.”

“Who sent you home?”

“Brass after an order of the Undersheriff. I believe they want us to cooperate so that they can say at the end, in cooperation with the FBI, LVPD was able to catch the killer. The Sheriff wants some photos with important people, the FBI fits perfect to this.”

“I hate politics.” Sara took a bottle of beer and sat on her chair. She was still grumpy and mad, but it was better now.

“You hate everything and everybody right now.” Jules came with the salad out on the balcony and grinned. 

“Almost everybody and everything. Want to be on that list, doc?”

“I never stay there for a long time.”

“Why can’t you get into the head of the killer and tell us, where to find him? Or her.”

“I’m not a psychic.”

“What can you tell us about the killer?” Sofia sat next to Greg.

“You know my reports.”

“I do. And I know, there are things, you didn’t write in your report. You only write down facts, the things you believe, are not in there. We want to hear about these things. Do you think it’s a man or a woman?”

“Whatever I think you can’t take as evidence.”

“I believe in you and your conclusions.”

Jules rolled her eyes. She wasn’t a fan of sharing her ideas about killers, if she didn’t have anything, that made her ideas and conclusions reliable. So far, there wasn’t enough of the killer to have a good profile.

“Serial killers are likely to be men. However, we all know, there are women too and I think, we’re dealing with a woman. Flowers are more likely be left by a woman than a man.”

“There was a serial killer thirty years ago in Alberta, he left flowers with his victims. Black lilies.”

Sara looked up. She hadn’t know Nina was around. “You’re done with the evidence?”

Nina smiled a bit. “Want me to leave, Sara?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“No you didn’t. You’re surprised I’m here, would you prefer when I leave? Do you want to talk about the case without me? In case I’ll tell my boss what you guys talk about.”

“If you believe I think that of you, you’re not worth the money the FBI is paying you.” Sara shot back. 

“So far the FBI knows everything we know.” Jules took Nina’s hand. “We’re all not happy with the situation right now.”

“No, it’s not a nice situation. I tell you guys, my boss knows we’re friends and he wants me to find out, if you wrote everything down, if you report all the new findings. I told him, I won’t spy on my friends.”

“We haven’t held anything back.” Greg said. “We were talking about what could be, not what is. Working a theory. Can the FBI promise to do the same? Tell us everything they found out?”

“We all know, that won’t happen.”

“Right now we’re even. We could all together fantasize about a theory”, Jules offered. “And I make sure, the FBI isn’t trying to get information out of you with dirty psychiatrist and profiler tricks.” She blinked at Nina to make it obvious to everybody, that she was joking. She knew, her girlfriend would keep things, Sara, Sofia and Greg told her in private, keep out of her job.

“You think, you’re good enough to know that? I can use tricks, you don’t know.”

“There are no tricks I don’t know of. We went to Quantico together, I know all the things you know.”

“I work with a lot of good FBI profiler, they showed me some tricks, they didn’t teach us. Plus the advantage of being a psychiatrist and not a psychologist.”

“That makes you better?”

“Sure, I’m a real doctor.”

“I’m not a real doctor?”

“No, you’re a doc Psy.D. That’s short for pseudonym doctor.” 

“Careful, Honey.”

“A real doctor is a M.D., Dear.”

“Are you challenging me?”

“Yes.”

“If you want to fight, you both leave my balcony and me apartment immediately.” Sara spoke up. “I won’t allow any kind of fight here, do you understand me?” She looked at both women. 

“We don’t fight, we’re working on a challenge.”

“Challenges end up too easily in fights. Make up your mind if you want to go on with this ridiculous challenge or if you want to behave like grown-ups.”

“The good thing is I don’t have to give in, Jules won’t dare to go on because you told her to stop.” Nina grinned. “She doesn’t dare to upset you. You’re her weakness.”

“Sara isn’t a weakness, she’s a strength. But yes, I won’t go on, I don’t do things that upset my best friend. Especially when she’s right – when did you become the sensible one of our group?”

“When you left your brain in your office and Greg and Sofia are too busy eating and waiting for a catfight.” 

“Sorry, it’s not our fault that your veggie stuff needs so long.” Sofia said between two bites. “I would offer you some steak, but I know the answer.”

“And I prefer to eat than talking about the case; to be honest.” Greg said. “I’ll work and think about the case later for sixteen hours or so in a row. Call me not dedicated, but I think, I need some time out.”

“I call you very sensible for thinking that, Greg.” Jules smiled at her friend. 

“Thanks doc. But you can go ahead and talk about the blue rose killer.”

“Blue rose killer? Did you just name the guy?” Nina asked. 

“We call him that since we found the second vic. And no, it’s not in the reports because we didn’t want to give him or her an official name. That motivates them only when something like that leaks to the press. I’m sure you FBI guys will come up with your own name.”

“Because I agree with Jules about the sex of our killer I think, blue rose killer suits her.”

“Hah, we got some information from the FBI. Their profiler thinks, the killer is female. We can use that.” Sofia grinned. 

“Want to have some more information, Sofia?”

“Sure.” If she could get anything, that helped her to catch the killer, she took it. No matter if the information came from the FBI, the press or a member of the LVPD.

“You’ve got some ketchup in the corner of your mouth.” Nina laughed and got the rest to join her. 

“Sssh!”

Sofia turned. There was this strange noise again. She had ignored it twice, not it was louder and seemed to be very close. 

“What the…” She saw Sara, hidden behind a menu of the diner. “What are you doing?”

“I try to escape the Feds.”

“If they have somebody following you, he’ll be outside, in a way you won’t see him.” Sofia sat across from her friend. 

“Do you think they have people following us?”

“No. And if you believe so, you should talk to Jules – as a patient. You might be paranoid.”

“Don’t trust the Feds.”

“Okay, you’ve got a point on that. Thanks.” Sofia smiled at the waiter, who brought her her coffee. 

“Any new leads?”

“No. Brass sent me to another scene last night, a 419 not related to the serial killer. Said, with the Feds in town we can concentrate on other cases.”

“Brass said that?”

“Yes.”

“There was a Fed around?”

“Yes.” Sofia grinned. Her official order was to work on new cases, unofficial she was still working on the blue rose killer. 

“They drive me nuts. They are everywhere. Wherever we go, they’re already there. They talk to the press, they talk to people, they mess the whole investigation up.”

“Yeah. I don’t think it’s good what they’re doing. Not because they’re the Feds, take away our case and want us to look bad, but with them in town, with all the fuss they make about the case, the killer gets an ego boost. The blue rose killer is all over the TV, after every song, you can hear something about him on the radio, it’s too much. They force this guy into a new killing to give them a new show.”

“Woman.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Both of our profiler said, it’s more likely we’re dealing with a woman.”

“Our profiler?” Sofia cocked her head.

“Fed or not, it’s Nina, she belongs to us. She’s a great profiler and when she and Jules say, our killer is female, I believe them.”

“True. I’m glad the FBI hasn’t mention that on TV.”

“They are not complete idiots.”

“No, some parts are still missing.”

Sara chuckled. “You know what scares me?”

“Not a lot of things.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. She hoped, Sara wasn’t scared by the thought of the serial killer being a woman. She hoped, Sara didn’t think as much of Natalie and what she did to Sara, as Sofia did. 

“Actually, there are a lot of things, that can scare me. I try not to show it.”

“You have a detective, who takes care of you if you let her. So tell me, what can I chase away? What scares you? Or who?”

“The thought of the serial killer disappearing because the fuss is too much for her. What, if she takes off, leaves the state and goes on with her killings somewhere else? Maybe without the rose. We might never find her.”

“We’ll find her. No matter if we or the FBI, but she’ll be found.”

“This case makes me think of Natalie.”

Sofia bit her lips. She knew it. Of course Sara was reminded of the miniature killer, of course she got reminded of her night under the car, of course she got confronted with the fact, that she almost died.

“Are you alright?” 

“Yes. I think. Had some nightmares last night, but I can handle it.”

“Want some company tonight?”

“Are you free?”

“Yeah, surprisingly a space opened just a second ago. I mean, I’ve to shift all the other people, who are in my bed usually, but I’ll manage somehow.” Sofia laughed. It wasn’t like her bed was a place with a revolving door. It was more like she was selling heater in the middle of the summer in the desert. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. I like being in your bed.”

“I like having you in my bed; as long as you don’t wear my sleep shirt.”

“You don’t have to hide your body under a shirt, it’s perfect.”

“Shut up.” Sara laughed a bit. Another she liked about Sofia was, she made her laugh and got her distracted from bad thoughts. 

“Wow!” 

Sara heard the word, but wasn’t willing to open her eyes. She was tired, she wanted to sleep, she didn’t feel like getting up, she…she moaned. Something heavy fell on her. Or somebody.

“Let me be in the middle!” Her blanket got pulled away and she felt how Jules climbed over her to get herself in between Sara and Sofia.

“This must be a nightmare.” Sara heard the blonde complain. “What the hell is happening here? Is there some kind of war?”

“In between dreams.” Jules got her arms around Sara and Sofia. “If I die now I’ll die as the happiest person on earth. I’m in the middle between you and Sara, it’s not war, it’s a dream come true.”

“You said something about dying, I don’t know how Sara feels, but I feel like killing at the moment.”

“I’m not disinclined of killing a certain psychologist.”

“You can’t expect me to stay out of this bed when you’re both in it.” Jules kissed both women on their cheeks. 

“Maybe we don’t want you in this bed.” Sara tried. 

“Maybe we don’t want you between us. Maybe I want to be in Sara’s arms and not in your arms.”

“Ouch, that was mean, detective. Very mean. That sounds like you don’t love me anymore.”

“Right now I hate you.”

“Is that a kind of ménage a trois?” Nina appeared in the door frame, looking at her girlfriend and the two other women. 

“It was a perfect, it was a very good sleep until your girlfriend made the decision, she has to jump in and lay between. We didn’t invite her, we don’t want her here, she doesn’t care. Could you get her out of here, please. She’s your girlfriend, she should share a bed with you and not with us.” Sara asked Nina. Her bed wasn’t big enough for three people and Jules had woken her up. Not that she wasn’t due to get up, but she didn’t want to. She wanted another five minutes in peace. 

“Jules?”

“Oh come on, you can’t really ask me to leave the bed.”

“I’ll count to five.”

“The Count, I liked him.”

“One…

“Nina, are you really seri…”

“Two.”

“Shit.”

“Three.”

“Alright, I’ll leave.” Jules climbed over Sara out of the bed. “Spoilsport.”

“Thanks.” Sara turned and snuggled into Sofia’s arms. “I hate it when she wakes me up like this.”

“Don’t try to pretend that you and the blonde have something going on. I don’t believe that, you’re only pretending.”

“Jealous?” Sofia blinked at Jules. 

“Yes. No. Maybe. I don’t know. I should shut up and leave.”

“That’s a very good idea, Dear.” Nina grabbed Jules’ arm and pulled her out of the room. 

“She’s nuts.” Sara sighed. 

“She lived for a few seconds in a dream.” Sofia pulled Sara closer in her arms. “We made her the happiest woman on earth for a minute or so. That should make us happy and proud. Not many people can give this happiness to somebody else.”

“I try to concentrate on that and not on the fact, that she climbed over me, elbowed her way between us and behaved like a pasha.”

“Yes, concentrate on the positive things. But I’m sure, Jules is always a positive part of your life, no matter how crazy she is.”

“Yes.”

“See. How did you sleep?”

“No nightmare, you’re good.”

“That’s what I want to hear after a night with you.”

Sara snorted. “Sure thing, lover-girl.” 

When Sofia tried to sound like she heard everyday from somebody else, that she was good, it was ridiculous. At least with the knowledge, Sara had of the blonde. It was easy to take Sofia for these kind of woman, but the truth was something else. 

“You have no idea what you’re missing out. There are so many things you’ll never experience because you sent me away. And now it’s too late.”

“I could change my mind and make you fall for me again.”

“No.”

“Are you daring me?”

“I’m telling you, I’ve a date. Not with you. Your chance is over, I’ll give somebody else a try. You’ve to live with being nothing more than my friend.”

“Who’s your date?” Not that Sara was jealous, but the information that Sofia had a date, rang a bell. She hoped, the blonde was about to meet somebody, who accept a no and didn’t try to force her into something. 

“I might tell you sooner or later.”

“Do you keep a secret of me?”

“Yes.”

“Does your therapist know?”

“That I’ve a date? Yes. She also knows with whom. And she knows. I won’t tell you.”

“Mean!”

“That’s why she’s the therapist. She’s there that I can unload all my secrets.”

“Friends are there for these things too.”

“Nice try. You’ve be patient until I tell you.”

“Nice guy?”

“I hope so.”

“If not, he’ll be very sorry. I’ll give him a lot of pain.”

“It’s the detective, who takes care of the CSI, not the other way around.”

“It’s not a work thing. You take care of me while we’re working, I take care of you when we’re off duty. That’s the deal.”

“I think I can live with this deal.” Sofia smiled. Waking up like this was a good way to start a new day. 

“Good.” Sara got serious. “Will he accept?”

“I think so. He knows about my problem with men and dates.”

“You told him?”

“Yes. And he didn’t laugh, didn’t make any jokes about it and still wants to meet me for some dinner.”

“Sounds like he isn’t an idiot and I don’t have to stick around to make sure, you’re alright.”

“No, you don’t. Thanks.” Sofia smiled. Sara was cute, she worried and wanted to make sure, Sofia was safe. Maybe she would tell her soon who her date was. 

Being officially not in charge for the blue rose killer anymore gave the night shift time to work other crime scene again. Not that they wanted it that way, but they had to stay away, show a low profile, and do their job, as the Sheriff asked them to do. Greg and Sara had a robbery in the north of the city to solve last night. 

“Griss, we’re done.” It was only slightly after their ordinary work time when Sara went into Grissom’s office. 

“You closed your case?”

“Yes, all done, the suspect confessed, the DA is with him, we wrote our reports, the evidence is cataloged.”

“Signed, sealed, delivered, he’s done.” Greg appeared and smiled widely. He liked it when they closed a case in one night. That made him feel like he did a good job, was successful. 

“Well done. You can…” The phone rang and Grissom answered. 

Sara and Greg looked at each other. Were they free to leave? Should they stay until Grissom war done with his call? 

“Yes…yes…no…somebody will be there…”

That didn’t sound like they could go home. Actually, every case that came in now, was a case for day shift, there was no reason why they should stay. 

“I need the two of you to take a drive out in the desert.”

“The desert?” That sounded like a double. Sara wasn’t happy about that. “Why can’t day take that case? It’s their time, we’re off.”

“They found a blue plastic rose.” 

“Where?” The serial killer was back? In that case they didn’t care about what time it was. It was their case and if there was the possibility to look the FBI over their shoulders, they’d take it. 

“Take the 160, ten miles after Mountain Springs, turn right, there’s only one street. You’ll see the Feds.”

“I guess they’ll make such a fuss about everything, we’ll see them as soon as we leave Las Vegas behind. What about you?”

“I’ll stay here.”

“Why?”

“Because, we’re not in charge and me being at the scene, could give the Feds the wrong impression and us a lot of trouble with the Sheriff. Not that I usually mind, in this case I don’t think it helps. The press is all over us, they’ll pick it up and bring it big in the news and our killer will use it. If it helps to stop the killer, I’ll play politics – officially.”

“Alright.” Sara wasn’t sure if she understood why he stayed, but it was Grissom, you don’t always have to understand him. 

“Is any other friend there?” Greg asked.

“Greg, the Feds ARE our friends, didn’t you know?” Grissom cocked his head.

“Right. No cops?”

“The highway patrol, no LVPD. The Feds have their own people.”

“Okay, we’ll have a look – or maybe even more, depends on how nice the Feds are.”

“Good luck, keep me posted.”

“We will.”

They got their kits and walked to the car. Like always it was Sara, who took the steering wheel while Greg tried to find out on a map, where they had to go. 

“I’m not quite sure if there’s a real road, it looks more like a dirt road.”

“In that area a dirt road is a real road. It’s a nice place if you want to go hiking.”

“Have you been out in that area?”

“Once or twice. It’s a dead end road, perfect if you want some quiet time.”

“I’ll keep that in mind if I want to take Janet out for a picnic under stars.”

“Romantic.”

“That’s me.” He grinned. 

Sara took a look at the GPS. They weren’t too far away from the place, they had to turn right. Sara wondered what was waiting for them. Was it their killer? Or did they have their first copy cat? LVPD had never mentioned something about the blue plastic rose, the question was, did the FBI keep this lead quiet or did they tell the press? Sara hadn’t read anything in the papers, but she didn’t read the paper at the moment. She took it inside, had a short look over the headlines and that was all. She had no time to read the paper in detail. 

“There’s the dirt road.” Greg pointed to the little road. 

“Keep your eyes open for the Feds.”

“Just follow the bright star.”

“You mean, skid marks.”

“Didn’t I say that?”

“Kind of.” They both knew they had to be polite when they arrived at the crime scene. It wasn’t their scene, they were only guests, if they were lucky, they were allowed to help, to search for evidence. 

“I can see the light.” Sara saw some FBI cars with flashing lights.

“My mom always says, I’m not supposed to go to the light.”

“I’m afraid you have to disappoint your mommy now, Greggo. We’ll go to the light, it’s where the action is.”

“Says mommy moth to her baby before they get smashed by a shoe.”

Sara smiled a bit. She loved her Greg for many things, one thing was his humor, that helped her through a lot of things. 

They parked their car behind the cars of the FBI and got out. The crime scene seemed to be down a slope. Their badges got them through the crime scene tape. So far, the FBI seemed to play fair, let them in. The question was, how far in were they allowed? 

Sara’s cell phone rang. She looked at the display, it was Grissom. 

“I’ll follow you in a second.” Sara didn’t want to walk around with Grissom on the phone. 

“Okay.” Greg walked on while Sara stepped a few steps back to get some more privacy. 

“Griss?”

“Are you at the scene?”

“Just arrived.”

“Any problems?”

“So far we were allowed to be here, no trouble, but I haven’t seen the actual scene yet. It’s down a slope and up here is everything filled up with FBI cars. The press is there, I’m waiting for a helicopter.”

“They wanted to keep it low.”

“Maybe this is low for them.”

“Maybe. The Sheriff is on his way out there, bear that in mind, whatever you do there.”

“Don’t you trust me?” She had to chuckle. 

“I know you.”

“Thanks.”

“Good luck and give me a call when you’ve something new.”

“Will do.” She finished the call. Bear in mind the Sheriff is on his way out there. What did Grissom mean with that? Sara didn’t plan to talk to him, in fact, she wanted to avoid this man. He had given away their case to have a FBI cooperation for his next election. Damn stupid politics.

When Sara saw the actual crime scene she forgot to breathe. Pictures came back in her head. Pictures of something, that she had been through years ago. Something she didn’t see. She couldn’t see but in her dreams, she saw the scene and it looked like this. This couldn’t be true, this had to be a nightmare. She wasn’t in the desert, she was in bed. Hopefully somebody would wake her up soon. 

Around twenty feet under her was a car, upside down. A dozen FBI agents were walking around the car, taking photos, looking for evidence. All Sara saw was an arm. An arm of a person, she couldn’t see. The only visible thing was this arm, the rest was under the car. Just like she had been when Natalie caught her. Brought her in the desert. Put her under a car, left her there to die. Drowning in the heavy rain of the night, killed by coyotes, slowly drying out in the hot and merciless sun. This must have been how it looked when she was the victim. This must have been what Natalie saw before she left Sara alone to die. Injured. 

Sara didn’t notice the hand on her arm, she didn’t hear somebody saying her name. She was shocked, stared at the scene, was unable to react in any way. Like a rabbit in front of a snake. Standing there, waiting that something happened. Something bad. Something, she couldn’t change because she couldn’t react.

“Sara!” The voice got louder. It was still gently, but loud enough to get into Sara’s head. 

“What?”

“Are you alright?” Nina. Of course she was here, she had to see what the killer had done, had to get more piece of her profile puzzle. And of course she had seen Sara, had noticed, that the brunette investigator was frozen and stared at the scene. 

“No…yes…I…can handle it.” How much did Nina know? Had Jules told her about Sara’s night in the desert? 

“Do you want a minute?”

“No!” They were at a scene, she didn’t need Nina to baby her, to make it obvious to everybody, that she had lost it for a second. Minute? Sara had no idea. 

“I’m not asking as a profiler, Sara, I’m asking as a friend.”

“We both have jobs to do.” Sara wanted shake off the hand and walk away. She wanted to tell Nina to leave her alone. But she knew, it would be wrong. “Thanks for asking.” She managed a little smile.

Nina looked into Sara’s eyes for a second or two. She could see, something was wrong, she saw the pain and she knew, something here had remembered Sara of something bad. 

“Okay.” Nina took her hand away and Sara started to climb down the slope. She had to get the pictures out of her head, she had to focus on the case. The case, she was working on now, not a case, that had been closed a long time ago. 

Greg stopped talking to a man when he saw her. His eyes on her, he walked to her, shielding her from the scene with his back. He had used a few more seconds to realize, this scene looked similar to Sara’s scene. 

“Sara…”

“Don’t, Greg. Not now. Focus on the case. What did the Feds tell you? Are we allowed to work the scene?”

“Their own people work the scene down here, we can have a look around, but have to keep a certain distance to the car. In this case I think it’s a good idea.”

“It isn’t. The most important evidence is around the car, under the car.” Sara didn’t want to stay away because of her past. She wanted to work her case, she wanted to do a good job. 

“We’ll work around it, if there’s anything, we’ll find it.”

She wanted to argue, wanted to be around the car, but she knew, there was no way, they let her go there. It didn’t help if she started a fight with Greg – beside the fact that he won’t let them fight. Greg was too smart to say or do anything that gave Sara anything to pick on, to start an arguing.

“Okay.” Did she have another choice? Not if she didn’t do anything stupid. 

For over two hours Sara and Greg walked around the center of the crime scene. A few skid marks was all they found. The body was long gone, a tow truck was about to take the car away, their colleagues of the FBI were busy bagging evidence from under the car. 

“It’s ridiculous that we’re not allowed to work the car.” Sara threw an angry look at some agents a few yards away, who were too busy to notice her. 

“We don’t have much.”

“We’ve got nothing.” She straightened her back. Kneeing down and bending over for nothing. Wasted time and energy. 

“Shall we go back?”

“Yeah, the only thing we can do is waiting until they go and allow us to search the area they’ve walked through and over for a dozen times.”

“We’re good, we’ll find something.” He sent her a smile. That was Greg, also trying to get Sara in a good mood, to make her smile, make her happy.

“Of course, the problem is, I doubt, they’re so bad, that they’ll not see the obvious clues.”

“Didn’t you want to go to the Feds at one point in your past?”

“Yes, a few years ago, I wasn’t too long in Vegas then.” She was so annoyed with Grissom, saw no reason to stay because she doubted, he would ever have an eye for her. At the end she stayed, which was the best decision she ever made. She became close to Greg, she met Jules and Sofia, all very important people in her life, she didn’t want to miss.

“Whatever made you change your mind – and I like to believe it was me – I’m very happy you stayed. Otherwise you could be there, working the scene under the car and I had to hate you for that. I mean, not that it’s possible for me to hate you for anything, but…Sara?” Greg noticed that he was talking but Sara’s eyes and attention where somewhere else. Not at the place where the car had been, Sara was looking further away. 

“Greg, what day is today?”

“Wednesday.”

“Public holiday? School holiday?”

“No.” Why was she asking strange questions like that? He tried to follow her eyes. Sara was watching an area around a mile away, on a little hill. Suddenly he saw a little blink for less than a second. 

“What was that?”

“My guess, binoculars. And now tell me, Greg, why should somebody watch us?”

“Maybe he saw people walking around and wanted to know what’s going on”, Greg started carefully.

“Or?”

“Or the killer watches what we do with his work. Her work.”

“Could be too.” Sara’s eyes blinked. She had an idea. “Shall we have a look?”

He understood and smiled. “Of course. It’s our job.” They took their kits and walked up the slope. No need to tell the Feds what they had seen. It could be nothing more than an innocent hiker, who was wondering, what was going down here. But it could be the killer, watching them working the scene, as well. Why not take the chance? And why tell anybody of this? They could make their own observations. 

“Sara?” Nina’s voice stopped them before they jumped in their car. 

“Yes?”

“Can you guys give me a lift back to the department?” 

Sara and Greg exchanged a look. Back to the department? That wasn’t their plan. But they couldn’t say what they were about to do, too many FBI agents were around. And tell Nina, they wanted to go anywhere else? Where? Everybody knew, their shift was over and when they leave the scene, they go back to the lab. 

“Sure. We just need to stop somewhere first.”

“That’s alright.” 

Greg bit on his lips. Without looking at Nina he got on the passenger seat, thankful that the profiler sat behind him and couldn’t see his face. 

Sara started the car. She had no real idea how to get to the little hill, there had to be another dirt road, but they had to get back to the main road, at least far enough that nobody noticed, where they were about to go to. 

None of the three said a word for the first minute. When Sara couldn’t see the crime scene anymore in her rearview mirror, she looked for a way to get to their new destination. There was no road, so she grabbed the steering wheel and got the car off the road. 

“What are you doing?” Nina asked. She was shook around on the backseat and could find no reason, why Sara drove of the street. 

“I told you, we need a stop before we can go back to the department.”

“I thought of a coffee or anything like that.”

“Kind of.”

“Where are we going?”

“Scared?”

“I trust you, Sara. Can you say the same to me?”

Sara was quiet for a second, looked in the rearview mirror, found Nina’s eyes. There was no anger, no disappointment, no criticism. 

“When we were about to pack our stuff and go back to the car  when we noticed something blinking from a hill around a mile away. It looked like somebody was there with binoculars.”

“Could be an innocent hiker, who wanted to know, what was going on.” Nina said.

“Yes.”

“Or the killer watching us.”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t want to bother the FBI with that?”

“No, like you said, it could be an innocent hiker.” Sara smiled thinly. Even if she would be sure, it was the killer, who was up on the hill, there was no way she told that the FBI. It was their case, their killer and they would handle it. 

Nina took her cell phone out of the pocket. 

“What? Are you going to call your colleagues?”

Nina ignored Sara. “It’s me, Nina. Where are you?” She listened for a second. “You know where I am?” It seemed like whoever was talking to Nina approved. “Good. No, not to the scene, there’s a hill, around a mile in the south-east, can you come there? I’ve no idea if there’s a road, we’re off road right now.” Nina looked for some evidence of a road but there was nothing. Only sand and stones. “Possible suspect on the hill, could be the killer, somebody was watching us. No, no. Yes. Alright, I’ll try. Bye.”

Sara’s eyes were on the rearview mirror. She didn’t want to believe what her imagination was making out of this. 

“Trust, huh?”

“We’re told to stay in the car and not to get the suspect alone.”

“Tell you agents, I don’t give a fuck what they want.”

“That’s something you can tell your detective yourself.” Nina’s voice was calm.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“Who did you call?”

“Not my colleagues. Oh well, in my eyes, we’re all colleagues because we’re on the same side of the fence, but I know, you don’t see it like that. I called Sofia, I knew you won’t like it if I ask an agent to back us up. She’ll come here, wants us to stay safe in the car.”

“We won’t wait half an hour until she’s here, if the killer is up there, we have no time.”

“I knew you’d say that. Greg?”

“Sofia knows that too, she doesn’t really expects us to wait. She said that because it’s her job to say something like that.”

“No, she doesn’t believe we’ll wait.”

“Do you have a gun? Or are you only armed with your ability to read people’s mind and see what they’ll do?”

“Profiler, Sara, not psychic. And yes, I’ve my gun with me.”

“Good. You’ll secure the scene, Greg and me have a look around.” Sara had found a way to get up on the hill. There was a little road, worse than the dirt road to the crime scene, but no problem for their car. 

“You trust me that I take care of you?”

“I trust you with my life, Nina.”

“Really?”

“Yes. If you let anything happen to me, Jules will kill you.” Sara smiled a bit.

“So you trust that I’m too scared to make Jules mad.”

“I trust you.”

“You thought, I called an agent.”

“I did for a moment. Sorry.” Sara hated to admit it, but Nina was right. She had thought, the profiler had called her colleagues. 

“It’s what my boss expect me to do. I’ve to work out a reason why I didn’t call him in case we find something important.”

“Flat battery.” 

“What would your boss say if you tell him that?”

“Sara, just say you didn’t want to call me, there’s no reason to lie, I always know when you’re lying.” Greg chuckled. “Nobody, who knows Sara, would believe her such a lie.”

“It happened; once.”

“Yeah but if it happens in this case, under these circumstances, Grissom knew, you didn’t want him to call. Shall we call him, by the way? He wanted to be posted.”

“We can call him if we found something.” 

“Flat battery?” Nina asked sweet. 

“Yes.”

“We’ll all get in trouble.”

“Only if we find something and then everybody will be too excited because it’s new evidence and might lead us to the killer.”

“Why do I do this?” Nina closed her eyes. Why was she doing this? She knew, it had trouble written all over it and she didn’t do anything to get away. 

“Because we’re partners in crime.” Sara stopped the car. They were on top of the little hill. No other car was around, but she didn’t expect whoever had been here, to wait for them. Their car had been visible the whole time. Enough time for the suspect to leave the hill and drive somewhere else. 

“Greg, take the right side of the car, I take the left. Nina can take care of us.”

“I doubt somebody is here.” Nina took a look around. The area wasn’t good if you wanted to hide somewhere. Only a few thin and small bushes, a few rocks, nothing an adult could use to hide. It shouldn’t be a problem for her to overview the area and make sure, nobody surprised Sara and Greg while they were looking for evidence. 

“I guess she took off that way.” Nina pointed to the other side of the hill. Skid marks ran that way. Out of sight for the FBI agents at the scene, away from them. The profiler tried to find a car, but there was nothing. But with these little hills, bigger rocks further away and the sand in the air, it wasn’t easy to see a lot that was further away. In fact, if she wouldn’t know it was an ongoing crime scene a mile away, she had no idea what these little dots were doing. She barely saw them.

“Skid marks look different to the ones I saw at the scene.” Sara took some photos. 

“My guess is the killer brought the car on a tow car and watched us in an SUV. You can’t go here with a SUV.” Greg looked for oil or anything else that could give him a hint about the car. “Did you see a car when you saw the blinking?”

“No. I didn’t see a person either. It was only this blinking, that made me think, somebody was watching us.”

“It took us almost ten minutes to come here, our killer had enough time to vanish.”

“Or to find a new place.” Nina got her gun back in the holster. She doubted here was something to secure. “Do you have binoculars with you?”

“Somewhere in the car.”

“I’ll have a look around if our killer maybe changed positions and watches us now. Two scenes, twice the entertainment.”

“Be careful, an agent might see you, thinks we’re the killer and comes up. You need a very good explanation then.” Sara grinned. 

“Stop being cheeky, CSI, do your bloody job and find some evidence.” 

“I should spank your backside.” Sofia pushed Sara with her body in front of the car, so that the brunette was caught. 

“Why?”

“Entering a crime scene without an officer by your side, who secured the scene.”

“Oh, we had an agent with us. You know, nobody is as good as the FBI.”

“If you ever do something like that again, you’ll be in big trouble, Miss.”

“Really?” Sara was amused. Sofia was not scary, not to her.

“Really.” 

“I’ll bear that in mind.” She wrapped her arms around Sofia and pulled the detective closer. “Are you off the clock?”

“Otherwise there would be a dozen cops and the Feds with me. I couldn’t call for back-up because I knew, you guys were flying solo and unofficial.”

“Nina secured the scene, whoever was here was long gone before we arrived. We’ve some skid marks, that’s it.”

“Are you done?”

“Almost. Do you want to play CSI and have a look around with us? Or will you be the big protector?”

“I’ll have a look around, let’s keep Nina on watch. She looks good with a gun.”

“What will your date say if he hears that?”

“He’d agree, Sara.” Sofia smirked and got out of Sara’s arms. “Where didn’t you look so far?”

“We’ve got almost the whole area covered, there was nothing up here, we thought, we’ll have a look at the slope, maybe our suspect dropped something, that will tell us, who she is.”

“Okay. I’m sure we’ll find some garbage.” Sofia took her gloves and started to walk to the dirt road, that ran down the hill on the other side. The way, whoever had been here, had taken to escape. 

She hadn’t been completely honest to Sara. There was one person, who knew where she was: Jim. She had sent him a text, telling him about the call and she was about the check it out and let him know, if there were any evidence. Her boss supported her, he didn’t tell her to call the Feds, he didn’t tell her, to stay away to step on no toes. All he wanted was to be the first to know if they found something helpful. 

“Guys?” Greg was almost done with his search area when he saw something, he was sure his colleagues and friends wanted to see as well. 

“Ladies?” Nina offered. She was the first one who was by Greg’s side. “Oh shit.”

“What do you have?” Sara and Sofia arrived at the same time and looked over Greg’s shoulder. There was a little note left on a sheet of paper, that was stuck on a small branch. The paper was clean, it wasn’t here long and there were only two words written on. 

“Bye-bye.” Sara mumbled. 

“If this is a note of the killer…” Sofia started. 

“…it means, she’s gone now.” Nina fulfilled the sentence. 

“And we lost our chance to get her.” Greg didn’t dare to move another step to get the paper. 

“This note could be left by anybody. In fact, the wind could have blown it to here from wherever, there’s no evidence, it has anything to do with our case.” Sara didn’t want to believe the killer had left. She didn’t want the killer to escape, to go anywhere else and never be found. 

“We need to inform the others.” Greg’s voice sounded like he hoped one of his friends would disagree. 

“I need to call Grissom.”

“I need to call Brass.”

“I need to find an explanation to my boss why I’m here.” 

“We saw something on our way back. You didn’t want to alert them before you knew, it’s something important.” Sara offered an excuse. 

“Something like that.” She took her cell phone and dialed a number. “It’s me, Nina. I’m around a mile south east of you, on a hill, you can see it. We found something you might want to see, it could be important.” She waited for a few seconds. “Alright.” 

“They’re coming?”

“He’ll send a few guys over and I’m sure, he’ll be here too.”

“He didn’t ask on the phone?”

“He’ll ask when he’s here. I’ve to work on my story.”

“I’ll bag the evidence.” Finally Greg’s legs worked again. Carefully he stepped down to the sheet of paper and bagged it. 

“Jim’s on his way, he calls Grissom, picks him up. They’ll be here in twenty something.”

“Means, we’ve to deal with the FBI alone.” Sara took some photos of the paper. She wanted to use the evidence as long as she had access to it. 

“Nina, what do you think, is it possible that the killer leaves Vegas and stops killing?” Sofia tried to have an eye for the FBR cars. So far, there was nothing to see. 

“I don’t think she’ll stop killing forever, not until she’s done with what she wanted to do. We don’t know if there’s a list of people she wants dead. Maybe she’s done, maybe here are too many people for her and she’ll move to another place, some-where quiet and ends her list there. We don’t have enough on her to tell what’s going on in her mind. I doubt, she wanted it like this, but I’m sure she thought about this step and planed it as good and careful as all the other steps she had made so far. There won’t be any fingerprints on the paper, there won’t be any evidence of where she lives. I bet it’s a paper you get in every shop, in packages of five hundred, she paid cash, she handed the paper with gloves, used a pen you get anywhere as a souvenir or a gift. We’ll need a lot of luck if we want something to work on.”

“Do you have anything positive for us?” Sara didn’t want to hear what she wasn’t able to find, what she wouldn’t be able to do, she wanted to know, what she could do. 

“If it’s her goodbye note, they FBI will be gone soon.”

“You’ll hunt her to wherever she’ll go now.”

“We’ll try.”

“She might come back if you guys are gone. Or she won’t leave at all, wants everybody to believe she’s gone, but stays in Vegas. All she has to do is change her pattern and we won’t notice it’s her, who is killing.”

“Serial killer like her don’t change their pattern. She’ll stick to her poison, she’ll stick to her rose. It means something to her, it’s the thing all the victims have in common and she needs this connection. Otherwise the killing has no sense for her.”

“No matter what her reason is, it won’t make any sense to me.” Sara couldn’t think of a good reason to kill so many people. 

***

“In how much trouble are you?” 

“Could be worse.” Nina sat next to Sara. They were on Sara’s balcony. It was late in the afternoon, both were awake for around thirty hours. When Sara came home, her first intention was to drop on her bed and forget everything else. Then she realized, she wasn’t calm enough to sleep now. 

“You?”

“Grissom knew what we were doing. He told me as my supervisor I’ve to call the FBI when I find evidence, but he couldn’t say anything when I told him, we had the FBI with us and we needed to check out first if there was something. As soon as we found the message, we called the FBI, Jim and him.”

“You got away with this lame excuse because it was arranged like that.”

“There’s no evidence for that.”

“No physical, no.” Nina smiled a bit and sipped on her coffee. 

“Are they still working on the message?”

“Yes. It will take some more time.”

“We were sent away.”

“No surprise there. It’s the case of the FBI.”

“Your case.”

“Our case, Sara. Don’t forget, there’s a cooperation.”

“A cooperation, that is based on we can work on what you let us work on; after you’ve finished it.”

“You’re a stubborn head.”

“Didn’t Jules tell you?” Sara chuckled. 

“She never made it that obvious.”

“Shame on her. Where is she, by the way?”

“In her office. She wasn’t called in to see the message. She has a copy, will work with that. What I can tell you is, that she and me agree on the meaning of the message.”

“Has there ever been something you haven’t agreed on?”

“We do have arguments, yes.”

“I hope nothing serious.”

“No. So far we can talk everything out. Conversations are helpful. They stop arguments, help to avoid them and let you sleep better at night. Day.”

“Do you think I need a therapist, Nina?”

“You’ve got a therapist, Sara. A very good one.”

“I’m not talking about Jules, she’s a friend, not a therapist. Otherwise I had two therapist, because I’m in the lucky position to have two friends who are therapists.” Sara took Nina’s hand. It was important to her to make it clear, that she saw Nina as a friend. They weren’t as close as Sara was to Greg, Sofia or Jules, but Nina was a friend and she was very important to Sara. 

“Thanks. But do you think, you would talk to a stranger about the things that haunt you? Do you think, you can open up to somebody, you only see once a month? You don’t know, have no proof of, if he or she is worth your trust. Is that something, that can help you or is it only a waste of time?”

“In my eyes any kind of therapy is a waste of time. But I know what you mean, and no, I don’t think I can open up to somebody I don’t know.”

“See, that’s why Jules is perfect for you. She is your friend, you trust her, she sees a friend in you, not a patient but she can give you the same advice she gives a patient, who is in your shoes.”

“True. She’s perfect.”

“You are the only woman who is allowed to say that about my girlfriend, with this smile on your face and this sparkle in your eyes. If anybody else said that, I’d be very jealous.”

“It’s good to know that even a therapist can be jealous, makes you people more human.” Sara grinned. A little mistake was something, that made people loveable. People, who were perfect – or seemed to be perfect – were boring. And something was wrong with them because there are no perfect people. 

The alphabet killer
“Wake up!” 

Sara found herself gasping for some air. She was drowning, she needed to get her head out of the water, she needed to move the car, she had to fight or she was due to die. The water ran down her throat, cold, dirty water, mixed with sand and other things, Sara had no idea of. It didn’t stop, it kept running, it…

“Sara, wake the fuck up!” 

Something hit her arm, she felt pain. How could there be pain when she didn’t feel her arm? It was stuck under the car, it was...she opened her eyes. There was air. She could breathe. She tore her mouth wide open to get as much air as possible in her lungs. 

“Sara!”

Arms got around her, her upper body got pulled in. Her eyes were open, but she couldn’t see, but she smelled Jules’ perfume. Immediately her body calmed down. Jules was there, everything was alright, nothing could happen to her as long as her friend was there. 

“Sara.” The voice of the psychologist was soft now. Gently she caught two tears, that were running down Sara’s face. More tears had been there before, some followed the two Jules caught. 

“It’s alright, Honey, it was a nightmare. You’re safe, nothing happened to you.” She wrapped her arms stronger around Sara. Primary to get her friend closer, to make her understand, she wasn’t alone, she was safe. But also to warm her. Sara was ice cold, trembling. 

“Natalie caught me, I was under the car.” 

“Natalie is in prison, she’ll never come close to you again.”

“She was there, she had me, I was drowning.”

“You survived, you freed yourself.”

“It was so real.”

“It was a nightmare.” Jules kissed Sara’s hair. Ever since they had found the last victim of the blue rose killer, Sara’s nightmares were back. Jules had stopped counting how often she, Greg or Sofia had gotten Sara out of a nightmare. Almost every night. They were close to assign one of them as a personal guard for Sara as soon as the brunette went to bed. 

“So real.” Sara placed her head on Jules’ shoulder and closed her eyes. She tried to concentrate on her friend, of her warmth, of her perfume, her skin. Jules. Jules was here. She made Sara relax, let her leave the world of her nightmare. 

“Sara?”

“Yes?”

“It can’t go on like this. These nightmares have to stop. It has been six weeks since the blue rose killer left Las Vegas.” At least they all assumed the killer. There had been no more killings with a blue plastic rose left behind. The FBI had left, they were looking all over the country for deaths, that had the same pattern, but so far there had been nothing. Jules and her friends were sure, if the killer left, she was somewhere in Mexico. It was safer for her there.

“It’s not like I want them to be here.”

“I know. You need help…”

“You are here, Jules.” Sara didn’t want to hear she was suppose to go to a therapist. She didn’t want to go to somebody she didn’t know. She didn’t want to tell everything to a stranger. It couldn’t help to say all these things, that were haunting her at nights in her dreams, loud so that somebody else knew about them. What could a therapist possible do? Make her repeat the night over and over again? She did that herself. Tell her, it was over and she had to get over it? She told that herself, it didn’t work out. 

“Maybe you need a specialist. Somebody, who’s specialized in traumas.”

“I don’t want to talk to some stranger.”

“This stranger could help you to find a way to handle your nightmares.”

“Why can’t you do that? You’re a therapist, you’re my friend, you know me better than anybody else does.”

Sara was right on that. Jules knew her, Jules knew, what was going on in her head, what did happen to her, but Jules had no idea what to do, how to help her. 

“I want to help you…”

“Would it help if I come to you? In your office? Like Sofia does.”

“It’s not about the place, Sara.”

“So why does she come in your office?”

“She likes my office, she likes my couch. She feels comfortable there. You, on the other hand, never liked my office. The room to get into your mind.”

“I won’t talk to a therapist, Jules. I’ve done that once to keep my job, I won’t do it again.”

Jules sighed. Why did her friend have such a stubborn head? 

“I’m scared, Sara. These nightmares come back every night, you’ve no control over them. They haunt you, they torture you, they let you suffer. They won’t go away if you don’t do something.”

“Help me. Please.”

“I want, you know that. But I’ve no idea how.”

“Hold me.”

“I’m holding you.” But she couldn’t hold Sara every night. Day. Nina was very patient, she didn’t complain when they stayed every third night in Sara’s apartment but it wasn’t fair to ask her girlfriend to do this for weeks. One day there would be the point, when Nina told Jules to make a decision between her and Sara. And then Jules had no idea what to do or say. She loved and needed both women.

“Why doesn’t it let go of me?”

“I don’t know.”

“Am I crazy? Am I losing it? Jules, do I have to go to a hospital?”

“No.” Not now. Maybe soon if they couldn’t do anything to help Sara. 

A quiet knock on the door let both look up. Nina. 

“I’ve some tea.” She held two cups of tea in her hands. 

“Why do therapist always think people want to drink tea? It’s not delicious, it doesn’t calm you down, it’s only disgusting.”

“As soon as they start to complain, they’re feeling better.” Nina put the tea on the nightstand and wanted to leave the room. Sara’s hand, that caught the arm of the psychiatrist, stopped her. 

“Stay, please.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.” She sat up, gave one cup of tea to Jules and the second to Nina. “You need to drink your tea, it’s good for you.”

“It’s your tea, I’ve mine in the kitchen.”

“I’ll share with you, that’s alright.” She smiled a bit. 

“All you want is to find somebody else to drink your tea.”

“I offered, I’d share it with you.”

“That means, you have to drink half of it.”

“Alright.” She took the cup from Nina and sipped on it. Disgusting, like she had suspected. “I’m sorry, Nina.”

“What for?”

“For making your and Jules’ life so complicated. The two of you have better things to do than babysit me every third night. Same for Greg and Sofia. I don’t want you here, I want to have your own life.”

“You are a part of our lives, Sara.”

“Yeah, the pain in the ass part.”

“More the stubborn CSI part.”

“I wished I could stop these nightmares.”

“As I know you, you don’t want to go to a therapist, a trauma therapist.”

“No.”

“I told you weeks ago, the best therapist for you is in my eyes Jules.”

“Looks like I kind of stuck at the moment, I can’t make her lose these nightmares.”

“Are they always the same?” Nina wasn’t sure how much Sara wanted her to know about the nightmares, about her past. She had shared a bit, but Nina knew, there were a lot of other things, she had no idea of. 

“Mostly. I’m under the car in the desert, I drown.” Sara had told Nina about the night in the desert, what she remembered, what her friends had told her they knew. There were still pieces of the whole night missing, but she had a pretty good idea of what did happen to her, when and how. 

“You said it was raining, there was water under the car. When you think back, how close have you been to drown?”

“The car was in front of a slope, there was water running under it, my arm was stuck, I tried to free it with the mirror. Eventually it worked out with some help from the water, but it was about time, there weren’t a lot of inches left between the surface and the bottom of the car, that was up in the air. I can’t tell you how much more time I had.”

“You climbed out of the car, got out of the water and then?”

“I started walking. I had no idea where I was, I had no idea if anybody was looking for me, I had no idea where to go. I know you’re supposed to stay with the car when you’re in the desert, but I was scared Natalie could come back to make sure her miniature worked out. So I tried to find help – and failed. I broke down under the sun somewhere in the desert.” Sara had to concentrate to keep her voice as steady as possible. With every word she saw pictures of the night. Pictures, she had seen, pictures, she hadn’t seen because they showed her. It was like she watched a movie with her being the star. 

“And in your nightmare you’re stuck under the car again.”

“Yes.”

“When nobody wakes you up, what happens? Do you actually drown?”

“I…” Usually somebody got her out of these dreams. Somebody rescued her, like it had happened in real life, only at another scene. “I don’t know.”

Jules took Sara’s hand. She didn’t like that Nina was forcing Sara back in her nightmare, forced her to talk and think about it. She wanted to tell her lover to stop, but she knew, there was a reason why Nina asked all these questions. She hoped, Nina got her answers fast and could stop. 

“Drowning stands for being overwhelmed, I’m sure Jules told you that before. Natalie did overwhelm you in a bad way. Seeing the last crime scene of the blue rose killer overwhelmed you too. It reminded you of your own case, with you as the victim, being overwhelmed. And like the night in the desert, you were helpless about this case. You couldn’t work it, the FBI was in your way, you didn’t find the killer. 

Now we take the part of you under the car. Being trapped. When you’re trapped, or buried alive, what kind of fits to you in this case too, it can mean that you’re confused in real life and don’t know what to do. I know it was real, it wasn’t an interpretation of you being trapped, but let’s get it into today, the present. Is there anything that confuses you, Sara? Is there a part of your life, in that you don’t know what to do?”

“I don’t understand why somebody kills six people without a reason, who haven’t have anything to do with each others. I don’t understand how a serial killer can stop killing, vanish and go on with his or her life. I don’t know what to do to get the killer, I feel helpless.”

“So we’re again back at the blue rose killer case. You’re stuck there, you can’t go on, you can’t work it, you can’t close it. You’re trying to find a way to close it. Like you tried to find a way out of the car, out of the water. You succeeded there, you want to succeed in the case too.”

“Yes.”

“So if nobody wakes you up, what will happen?”

“I’ll drown.”

“Why?”

“Because I couldn’t find the killer, I lost. I’ll lose the fight under the car too.”

“You don’t know if you haven’t found the killer. Maybe you did. How many open murder cases are there in Vegas?”

“Too many.” Sara didn’t know numbers, she only knew, it were too many.

“How many killer did get convicted with your help?”

“Many.”

“Do you think these killers only killed the one person, who’s case you worked?”

“Probably not.” It was very likely that whoever killed once and got away, repeat the killing. It worked out once, why not twice? 

“So when a murderer gets send to prison for killing John Doe 63, it could be also the killer of John Doe 32 and Jane Doe 46, who got convicted.”

“Yes.”

“And the killer won’t tell you that he also killed two other people because he’s not stupid, it will bring him the needle. Only if he has a huge ego and the attention is more important to him than his life, he’ll tell you. Our blue rose killer does not have this huge ego, she is a smart woman. If you catch her, let’s say for something petty, speeding. There won’t be anything that will tell you or the officer, that she is a serial killer. So yes, it can be that our killer is already in prison. Not for the death of those six people, but for something else.”

“She’ll get out if it’s only a minor breach of the law.”

“Yes she will. And if she kills again, you’ll have another chance to catch her. Until that time there’s nothing you can do to catch her or keep her in prison. You did all you could, you even found her goodbye note. And you know, there was no way that you could have caught her that day. She was watching us, she saw when we left.”

“She left the note because she knew, we’d find it.”

“I’m pretty sure she left the note after you and Greg spotted her. She wanted us to know she’ll go. If not this way, she had found another way. Maybe with another body. Finding the note there, spotting her there, might have saved a life. You have saved a life, Sara.”

“You’re trying to make me feel better, Nina.”

“No, drink some tea.” Nina smiled when Sara mad a grimace. “I try to tell you, that there’s no reason for you to be stuck in this case, Sara. That’s what you are, you’re not stuck under a car, you’re not stuck in your past, under a car, you’re stuck in that case. Let go of it. You did all you could, all anybody could have done.”

“I’m not sure if I can make myself believe that.” There were too many doubts in her head. Too many accusations, she made herself. 

“You worked with the FBI, they checked everything you did in these six cases. Do you really believe if there had been a tiny mistake, anything that didn’t fit perfectly to the book, anybody had held back and didn’t tell you? Come on, these guys were really pissed off when you found the note, made them look stupid. Any chance to make you look bad, they had jumped at it, took and use it as much as possible. They’re assholes.”

“They are your colleagues.”

“See, I know them.” Nina blinked and stroke Sara’s arm. “Trust me on that.”

“Okay.” It made sense. They had been mad when they learnt, Sara and Greg had seen somebody watching them and the scene and took off alone, without telling them. And Sara knew, the boss of the unit had tried to give Grissom a hard time for that. 

The last sip of tea. Sara put the cup away. Disgusting. “Hey Jules?” She still held the hand of her friend. 

“Yes?”

“Your girlfriend isn’t too bad either. I mean, for a therapist, psychiatrist, mind poker.”

“Yeah, she isn’t as good as I am, that’s why she’s only with the FBI and not with the LVPD, but she’s still learning.” Jules grinned. “Give her some credit for trying, will you?”

“I do.” Sara chuckled. “Thanks Nina.”

“That’s what I’m here for. If the psychologist Psy. doctor can’t help you, a real doctor has to help out.”

“I am a real doctor.”

“Of course you are, Honey.” Nina patted Jules’s arm like you did with a child who told you with all her believe, Santa Claus came to her house every Christmas. 

“One day we’ll have a huge fight about that, my dear. A real big one.” Jules shot some evil looks at her girlfriend. She was a doctor just like Nina was one. A doctor M.D. wasn’t more a doctor than a doctor Psy. 

“What did happen here?” Sara let her eyes run over her new crime scene. Three dead bodies, all young men in their late teens, early twenties. All down on the ground, at least one bullet in the middle of their heads. Execution? 

“May I introduce you to A, B and C.” Sofia leant on her car, watching the scene. She had been the first officer on scene and called the three bodies in. 

“A, B and C? Since are not using John Doe anymore when we don’t have any names?”

“I told you their names.”

“A, B and C?”

“Yes.”

“Who named their child A, B or C?”

“Nobody, children do that to themselves. They all belong to the Alphabet gang. A group of people, who are busy dealing drugs in Vegas. Especially around the Strip and the upper neighborhoods.”

“Let me guess: there are twenty-six members of the gang? Or twenty-three now.”

“There are some more members, don’t forget upper case A, lower case B and so on.”

“You know this gang good?”

“I worked a few cases of them.”

“Any enemies? Beside the obvious other drug dealer?”

“Aren’t that enough suspects?”

“Yeah, you’re right.” Sara walked to the victims. All were dressed up in black, the alphabet printed on the back of their sweaters. 

“One bullet to the head. How do you get three young men, all gang member to line up and take a bullet. They don’t even look like they tried to escape.”

“My guess? They weren’t killed here. Not enough blood and not that I’ve touched a body, but when you look closer at the wrist of B, the one in the middle, you see some marks.”

“They’ve been cuffed?”

“You’re the CSI, you tell me.”

“I will as soon as the coroner is here and allows me to touch the body. Are you here to secure the scene, to talk to all of the witnesses, to look good or to help?”

“I like the look good part. And because I can multitask, I’ll ask all the helpful and eager witnesses about the murder.” Sofia grinned. She had one witness, a homeless guy, who had called the bodies in. She had talked to him briefly, all he said was, he came along, saw them and called 911. She doubted, he remember more now. 

“Means I’ll work the scene and wait for some help. We’ve a busy night, everybody is out on a scene.”

“No Greggo?”

“No Greg. Grissom will come along later.”

“I’m sure you don’t mind that.” Sofia blinked and turned. 

Sara shook her head slightly. What did Sofia want to tell her with this comment? Of course she didn’t mind Grissom’s help. Why should she? Or was Sofia suggesting that Sara and Grissom were more than colleagues? She knew that was a long time ago and Sara didn’t want to date Grissom again. It didn’t work out in the first time, nothing had changed, so why should she want to give it another try? It had never crossed her mind – not until now. And now it sounded strange. 

“Any luck on the alphabet killer?” Sara had finished her shift for today. Three dead bodies and nobody expected her to work overtime. Three dead drug dealer weren’t exactly the highest priority in Las Vegas. Everything Sara had so far supported the theory, the young men got killed in a gang fight. The bullets weren’t in the system, which didn’t surprise her. You use your gun to kill three people, you make sure, it hadn’t been used somewhere else and leaves a trail to you. The last couple of weeks, gangs tempted to bury their used guns somewhere in the desert and to find them there, was almost impossible. Or just send them down to Mexico, in exchange of some new, unused guns. 

“No and nobody pushes me. It’s more like I feel, I waste my time for some drug dealers, nobody will miss. I won’t be surprise if I get assigned to another case tonight.” Sofia got up. 

“Is it me or does the city not care anymore?”

“It’s more like the city wants us to make sure the rich people tomorrow will be fine.”

“Which rich people?” Did Sara miss something? 

“The fight? Boxing. The city will be packed with people from tonight on and the Sheriff expects us to make sure all these good people, who bring their money into our lovely city, will not be disturb spending their money. They’re suppose to lose a fortune on the poking machine and not a cent on the street to a gang or a pickpocket.”

“I forgot about the fight. Do you have tickets?”

“No. I’m not into boxing.”

“Maybe your date is.”

Sofia cocked her head. “It bothers you that you’ve no idea who he is, doesn’t it?” She hadn’t told Sara who her date was. There was no reason for it, but she enjoyed that she had a secret, Sara knew of, but couldn’t do anything to make her share her secret. 

“According to Jules, he’s a nice guy.”

“What else did she tell you?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing. Not even his name. You’re dating this guy since six weeks and I’ve no idea what his name is, how he looks like and what he’s like. What does that tell you, Sofia?”

“You’re a lousy investigator. Anybody else had figured all these things out within a week. Even Greg knows more.”

“Why does the puppy know more?”

“Because they talked on the phone a few times. When there’s only one landline in the house and a call comes in, the one who’s next to the phone, answers the call. Sometimes it happens that I get a call and Greg brings the phone to me.”

“He never mentioned.”

“Of course not. He had a bad conscience when I told him, he knows more than you do but I could calm him down when I told him, as long as you don’t ask if he knows anything or as long as he doesn’t tell you, he doesn’t know anything, it’s not lying.”

“It’s withhold of information, it’s a felony.”

“Not in that case.” Sofia laughed. “And don’t you dare to give Greg a hard time for that. He did it because I asked him to do so. If you want to be mad at somebody, be mad at me.”

“I’m not mad a Greg and I’m not mad at you. Why should I? It’s your private life, you make the decision when I’m allowed to know his name.”

“Right.” Sofia took her car keys, turned off the lights and got her arm slightly around Sara. “Come on, investigator, I invite you to breakfast.”

“Don’t you have a breakfast date?”

“I do. Especially when you say, you want to join me.”

“Okay. Where do we go?”

“Let me surprise you.” 

Sara raised an eyebrow. She followed the detective in her car to a diner off the strip near Spring Valley. 

“I can’t remember we’ve ever been here.”

“We weren’t. They’ve great coffee and very good eggs.”

“And you know that why?”

“I’m a cop, I know things like that. Cops come around.” Sofia opened the door for Sara. Inside it was busy, most tables were taken. Sofia didn’t bother to wait for the waiter to seat them, she walked straight to a table in the back. Sara had no other choice than following her. At a table on the window Sofia stopped. 

“Got us a seat.” The blonde smiled. 

Sara looked at the man, who was sitting at the table. Was it necessary to point out that the table was taken? Or was the man about to leave? And when, how did Sofia know? 

“Oh, did I forget to mention, we won’t be alone? Looks like. Sorry. We’ve got company. Hey.” She bent down and kissed the man for a short moment on his lips. Now Sara didn’t need any more explanations. That was the mysterious man in Sofia’s life. The man, everybody but Sara knew the name of. 

“Say hello to Sara. I hope you don’t mind, but she was dying to meet you.”

“We don’t want her to die only to meet me. Hi, I’m Brian.” He smiled at Sara. 

So, that was his name. “Sara.” 

“Sofia told me quiet a lot about you.” He offered Sara a seat. 

“Thanks. She didn’t mention you with a word. Not even your name.”

“Not? Are you ashamed of me?”

“Is there a reason to be ashamed?” Sofia sat next to Brian, her hand linking with his hand. 

“You tell me.”

“No. I was waiting for the right moment for the two of you to meet. And I wanted to find out, what is going on with us before I introduce you to my friends.”

“So I’m worth to meet your friends?”

“Or they’re worth to meet you. Sara behaved good, I thought, she deserved a little treat.” Sofia blinked at her friend. 

“Very funny.” Sara had to admit, Sofia looked happy next to Brian, who had a soft smile on his face since Sofia was next to him. He wasn’t tall, Sara guessed, she had an inch on him and she also was a year or two senior than him. Meant, Sofia was older or at least the same age than her new boyfriend. His brown hair was short, a little bit messed up, reminded Sara of Greg’s hairstyle and his green eyes shone. There was a scar on his cheek and some scratch marks on his lower arms. 

“Cats.” He read her mind. 

“You have got cats?”

“No, well, kind of. I’m working with a vet and these are some traces of a patient, who didn’t like me. Or he didn’t like the needle in my hand. I’ve some scratches, he has an anti-rabies inoculation. It comes with the job.”

“Actually Brian is a vet.” Sofia said. 

“Not yet. I need to do my exams.”

“Any time soon?”

“Yes. In two weeks.”

“Good luck.”

“Thanks, I’ll need that.”

“You’ll make it, I’ve no doubt about that.” Sofia supported her boyfriend. 

“We’ll see. I’m working on it.”

“Where did you meet?” Sofia didn’t have a pet and Brian didn’t look like the regular guests in their favorite clubs. Sara doubted they met when Sofia was working, they must have met somewhere else. Sport? 

“In a waiting room.” Brian answered.

“Jules.” That was why Jules knew more. She knew Brian. First Sara had believed, they were kidding her when Jules said, she knew who Sofia was dating. Now it made perfect sense to her. Brian was really a patient of Jules. 

“Who’s Jules?”

“You know her as doctor Weinberg, Brian.” Sofia smiled.

“You know her too?”

“Kind of. She’s my best friend and she works with the LVPD.” Sara didn’t mention, that Sofia and Jules were also friends, that was up to the detective to say. 

“So you know her also from your job?” Brian looked at Sofia. 

“I know her as a colleague, yes. And as a friend.”

“You’ve got me a little confused. She’s your friend and you’re her patient?”

“No, not exactly. She’s my friend, I’m her friend and I’m in her office because – and that sounds really ridiculous now – I like her couch and I like the room. Usually we don’t meet somewhere quiet to talk, so I come to her office. I feel better talking to her there than at her or my place. I can’t really explain it. Disappointed?”

“Why should I be disappointed?”

“Because I didn’t tell you I know doctor Weinberg as a friend.”

“It’s unusual.”

“Yes it is. But I didn’t lie to you why I went to her office in the first place, I promise. I do have a relationship problem, ask Sara, she can tell you about it. And my name is Sofia, I am a detective and I do live together with a guy I’m not involved with.” Sofia stopped. She was sure, she had mentioned all things, Brian  could possible of being a lie. Or did she forget anything?

“That’s true. Greg isn’t into blonde.” Sara grinned. “And the rest is true too. And if you hurt her, Brian, I’ll hurt you. And so will Greg and doctor Weinberg, I can promise you that. Break her heart and we’ll break your neck and worse.”

“Nothing better than a breakfast full with surprises and threats.”

“She doesn’t mean it that way – okay, she does.” Sofia placed her head on Brian’s shoulder and looked at him. “She’s protective. The thing is, when we’re working, I take care of her. As soon as we’re off duty, she takes care of me because I’m not capable of helping myself – not when it comes to men.”

“Well, I don’t plan to hurt you, Sofia. You know that.”

“And just to make something else very clear: just because we’re friends of Jules, doctor Weinberg, it doesn’t mean, we know what you talk in therapy. We’ve no clue, she takes that very serious. I didn’t know a thing of you and I’ve no idea what she and Sofia are talking when they have their meetings.”

“Yes, we’re happen to be friends with Jules, who happens to be a therapist.”

“And I can tell you, that sucks big time sometimes.” Sara made a grimace and got Brian laughing. 

“I’m not paranoid. I’m sure doctor Weinberg can separate private and business life and even a therapist needs friends. I’m only a little bit surprised that you see her in her office to talk to her and not in a café, like friends usually do.”

“I couldn’t meet you in a café.” Sofia smiled. 

“That’s true.”

“And we haven’t taken the puppy to a vet, so there was no other chance for me to meet you.”

“You’ve got a puppy? You never mentioned that.”

Sara and Sofia started laughing. “Yes, we have a puppy, his name is Greg. We call him puppy because he’s the youngest and he’s cute like a puppy, with really sweet puppy eyes. When he looks with these sad puppy eyes at you, you just want to take him in your arms.”

“Talk like that a little bit more and I’ll caponize him.”

“Janet won’t like that.” Sofia chuckled. “No need to worry, he’s the puppy, we’re the bitches. It’s a group thing.”

“Sounds interesting. Unfortunately I can’t listen to more stories, it’s time for me to go to work, there are puppies and bitches waiting too. I’ll call you tonight.”

“Okay, I think, I won’t have to start early, maybe we can meet for dinner.”

“I hope so.” Brian got up. “See you, Sara. Take care of my detective.”

“I will take care of your girlfriend, the detective can take care of herself; most times”

“Alright. I hope, I’ll see you soon.”

“That’s up to Sofia, if she hides you again, it will take another six weeks or so.”

“It won’t be another six weeks.” Sofia kissed Brian. “Go, rescue a kitten for me. Or a baby tiger.”

“Like every day.” He smiled at both women and left the diner. Sofia followed him with her eyes until he was  in his car. She sighed. There he left. This was the first time since she had started being a detective, that she hated her job. Or more the shift. Damn night shift made it almost impossible to spend some time together. 

“He’s nice. Why did you hide him for so long?”

“I was scared you’d steal him.” Sofia got her attention back to Sara. 

“What makes you think I won’t do that now?”

“He won’t let you steal him.”

“I hope he’ll send every other woman away too.”

“So do I.”

“Don’t worry.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. “I think, you’ve made a good decision.”

“Can’t be too bad. We’re dating since six weeks, no sex and he’s still with me.”

“A patience man.”

“Yes. He knows about my problem, he knows it’s – like most fears – ridiculous, but that doesn’t make it less painful. For me his problem, his fear, is nothing to be scared of, that’s the problem with fears, most people don’t understand them because they’re not afraid of something. Or they don’t admit that they are. People, who are scared of something, who fear something, understand when you’re scared, they don’t laugh at you.”

“Your fear is real.”

“So is his, so is yours. Any more nightmares?”

“I had a bad one yesterday. I hope, I’ll be fine today.”

“Want some company?”

“What will Brian say when you spend your night, day, in my bed? In my arms?”

“I’m a lucky woman and he would be a even more lucky man if he could be in your shoes? I didn’t know he had to worry when we share a bed. You had your chance, Sara, you didn’t take it, it won’t come back. You’ve to live with the knowledge, you’ll never have me.”

“I told you not to dare me.”

“I can do that now. I’ve got Brian and even if I’d forget that – what I’ll never do – you know it, you wouldn’t do anything. Don’t try to pretend to be a bad ass bitch, you’re a nice one. And a tired one, I can see that in your eyes. Let’s go home, investigator, we need some sleep. You never know what will happen this night, could be a double.”

“I don’t hope so.” Sara didn’t want to work a double shift, she wanted to have a whole week with only ordinary shifts. And without any more nightmares to get some real sleep. 

“I think I’ve a déjà vu.” Sara looked at the three dead bodies in front of her feet. Three young men, all three dressed up in the same kind of clothes like the three of the night before. They lay in front of a wall, bullet holes in their forehead. Sara bet, there were no other bullets, just like the three other victims. Bullet to the head, cuffed with a rope, they had found out, was sold in every shop that had garden, handcraft or handyman supplies. 

“Somebody is serious about killing dealer.” Sofia had secured the scene. 

“Yeah. Who are they?”

“D, E and F.”

“No kidding?”

“No. Somebody is not only serious about killing drug dealing kids, somebody is also very serious in doing so in the right order.”

“If I was G, I’d be very paranoid now.”

“I’ve G, H and I on the radio, we want them in; like any other member of the gang. Maybe they can tell us, who wants to erase them one by one; in alphabetically order.”

“Any words on the streets?”

“Not that I know of. After tonight their cases might be more important. Three dead drug dealers weren’t exactly what the city calls high priority. The possibility that somebody is about to kill a whole gang is something else.”

“They’ll still be a bunch of drug dealing kinds, the city doesn’t need, is glad to have them away and nobody cares about them.”

Sofia knew Sara was right. As long as only gang members got killed and no tourist was in danger – and so far there was nothing that leaded them to this conclusion – the Sheriff wasn’t too interested. These kids weren’t the clientele, who voted for him. If he could tell the city before the next election, the amount of dealer had decreased, it helped him.

“I’ll walk around and see if anybody has seen something.”

Sara raised her eyebrows. In this area nobody saw anything. She was surprised that the bodies weren’t stripped and left with nothing than their bullet hole. 

Her cell phone rang.

“Sidle.”

“Tell me what you’ve got.” She recognized Grissom’s voice. 

“I’ve got three dead bodies, according to Sofia their names are D, E and F. Somebody doesn’t like the Alphabet gang.”

“Do you need some help?”

“Do I get some help?”

“I’ve some time for you.”

“Thanks.” She closed her cell phone. Some help from Grissom. Again. She had been sure, he had something else to do, but it seemed like he made some time to go on working with him. That reminded her of the time, when they worked almost every case together. After she told him about her past, when they became a couple. 

Why did she think of that?

“We’ve some Alphabet members in custody. Want to talk to them?” 

“Sure.” Sara dropped her sandwich. She could eat that later – no, in fact she could eat it while she walked to Sofia, she was hungry. Sara took her files, the sandwich and walked over to the police department. Usually gang members weren’t keen of talking to the police, especially when there was nothing you could threat them with. Sara was sure the police found a reason to bring them in, something that held up for a short while, but if they didn’t catch the members with drugs in their pockets, there was a big possibility that they all walked out of the department before Sara could call it a night. 

“With what do you charge them?” She had finished her last bite of the sandwich when she arrived at Sofia’s desk. 

“Nothing that will keep them in for longer than an hour or two. Amazingly they all know their rights, most of them got a lawyer before we had them in. Why do people always know their rights and never their obligations?”

“Because obligations stop you from having fun and do, what you want to do. Ask any child or teenager. Or just remember yourself of the time when you were one.”

“I wasn’t like that.”

Sara cocked her head. “Not?”

“No. Well, most times not.”

“I’ll leave that without a comment. With whom do we start?”

“Because we can’t hold them long, I think we should talk to J. He was the closest letter I could get to the victims. The rest are lower case letters.”

“Means?”

“The longer you in, the more drugs you’ve sold, the more respect you’ve earned, the bigger your letter. Our victims are on the second level. Obviously it starts with lower case letters, goes on to letter, to upper case letters to star letters.”

“What happens when there are two really talented K’s? Do they have Star K One and Star K Two?”

“No, if the one, who’ll become Star K is better than the old one, the old Star K will become an upper K. There are some upper letters, they’re numbered, but only one is a star letter. Every star letter is in charge of some other letters, has his or her own district.”

“So who’s the boss? The letter version of The Count?”

Sofia laughed. “I like that. The Alphabet is in charge.”

“The Alphabet? Is that a person?”

“Yes. A man, LVPD really wants to talk to – for a few months now. Unfortunately he’s like the letters in an alphabet soup, difficult to catch.”

“Don’t you just love laying out words with the letters?”

“Yes. We should cook one.”

“Do you invite Brian?”

“Not the next two weeks.”

“Why?”

“Because of Jules.”

“Jules? Oh.” Sara understood. In two weeks Brian had his exams and after that, he would stop seeing Jules. It wasn’t a good idea to meet your therapist in private when you still had your appointments. 

“Yes. The only reason why he hasn’t been around. I’ll bring him along after his exams, when he’s a vet and doesn’t need Jules anymore.”

“I don’t think it’s possible not to need Jules.”

“Not if you put the focus on of being a friend, but when you put the focus on being a therapist I think it’s possible.”

“Misses Miller.” Sara blinked. There was noo need to say more. 

“Get your ass into the interrogation room, Sidle.”

“Yes, detective.” She opened the door for Sofia and both entered the room. 

A young man with a black sweater an the word ALPHABET stitched on the back in golden letters, was sitting on a chair. His eyes were half closed and he didn’t look up when they entered the room. Next to him was a man in a cheap black suit and in a desperately need for a hair cut. 

“Vincent Deberoo, I’m detective Curtis, that’s Sara Sidle with the crime lap. We’re glad to see you.” Sofia sat opposite of the gang member, who didn’t bother to look up.

“Mister Deberoo doesn’t wish to talk to you.”

“That’s a shame. We’re sure he knows that six of his friends are dead. Three killed last night, three this night. What should concern him even more that the killer has a system. He killed A, B and C first, then D, E, and F. What does your client, who’s street name is J make out of that? G, H, I…guess the next one.”

“My client doesn’t wish to make any comments about the dead of his friends. He’s grieving.”

“Sure he is. Hey Vinc, there’s somebody out, who likes to kill your friends and if he goes on like the last two nights, you’ll be his victim in two nights. Do you really want to risk that?” No reaction. Sofia looked at Sara. Didn’t this boy understand, she was here to help him? To help his friends. 

“My client has no idea who is killing his friends.”

“Does he want to see the killer in prison?”

“Of course.”

“Great, in that case he should lift his head a bit, use his voice and tell us, who wants the Alphabet gang dead. We found them executed, with whom do you guys have a problem at the moment? Which gang tries to get into your area? Or are you expanding?”

Again no reaction. 

“You’re not helping here, Vinc.”

“Do you know where G, H and I are?” Sara asked. “We don’t know where they are, they’re in danger. The killer caught his victims, cuffed them and shot them at the end before he dumps the bodies somewhere. It’s possible that he has already his next victims.”

“I’m not a rat.” Finally some words from the young man.

“You’re not giving us anything about your friends. Somebody out there kills them, it should be in your interest to stop this person. Who’s after you and your friends?”

“Lone Star.”

“The company?”

“He calls himself Lone Star because he thinks, he’s a freaking Sheriff, with the mission to clean the streets.”

“Like in the movie?”

“Probably.”

“Why your gang?”

“He got some guys out of the district after he killed half of the gang.”

“He killed half a gang?” Sofia didn’t believe it. They hadn’t found so many bodies. Half a gang meant, there must be around a dozen bodies somewhere. At least. 

“A small one. Seven bodies. Rumor is, he burnt them and strewed the ashes into Lake Meat. Nobody gave a damn about that story. Some midlife wanna be hero daddy, who wants to scare gangs to save his neighborhood, be the star.”

Sofia wasn’t surprised that seven gang members could disappear and nobody noticed it. She wasn’t surprise, that somebody was sick of having gangs around his house, didn’t want his kids growing up with drugs in front of the picket fence. What she surprised was, that she hadn’t heard of that story. Usually words travel fast on the street. 

“When did that happen? When did he erase the gang?”

“Last weekend. If it’s true.”

“Well, somebody started to erase your friends in alphabetically order and that’s very true and very real.”

“Sometimes gangs mess with us, but we’ll…everything will find it’s way.” He changed his sentence. 

“Leave that to the police.” She didn’t need to see his eyes to know that he was laughing at her. She didn’t believe for a second he or his friends would leave anything to the police. It was her job to say something like that, even if she felt very stupid saying it. 

“Where are your friends?”

“Don’t know.”

“Come on, don’t bullshit me.”

“Ditto.”

“We want to safe them.”

“And I want to save the world.”

“That’s noble. Any idea where we can find this Lone Star?”

“He cleared the area around Rhodes Ranch.”

“And?”

“And that’s all I’ve to say.”

“Do you believe his story?” Sara got a coffee out of the vending machine and gave it to Sofia. 

“We haven’t heard of a killing of a seven people.”

“Doesn’t mean it never happened.”

“No, it doesn’t. I want to check it out, go around the area, talk to some people.”

“Need some company?”

“Is this company a CSI, brunette and a friend of mine?”

“We can arrange that she’s your company.”

“Deal. Maybe we’ll find some evidence of the fire. He burnt seven bodies, there must be some trace.”

“Vincent never said Lone Star burnt the bodies in Rhodes Ranch. And why burn them and shoot these members?”

“Maybe he thinks killing them in the old mafia style scares more people.”

“It scares not enough to cooperate with the police to save your ass and the ass of your friend.”

“No.” Sofia threw the coffee after two sips away. Too disgusting. They were leaving the department now, they could grab some coffee outside. “Let’s go.”

They took Sofia’s car and the blonde didn’t let Sara take the chance of taking over her car. It had to be the passenger seat for the brunette, no matter if she liked it or not. Without arguing Sara sat down and closed her eyes. Five or so minutes to give her eyes a rest.

“Tired?”

“Yes. Can we have a coffee before we walk around and talk to people, who doesn’t want to talk to us? And the one’s who’ll talk to us will think, this Lone Star is a hero.”

“Yes, we’ll get a coffee.”

“This is the direction of the diner we’ve been in yesterday.”

“And?”

“Is Brian there every morning? You weren’t home with us the last weeks, I wonder if you meet your boyfriend there every morning after work when you finish on time.”

“I do. The veterinary practice is in that area, Durango Drive.”

“You know, I love kitten too.”

“No.”

“Yes, I do.”

“No, we won’t go there.”

“What a pity. No good morning kiss and hug for you.”

“You feel sorry for me? Kiss and hug me.”

“You don’t want that anymore.”

“True.” Sofia grinned. “But we can ask him if he knows something. I mean, he works with pets, dogs need to walk a lot, dog owner see a lot, they talk to other dog owner, who talk to the vet, when their dogs need something. Maybe somebody saw a fire. Or how somebody got seven gang members together. You think, he put them in a car? A bus? Or he caught them one by one?”

“I’ve no idea. If they were burnt alive, he had to cuff them somewhere. Or to drug them. Or he stabbed or shot them before he barbecued them. People are full of idea when it comes to torture somebody.”

“Sad but true.” Sofia made the decision, it was a good idea to have a look at Brian and his work place. They could ask him for some rumors and there was a bakery shop opposite the veterinary office to get some coffee. 

“Brian will take five minutes and meet us for a coffee.”

“And a kiss?”

“I’m sure I’ll get one, if he gives one to you too, I’m not sure if I like that.”

“You don’t want to share your boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Not even with me?”

“No.”

“Pity.”

“Stick with women and we won’t have any problems, Sara.”

“Unless I’ll hit on you.”

“Won’t be a problem, I’ll tell you to back off and you will do that.”

“Will I?”

“Yes. Don’t try to tell me anything else, I know you.” Sofia grinned. 

“Lucky you, I’m not interested in you. You’re enough trouble as a friend, I don’t need that in a relationship.”

“Trouble?”

“Yes. Every time I work with you, I end up in overtime.”

“Because I make you work very accurate. It’s called good influence.”

Sara chuckled. Good influence? And did Sofia tell her, she wasn’t working accurate when she was on scene with another detective? As far as Sara knew, she always did a good job. If Sofia thought different, they had to talk about that, but Sara knew, the blonde was only teasing her. 

“Sure. Can you stop? They look like they could tell us something.” Sara pointed to a group of teenager, who were sitting on a bench. As soon as they noticed the two women, half of the group disappeared in an alley. Only two boys stayed. 

“Got lost, ladies?” The taller one asked. 

“Looks more like your friends got lost.” Sofia held her batch up, not that it wasn’t obvious to the kids, they were with the police. That was the reason the rest had left. 

“They had an appointment.”

“Sure. We’re not here to bust you.”

“We ain’t do nothing wrong.”

“I’m sure you didn’t. But maybe you saw something.”

“We don’t see anything.”

“See, that’s something I don’t believe you. You’re sitting here the whole day, you walk around with your friends, you guys see a lot. And we make it easy on you, we’re looking for one special person. He calls himself Lone Star.”

“That’s a TV show.”

“We didn’t ask for a TV show, we asked for a real person. Somebody, who apparently killed seven people last week.”

“I ain’t know no killer.”

“Okay.” Sofia bent down, closer to the one, who was talking the whole time. She had showed enough patience, she wanted some real answers. “Let’s make it clear: you talk here and we’ll leave, you stay like nothing has happened. Or you play dumb and we’ll take you and your friend downtown. Plus we’ll order my colleagues to get the rest of your friends. They’ll be really pissed off when they have the police after them only because you didn’t want to talk to us. We’re looking for a man, who killed friends of you. You can sit here, tell me you don’t know a thing and he’ll go on killing. The chances are high he’ll kill you because he doesn’t like gangs and he doesn’t like kids with white powder in their pockets. Give me a name and I’ll make him disappear, gives you and your friends a better sleep and a longer  life. Or choose the trouble option.”

“Hey, you’re…”

“I want an answer now!” Sofia got her cell out. 

“We don’t know who this Lone Star is. Rumors are, the dude lives in the hood, alone.”

“Where?”

“You think we hadn’t talked to him if we knew?”

“Where did he get the others?”

“Riley Street. Last part of the road.”

“Good decision.” Sofia put her cell phone away. She and Sara walked back to the car. 

“How comes they try to protect somebody, who kills them?” Sara wondered. 

“The police is always the enemy.”

“The enemy of my enemy is my friend.”

“Maybe they think we want to give Lone Star a medal. Thanks for making the city cleaner.”

“This used to be a great area, pretty expensive.” Sara looked at the houses. 

“Years ago, yes. Now you find better areas. I still like the amenities.”

“So why did you move in with Greg instead of here?”

“Greg had a cheap room and is great company. Of course, there are downsides too, we’ve a nasty neighbor, a real bitch, but we’ve learnt to live with her.” Sofia blinked. The main reason for her move were her friends. She didn’t want to live so far away, she wanted a short way between Sara’s balcony, the place they meet most times, and her home. Now there were around twenty yards between the balcony and Sofia’s room, she considered that as pretty close. 

“Just don’t hang around her balcony anymore and you’ve got your peace.”

“I’ll consider that.” Sofia stopped her car. “This is isolated.”

“Yeah, you’ve got houses on the left, the other sides are free. Perfect to vanish. I’m sure people mind their own business, but what is a gang doing here?”

“Bruce Woodbury Beltway and Las Vegas Beltway are close, you can go to everywhere in a minute. You see when a police cars comes around, there’s only this one road. I’d choose this area too if I wanted to deal.”

“Do you think Lone Star lives here?”

“Maybe.” Sofia’s cell phone rang. The private one. 

“Lover’s call. I’ll call the department, ask if they have any houses here that are occupied by a single man between twenty and fifty.” Sara left the car. She wanted to give Sofia some private time with Brian and the fresh air gave her a little boost. She was tired. 

It took her colleague five minutes to call her back and to give her two names. When she came back in the car, Sofia had finished her call. 

“Does he miss you?”

“He’ll come here, brings some coffee and bagels. Full service.”

“Nice. I’ve two names, you might want to order your delivery boy to another address.” She gave Sofia the addresses and the detective simply send the street names to Brian. He’d find their car and had to wait there anyway. He couldn’t join them when they talked to the men. 

“Tom Carlton, age forty-seven. Midlife crisis? Never made anything special and wants to be the hero of the neighborhood now?”

“Ever watched ‘Gran Torino’?”

“No.”

“I’ve it somewhere, if you want, we can watch it together. It’s a good movie, Clint Eastwood is in it and he kind of cleans up his neighborhood too. And he’s a little bit older than forty-seven in that movie.”

“Sounds like we’ve a movie date.”

“If you want, you can bring some company.”

“Only if we have this date after the exams.”

“I think, we can arrange that.” Sara got out of the car. The house they parked in front of, looked like all the other houses here. 

“Let’s see if Tom is at home.” It was a little bit after seven, most people were home, having breakfast. Sofia rang the bell and waited. 

It didn’t take long and a man opened the door.

“Tom Carlton?”

“Yes.”

“I’m detective Curtis, LVPD, that’s Sara Sidle with the crime lab. We’d like to ask you a few questions.”

“What questions?”

The banker type. He didn’t strike Sara as a man, who walked around the neighborhood after dark and kill gang members. More like, he had an appointment with his personal broker and a scotch in front of the TV.

“Seven young men disappeared last week from this area. Did you notice anything?”

“How did they disappear?”

“Apparently they got killed.”

“I haven’t seen anybody kill anyone. Haven’t heard of these seven people either. Neighbors?”

“Teenager, probably gang member.”

“I try not to be around them, try not to look when I see them. Frankly, I can’t see any harm of the community when gang members disappear. Makes the neighborhood safer.”

“Are you in any group of neighborhood protection? Own a gun?”

“A gun? Me? No. I’m not into guns, sports or any of this ‘we play police and keep the street safe’ groups. I work in a bank, I know numbers, I know accounts. Anything else I’ve no clue of and I don’t do things, I’ve no clue of. Too many people get killed because thy do things they’ve no idea of.”

“What kind of car do you have?”

“I don’t have a car, I take the bus.”

No gun, no sport, no car. Sofia didn’t need to look at Sara to know, the investigator thought the same like she did: this man wasn’t a Lone Star. 

“Thanks for your time, Mister Carlton.” 

They walked back to the car. 

“This is no hero.”

“Superman appeared to be boring too.” Sofia said. “But I can’t see this man handle seven teenager.”

“No. Let’s try the next one and then call it a night. We’re kind of looking for the needle in a haystack.”

“Yes, but the damn needle must be somewhere in the haystack. It’s like playing lotto, sometimes you get lucky.”

“True.” Sara took the keys away from Sofia. “My turn.”

“My car.”

“The department’s car.” Sara sat behind the wheel. Sofia shook her head and got on the passenger’s seat. She got kicked off her own driver’s seat. The CSI got cheeky. 

“What kind of car does Brian drive?”

“Why?”

“Blue Toyota?”

“Yes.”

“He’s behind us. Looks like the breakfast is there, we should hurry up with our last witness.”

“Before the coffee gets cold. I hate it when that happens. Nothing more disgusting than cold coffee.”

“Hot department coffee.” Sara agitated. This vending machine coffee was worse than no coffee at all. She had no idea why the department kept it, why not replace with something people could actually drink? 

She stopped the car in front of the next address and got out. The house of Toni Angelo. 

“You’re tailing a police car.” Sara said to Brian, who got out of his car too.

“Actually I’m stalking a certain detective.”

“That’s a crime.”

“She can handcuff me, if she wants.” He grinned at Sofia. 

“That’s nothing Sara wants to hear. We need to talk to one more witness, can you wait here?” She tried not to come too close to Brian. She was still on duty, she was right in the middle of the street, she had to be professional. 

“No problem. I’ve got fifteen minutes before I’ve to go back.”

“It won’t take longer than a minute or two.” Sofia promised. Together with Sara she walked up the half a dozen steps to the front door and rang the bell. 

“Who’s there?”

“Toni Angelo? LVPD, we’d like to…” The sound of crashing wood let Sara and Sofia go down at the same time. There was a hole in the door, right in the middle. 

“Shit. Dispatch, detective Curtis, I’m on South Riley Street. Suspect is shooting, I need back-up. Now!” She looked at Sara. “Are you alright?”

“Yes.” Sara had her gun in her hand. 

“We can’t go back to the car, there’s no cover. Stay here.” Sofia kicked the rest of the door away and got down. She expected another bullet, but only silence greeted her when she entered the house. Sara was right behind her. 

“I need to clear the house.”

“And you surely won’t do it alone. We already know there’s somebody inside and this person is willing to shoot.” Sara had a point.

“Stay behind me.” Slowly they made their way in the hallway. Sara’s gun was pointed to the stairs, Sofia’s toward the kitchen. The door was wide open. Where was Angelo? Was he hiding in the kitchen? Did he run upstairs? Was there a basement? Or did he leave the house and ran? 

“Mister Angelo, this is LVPD. Drop your gun and get out, hands up high.”

No answer. Step by step they made their way to the kitchen. Sofia scanned the room. No sign of a person. The coffee on the table was steaming, there were eggs burning on the oven. She didn’t bother to do anything against that. 

“The kitchen is clear, he must be upstairs.”

“Or he left and took off.” Sara had seen the backdoor. They hadn’t heard a door, but they concentrated on finding a place to hide and didn’t pay attention to doors. 

“A killer on the loose.”

“Let’s get upstairs.” Sara walked to the stairs. She couldn’t hear any back-up, they were too far away to have anybody close. Sofia in front of her, they made the first steps. Covering the blonde’s back, having an eye on the area downstairs and trying to see if anybody was hiding upstairs, she had too many spaces to cover and not enough eyes. When she realized somebody was in the living room and pointed a gun at her, it was too late. She felt pain in her lower body. Did she scream? Or was it only in her head? Was she hit by a bullet? There was this pain. The last thing she remembered was, she looked at her hands ant they didn’t look the same anymore. They were red and wet. Covered in blood. Her own blood.

“Where is she?” Jules practically flew in the waiting area and got Sofia in her arms. 

“In surgery.”

“Where?”

“Behind the door, they don’t let me…” 

Jules was out of Sofia’s arms and on her way to the door, that leaded to emergency area. Sofia had tried to enter this area, but got sent away twice. Her badge didn’t help.

“Ma’am, you can’t go in there.” A nurse tried to stop Jules, who ignored the woman. 

“Ma’am!” The nurse got Jules’ arm.

“I need to see Miss Sidle.”

“Miss Sidle is in surgery.”

“Then give me a doctor.”

“Ma’am please, you need to…”

“All I need is to know how Sara is.”

“Like I said, she’s in surgery, I can’t tell you how she is. And we can give this kind of information only to family member. There’s no family listed for Miss Sidle.”

“She has no family, she has us.”

“Sorry, you need to wait.”

“I don’t think so.” Jules got a sheet of paper out of her pocket. “I’m in charge. It’s Miss Sidle’s wish that if something happens to her, I’m around. I’ve the power of attorney. Whatever you do, you have to clear it with me.”

“Stay here, I’ll tell the doctor to talk to you as soon as he has some time.” She pushed Jules back in the waiting area. 

Unsatisfied with the result, Jules needed all her willpower not to kick the vending machine. 

“If I don’t get any information within the next minutes, they’ll be in trouble.” She turned to Sofia. “What did happen?” Sofia had called Jules as soon as Sara was in the ambulance. She knew, the psychologist wanted to be with Sara. That she was Sara’s POA was new for Sofia, but didn’t surprise her. 

“She got shot.”

“How?”

“We wanted to talk to a witness, when he instead of opening the door, shot at us. I called for backup and we went inside. When we thought we had cleared the lower level, we wanted to go upstairs to look for the suspect. I was in front, Sara was behind me. It seems like we didn’t look good enough, the man was still downstairs and shot Sara. She got down, all I could do was to shoot the man. I never saw him, when I realized he was there it was too late, I…” Sofia couldn’t hold back her tears. She had failed. It was her job to make sure Sara was safe and what did happen? Sara got shot. 

Jules pulled Sofia in her arms. “She’ll make it, she’s strong.”

“There was so much blood.”

“Where did he hit her?”

“I don’t know…lower part of her body. Belly? Kidneys? I can’t tell you, Jules. I called an ambulance and…Brian gave her first aid.” Sofia could barely see Brian, who was sitting on a chair not far away, through her tears. She had failed. Again. It was her job to make sure Sara was alright. She didn’t do her job. She let somebody shot Sara. 

Jules looked at her patient. 

“Doctor Weinberg.” Brian stood up and walked to the women. 

“Mister Miller, thanks for helping.”

“My pleasure.”

“He was around, had some breakfast for us. We were in the area where the veterinary office is and…doesn’t matter. He helped.”

“Do you know something more about her injuries?”

“The bullet didn’t hit the kidney, also not the liver. My guess is, it’s in the stomach. Sara lost a lot of blood, I tried to stop the bleeding, I have my emergency kit also in the car, but I’m not a ER doctor, I’m a vet. I’m better in helping cats and dogs.”

“I’m sure you did a good job.” His clothes were covered in blood; Sara’s blood. Jules didn’t want to imagine how much blood her friend had lost. 

“Does she need blood?”

“I’m sure she does. She lost a lot.”

“We’re the same blood group, I can donate some blood.” Jules turned towards the door, ignoring the deny of the nurse to stay out. Before she could open the door a doctor came out. His eyes met Jules’. 

“Doctor Weinberg?”

“Yes.”

“I’m doctor Huxley…”

“How is Sara?”

“She’s alive, but she lost a lot of blood and she’s in a critically condition. We got the bullet out.”

“Do you need blood?”

“If you want to donate blood I can arrange that. She might need some more blood later, at the moment she’s in surgery, we hope it won’t take longer than another hour. After that she’ll be in a coma, she needs to rest.”

“Will she be okay?”

“If there are no complications and she’ll be stable during the night, she’ll be alright. But right now I can’t promise anything. It would be worse if she hadn’t gotten first aid.” He looked at Brian. With his bloody t-shirt he was obviously a person, who had been involved. “Your work?”

“Yes.”

“Did you ever went to medical school?”

“I’m a vet.”

“Animal or human, a compression bandage is a compression bandage. Saved her life.” He turned back to Jules. “I understood you’re the POA.”

“Yes.”

“I’ll inform you when there’s something or when she’s out of surgery.”

“Can I see her?”

“Not within the next hours. And like I said, we’ll put her in a coma, you won’t be able to talk to her. Same for the police.” He looked at Sofia, whose badge was still visible on her belt.

“I’m not here as a police detective right now. I’m here as her friend.”

“She’ll need a friend more than a police detective. If you excuse me now, I’ve to go back.”

“Thanks doctor.” Jules dropped on a chair. She felt helpless, useless. 

Greg and Grissom came into the room. 

“Jules, what happened?” Greg was next to his friend. “How is Sara?” They had heard their friend was shot and brought to hospital. 

“In surgery.”

“What did happen?”

Jules looked at Sofia. That was her part, she had been there. 

Slowly Sofia repeated the story. She knew, she had to go down to the police department. She had to make her statement, they would collect her gun. She had shot a man. She needed to be cleared. Toni Angelo was dead. Sofia’s bullet had entered his skull and he was dead before he hit the ground. She didn’t feel sorry for that. She only felt sorry that she couldn’t manage to hit him before he shot Sara. 

“We need your clothes.” Grissom said to Sofia. “I talked to Ecklie, Greg and me will work the case.”

“That’s good.” Or better than having anybody else around them, asking questions. Jules pulled Greg closer to her. “She’ll be alright, won’t she?”

“Of course, you know her. She’ll be fine.”

“I’m so scared.”

“She’s a fighter, she’ll be alright.”

“Sofia?” Nobody had noticed Brass. Did he come here with Greg and Grissom? Sofia couldn’t remember seeing him, but she couldn’t remember a lot. All she remembered was how Sara fell, the blood and that the doctor said, she was critical. But there was hope. She had to think positive.

“I know.”

“I’m sorry, but you need to come with me.”

Jules looked up. “I’ll call you as soon as I know something.”

“Thanks. Brian? You need to come too. They need your clothes and we…captain Brass needs your statement.” She was out of this. Her job wasn’t to work this case anymore. She became a witness. A victim? A killer? She became involved and had no power anymore. 

“What is with doctor Weinberg? Will you be alright here?”

“Yes.” She wanted Nina here. Why did her girlfriend leave last night? That was very bad timing. 

“I’ll stay with you, I need Sara’s clothes. Janet will come over and stays with you.”

“And I’ll be back ASAP.” Sofia planed to make her trip to the department very short. They could have her statement, her clothes and her gun, but she wanted to be back here as soon as possible.

“Anything new?” Sofia sat next to Jules, who seemed to sit on the same chair like when Sofia had left the waiting room. Jules had sent her a text that Sara was out of surgery, but the doctor didn’t tell her more nor let her see her. 

“No. They gave Greg her clothes.”

“I saw him on my way back here. Where’s Janet?”

“I sent her away.”

“Jules…”

“To get some real coffee. Your department coffee is disgusting, the coffee here isn’t much better.”

“Coffee will be good.” Sofia didn’t think she was able to drink or eat any time soon, but it was good to have coffee around. 

“Yes.”

“Jules…I’m so sorry…I’ve no idea how…I mean, we checked …how could he…why didn’t I just sent her out? It’s my job to clear the area, not hers.” She had said the same to Jim, when he asked her about the shooting. There was no way she could pretend, it wasn’t her fault. She was the detective, she had to make sure the scene was secured. She had to give Sara a place to work, that wasn’t dangerous. She had failed. It was all her fault. 

“We both know Sara, there was no way she’d let you go inside the house alone. It’s not your fault.”

“It’s the second time she got injured and I didn’t do anything.”

“The second time?”

“When Natalie…”

“Sofia, that was not your fault. Like today.”

“I’m the detective…”

“Yes, you’re the detective, you did your job. It doesn’t matter how good we do our job, there’ll always be a time when some-thing goes wrong.”

“This failure can cost Sara her life.”

“It won’t. But do me a favor.”

“What?”

“Don’t tell her you think it’s your fault.”

“She knows it better than anybody else.”

“She knows, you did your best, you did the best you could and it’s not your fault. If you say anything else, you’ll just annoy her and she needs her energy to get well and not to be pissed off.”

“Why did he shoot her? Why not me?”

“Because she was behind you, you tried to shield her, but he was behind you. So she was closer for him than you were.”

“The CSI is my responsibility.”

“Sara is her own responsibility. It was her decision to follow you, it was her decision not to wait for backup.”

“You should be mad at me. I let your best friend get shot.”

“Being mad at you would be very stupid, I try not to act too stupid. I didn’t act smart and like I should when I came here, as a doctor, I should have behaved better and not give the nurse such a hard time or try to get something I knew, I can’t have. I blame it on the shock, but I can’t blame everything on it.”

“Thanks.”

“No need to thank me.” Jules took Sofia in her arms. “She’ll be fine, Sofia. She has no other choice. I’d be very mad and angry with her if she dies. Believe me, Sara won’t risk to make me that furious.”

“She’s out of surgery, when the doctor didn’t mentioned any problems, she’ll be fine. They’ve good doctors here, they’ll get her out of the coma and we’ll take her home.”

“I’m afraid that will take some time; even when Sara’s first question will be, when we get her home. Poor nurses. And she can say a big thank you to your boyfriend. I knew he’s a good guy.”

“He is. And of course he could help her, she’s a bitch, that’s exactly his clientele.”

Jules had to laugh. Sofia was right on that one. 

“I hope, we’ll see him a little bit more often and not only in hospital.”

“As soon as he has passed his exams and removed his name from your client list, he’ll come along. Until that he’ll stay away. It’s not good to see your therapist drunk and flirting with your girlfriend and take her serious the next day when you’ve an appointment.” Sofia smiled a bit.

“He has a point on that but I can stay at my place when you want to have him over. That’s alright.”

“At the moment I don’t feel like having a barbecue. It’s more important that Sara gets well soon.”

“That’s true.” 

“Hey.” Janet came with a box of coffee and a bag back in the room. The bag smelled like fresh donuts. Her brown hair was wet, she must have walked through the rain without an umbrella. 

“Hi.” Sofia smiled a bit and hugged Janet. 

“How are you?”

“Better than Sara.”

“It’s not your fault what happened to her.”

“That’s what Jules tries to tell me.”

“Listen to her, she’s smart.”

“I know.” 

“Want some coffee? A donut?”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You eat a donut.” Jules ordered. “You missed breakfast, you need some sugar. It doesn’t help Sara when you break down. She needs us to be strong, that means, you need to keep your body strong too. I know I can’t get you to drink some tea, so drink coffee and eat a donut. Otherwise I’ll send you home.”

“And how do you plan to do that?”

“Pretty easy: I’ll tell the nurse you’re not allowed to see Sara.”

“Blackmailing.”

“If it works it’s fine with me.”

“I eat, I eat.” Sofia bite in a donut. If she had no other choice, she would eat a donut and drink some coffee. But Jules shouldn’t think she could send Sofia home. There was no way the detective would leave before she had any news of Sara. 

“There are these beautiful brown eyes.” Greg bent over the bed and kissed Sara on her lips. He had made a detour from work back home to see if his friend was awake. The doctor had told Jules last night, they wanted Sara to get out of her coma and she was due to wake up this morning. 

“My puppy.”

“My perfect brunette.” He kissed her again. “I missed your voice. It’s great to see you awake again. You’re a little bit pale, we need to feed you something with color – like a cake.”

“Actually I’m starving.”

“No surprise, they kept you on IV feeding.”

“I hope, you ordered vegetarian IV food for me.”

“Jules did all the orders. They didn’t let me come close to you, only family. That reduced your visitors to the doc, she was allowed to come in.”

“She’s the POA.”

“Yes and she made it very clear, that she wanted to see you, wanted to have all the news and wouldn’t leave until she saw you at least once a day. That was after the surgery, when she stayed twelve hours to see you for a minute.”

“Why didn’t she go home?”

“Sara.” Greg cocked his head. “If Jules were in your shoes, how likely would it be that you go home?”

“Very unlikely.”

“See. Even when we weren’t allowed to be here, one of us was always here. Jules, Sofia, Janet, Nina, Grissom and me, we shared guard. Oh and your personal life saver was here too.”

“Who’s that?”

“Brian.”

“Brian…Sofia’s boyfriend. Right, he was there when we went in the house. Did anything happen to him? What happened to the man? He shot me, I guess. All I can remember is, that there was this pain and suddenly my hands were all red and wet and the world got black.”

“Yes, he shot you. You took a bullet in the belly. Sofia killed him, gunshot in the head. She called an ambulance and Brian, who had his kit with him, saved you. He put on some compression bandage and stopped the bleeding. And before I forget: you’ve got Jules’ blood in your veins.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Because you’ve lost so much blood, she donated some blood to you. Looks like the two of you just got closer, you’ve a pint of her blood in your veins.”

“I’m a doctor now – partly.”

“Yes.” He laughed. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there when you woke up.”

“I wasn’t awake long. Took me a minute or so to understand where I am and why. The little bandage around my belly makes it obvious. And all these things around me. Can you get the needle out of my arm?” Sara looked at the IV.

“I’m afraid I’m allowed to do that.”

“Bugger. I won’t tell.”

“I will.” Nina came in the room. 

“I’ve a gunshot wound not a mental problem, you’re in the wrong room, doctor.” Sara smiled. 

“I don’t call you insane, Sara, but I also don’t call you sane. You know, you’re not suppose to be in a house with a suspect inside?”

“Are you here for the department?”

“No.”

“Then don’t ask stupid questions like that and give me a hug.”

“Alright.” Nina hugged Sara and kissed her cheek. “I’m glad you’re fine.”

“It didn’t look too good, did it?”

“No, it looked bad first. Do you know how long you were in a coma?”

“I’ve no clue what day is today.”

“You slept two days, they got four pints of blood in your veins.”

“Wow, that’s serious. One pint is of Jules.”

“Yes, she donated a pint, we others don’t have the right blood group.”

“There’s a reason why I have Jules around, I need her blood.”

“You scared her. She’ll be over the moon to see you awake.”

“I’m happy to see all of you. How is the detective?”

“She didn’t get hurt.” Greg said. He didn’t mention that Sofia was in a very bad shape since Sara got shot. He doubted, the blonde had slept for more than an hour and she only ate and drank something, when somebody forced her to do so. She felt guilty, she felt responsible. 

“Thanks God. Did she get in trouble?”

“No, they cleared her within a day.”

“But?”

“No but.”

“Greg.” Sara sighed. Why was her friend trying to lie to her? He should know that she always knew when he was lying or not telling her the whole truth. 

“She keeps telling herself it’s her fault that you got shot.”

“Bogus.”

“I know that.”

“We both cleared the lower level, we both didn’t see Angelo. If she hadn’t react fast, if she hadn’t shot him, he had killed me. I’m sure he had more than one bullet in his gun. No need for stupid thoughts like that.”

“You can tell her, she’ll come here later.”

“I’d kick her ass if anybody…Nina, you’re a doctor. A M.D. doctor.”

“Yes and no, I won’t do anything to get you out of here. You lost a lot of blood…”

“I got that back!”

“…you were in coma for two days…”

“Enough sleep.”

“…you were shot, you’ve a wound, you need medical treat-ment. It’s not enough to stay in bed and take some pills, you need a new bandage at least once a day and you need a doctor around in case something happens. I haven’t talked to your doctor, but I’m sure you’ll stay for the rest of the week.”

“I slept two day…it’s Wednesday?”

“Yes.”

“So by Friday.”

“Sara, the week goes until Sunday. And if they allow you to leave on Sunday, you’re lucky.”

“I’d get well faster if I’m home, in my own bed.”

“Forget it.”

“Spoilsport. Greg, kick her out of the room, she isn’t good for me.”

“I tell you the truth, Sara. Do you want me to lie to you?” Nina took Sara’s hand and stroke it with hers. “I know you don’t like hospitals, nobody does, but it’s better. As soon as it’s not dangerous anymore, we’ll get you home. Promise. If anything would happen to you while you’re home, no matter what and how serious, I know at least one woman, who’d get crazy.”

“I think, I know two.”

“There are few more, but one will be extremely crazy. Or two. You know Jules worries a lot about you, she would never forgive herself if anything happens to you. Same for Sofia. She feels guilty, if there are any complications, she’ll snap. If you don’t want to stay here for yourself, do it for them. Please.”

“I need to talk to Sofia, it’s not her fault.”

“She won’t understand it, we tried it. The only way to get her out of this guilt is to become the healthy Sara again. We all miss to sit on your balcony.”

“The balcony is there, you all have a key.”

“It’s not the same without you.”

“Exactly. Like work. I miss working with you, miss having breakfast with you. And your smile.” Greg took Sara’s other hand. “It’s not nice to see you in hospital.”

“Now you know how I felt when I saw you in hospital. It was even worse when I saw you on this alley, beaten up.”

“I didn’t see you, but I’ve the Sidle sense.”

Sara smiled. “I love you, Greg.”

“Of course you do. I knew that all the time.”

“Janet will kill me for that, but you are a cute couple.”

“Yes we are.” Sara grinned. 

“And yes, she’ll kill you if she hears that. We better not tell her. And we won’t tell her that I kissed Sara – twice.”

“If kissing Sara is all you ever did to her, Janet has less reason to be jealous than I have. You had sex with my girlfriend. Several times.”

“Yes and it was good. But that was before she had you and I had Janet. I’ve no chance to get her in my bed now, even if I wanted to.”

“Sofia always complained that there must be a rule that everybody in our group has to have sex with me, but I think it’s more like, everybody has to have sex with Jules.”

“The faked blonde should stay with her vet, if I catch her hitting on my girlfriend, she’ll be in trouble.”

“So far I’ve seen it only the other way round.” Greg chuckled. He saw Jules hitting on Sofia a few times, but never Sofia showing any interest in Jules. 

“She doesn’t do that anymore.”

“No, she’s too much in love with you.”

“But she wasn’t willing to leave Vegas for me. You made her stay, Sara.”

“I know and I’m not sorry for that. But it’s another kind of love.”

“I know. I won’t make a scene.”

“Good. I’m convalescent, I can’t handle a hysterical woman. Especially not when she’s a shrink.”

“You never know what they do with your head, do you?” Greg laughed. He was happy that Sara was awake and made some jokes. The last two days had been very hard and long for all of them. 

Sara didn’t need to open her eyes, she knew who was in the room when she woke up with closed eyes. She felt the hand on her hand, she felt how the index finger softly stroke over her hand. 

“I see a little smile in the corner of your mouth, you’re awake.”

“I’m about to wake up.” Sara blinked and saw blue eyes. “How are you, Sofia?”

“The more important question is, how are you, Sara?”

“I’d feel better if you hug me.”

Sofia laughed a bit, got up and took Sara carefully in her arms. 

“If you dare to say, you’re sorry, I let you kick out of the room, am I clear?” Sara whispered in Sofia’s ear. 

“Sara, I…”

“Wrong answer, Honey. All I want as an answer is a yes. Try it again.”

“Yes.”

“Good. We can talk about that if want, but I don’t want to hear that you’re sorry. It’s not your fault, I don’t blame you. You saved my life, you shot him, you called for help. Remember that and not other things. I’m fine, Sofia, give me a few days and I’m as good as new. What I need is a detective, who isn’t blaming herself for something, that’s not her fault.”

“I’ll try.”

“That’s a start. Do I get a kiss?”

Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. 

“Now you disappoint me. Jules and Greg managed to give me a real kiss and you come along with a ‘hello grandma kiss’. Maybe this vet isn’t that good for you at all.”

Now Sofia really had to laugh. She stroke Sara’s cheek softly and looked her in the eyes. “Now I believe you’re better.” Softly she kissed Sara on the lips, who responded the kiss for a second before she grinned. 

“I am better now. When I told you months ago I like your lips, I meant it.”

“You missed the chance to feel them daily, your own fault.”

“I know. But when I get a kiss whenever I wake up out of a coma, I might consider to have a coma three or four times a year.”

“Don’t you dare. I find out you do that on purpose, I’ll stop talking to you and won’t kiss you anymore. Not even a ‘hello grandma kiss’, do you understand?”

“Yes.” Sara sat up a bit. She was still on IV and hated to have something attached to her. Every time she moved, she felt like she might pull out the IV. 

“You’re pale.”

“You look beautiful.” Sara shot back. 

“You’re also beautiful when you’re pale, but you look better with some color in your face. I think, I’ve the perfect medicine for you.” Sofia got a bar of chocolate out of her pocket. “This will give you some color, some sugar, some calcium, some cocoa. It’s a magic bar packed with everything you need.”

“Thanks. Tell me about the case.”

“Sara, you’re in hospital…”

“That’s why I ask. Don’t tell me I’m ill and you want me to relax. I relax better when I know the answers to all my questions in my head.” Sara moved a bit to let Sofia sit on the bed and took her hand. 

“We found a gun in Angelo’s house. It’s the same gun that was used to kill the six Alphabet gang members. There were articles about gangs, there were photos of gang member in the area, we found a SUV, but no signs of the other seven victims. If he burnt them, the ashes didn’t end up in his house or car. I think he tossed the bag or whatever he used to carry the ashes.”

“I wonder why he shoot at us. If he wanted to clean the area from gang members, why shoot at the police, who does the same?”

“My guess is, he knew we wanted to stop him. He knew, what he did wasn’t right in our eyes, he knew, if we got him, we would stop him. He was a man on a mission, nothing is suppose to get between him and his mission. We were collateral damage.”

“You need a good detective to stop a man on a mission. How is Brian handling it? Now that he saw how his girlfriend works? Did he tell you already, you need to ask for a transfer? A nice and safe place at a desk.”

“No, he didn’t say anything like that. He’s not stupid, he knows, I’d kick his ass if he comes along with a stupid idea like that. I won’t give up my job, I love my job. The danger  is a part of it, but people don’t shoot at me every day.”

“No. I guess most criminals are too stunned to see such a wonderful woman as a detective.”

“Are you sucking up? That’s not your style, Sara. What are your plans? If you want me to smuggle you out of here, don’t waste your energy. I got told by a very firm psychologist not to give in. If I get you out of here before the end of the week, I’ll be in bigger trouble than you’ll be. And I hate to admit, but Jules can be very scary.”

“Such a beast.” Sara grumbled. 

“She’s right. We want you back home ASAP, no question, but it’s more important that you’ll be alright.”

“There’s no difference between my bed and this one. Only that my bed is much more comfortable.”

“Here are nurses and doctors, people you might need. I promise, as soon as we can take you home, we’ll do it.”

“I need a fresh bandage every day, I can do that myself. Wrap myself up.”

“No you can’t. And you can’t see if there’s an infection. Don’t try to argue, you’ll stay here.”

“Mean.”

“Concerned.”

“Cold hearted.”

“Full of love.”

“You? Yeah, for your vet.”

“That too. But I still love you, Sara, don’t worry.”

“Brian was there when we went into the house…did he stay outside?” Sara knew, some people ran away when they heard gunfire, others tempt to run to the fire and see, what did happen.

“He called 911 when he heard the fire and came inside. By that time Angelo was dead. Brian was responsible for your first bandage.”

“Greg told me, he saved my life.”

“Yes. But he won’t agree on that. He’ll tell you, he only stopped the bleeding.”

“What saved my life.”

“I know that.”

“Rescued by a vet. I always liked vets, they’re the only nice kind of doctors.”

“He’ll be happy to hear that.”

“Will he be there when I go home?”

“Only of you take your time until after his exams. He met Jules here when you were in surgery, that’s enough. He had seen a very private side of his therapist, anything more might be bad for his therapy. How can you believe somebody, who tells you something isn’t dangerous, that there’s no need to fear, when you see your therapist having a heart attack because she’s scared to death.”

“Because the surgery was life-threatening and an exam isn’t a danger for your life?”

“You don’t pass the exam your life can change in a very bad direction.”

“True, but you’ll live.”

“You will. The question is, will you have the power to go on with your life after you missed that chance? But there’s no reason to talk about that, he’ll pass his exams and he’ll be a wonderful vet.”

“Why now? Why didn’t he try it earlier?”

“Because he had no real reason. In his eyes. He could work with his father, enhance his skills and was fine with that. Now his father told him, he wants to retire, that means, Brian has to take over, has to become a real vet otherwise his father will sell the veterinary office. That’s why.”

“Some people can do things, they didn’t think they can do, when they have the right pressure.”

“He’ll make it. Like you. You’ll be fine very soon and come back home. Home isn’t the same without you.” Sofia pressed Sara’s hand. Her friend would be alright. She was trying to get home already, she would be fine. 

Back & gone
“I’ll be back soon.” 

Sara looked surprised when a Sofia on the run passed her by. 

“I’m also happy to see you,” Sara mumbled. 

“Don’t take it personal, it’s Brian’s big day.” Jules opened Sara’s apartment door.

“Oh yes, his exams.”

“Yes. He passed the first ones yesterday, if he succeeds today again, he’ll be a vet and can take over the veterinary office of his father.”

“How are his chances?”

“He worked as a vet for ages, he knows everything.” Jules put Sara’s bag with her dirty clothes in the bathroom and pushed Sara gently towards her bed. 

“Forget it! I’ve been in a bed for something that feels like years, I won’t go to bed now!”

“Sara, you need to rest.”

“Yes, on my hammock on the balcony. I need an open space, I’ve been in a room long enough. You can’t make me go to bed, only over my dead body.”

“Okay, the hammock but you’ll stay there, won’t walk around and take a blanket.”

“Stop babying me.”

“I’m responsible for you and I take that very serious. Hammock, now.”

“Am I allowed to eat and drink?”

“Don’t get cheeky.”

“I’m just asking.” Sara went on her balcony and left Jules in the living room. Air. Space. Home. Her balcony. With a breath a sigh of relief she sat on her hammock. Finally out of hospital. Two weeks. She had no idea why they kept her so long, how she survived these weeks and what to do first. She had so many things in mind she wanted to do, had missed. High on her list was to go back to work, but Grissom had told her to stay home a couple more days. In Sara’s world, a couple were two. 

“What do you think of tea?” Jules came out on the balcony.

“You say tea and I say: disgusting.”

“Thought so. I made you a non-alcoholic cocktail.” Jules put a glass with an orange-red liquid in front of Sara. Orange, lemon and banana slices were the decoration.

“Much better. Am I allowed to eat something? Or do you want me on a hospital diet: mashed, muddy and without a taste?”

“Greg will bring some steaks and salad, we thought we’ll have a barbecue because you’re back. Nina will bring ice cream, fruits and more juices for your cocktails. Janet made some snacks. Your personal welcome back party.”

“I love parties.” Sara cell phone rang. “Sidle.” A smile appeared on her face. “No, I don’t miss my room or the hospital food.” She grinned. What a stupid question and the one who asked it, knew it. “I don’t think so. Only if I’ll get shot again, otherwise I won’t come back. Maybe when I have to see a witness and collect evidence but not as a patient. I spent enough time in Desert Palms for the next years, if not for the rest of my life.” 

Jules raised an eyebrow. With whom was Sara talking? 

“No…well, I stayed two weeks, that’s enough. If you miss me and want to see me, you’ve to come around. Didn’t the doctor say I need a fresh bandage every three days? Two days. See I still need medical care but no hospital.”

Medical care? If Sara needed any medical care, Jules would drag her to a doctor, if her friend didn’t want to go voluntary. 

“I’m not sure how you can handle it with your medical conscience but we’ll have a barbecue tonight. If you want you can come around before your shift starts and make sure, I don’t do anything I’m not supposed to do. Not that doctor Weinberg won’t make sure I’ll be a good patient, you know her.”

Who knew her? Jules was about to take Sara’s cell away and find out, who called her best friend. 

“No, she’s not that firm – well, okay she is. But only in areas I need somebody to be very firm and stop me from doing stupid things. And I listen to her, so she’s the best one to make sure I’m fine.”

At least Jules hoped it was like that. 

“Okay, I’ll see you later. Bye.” Sara closed her cell. 

“Who was that?”

“You’ll find out later. Maybe.”

“Since when do you have secrets?”

“Since you left me alone in hospital and didn’t bother to get me home ASAP.”

“I got you home ASAP.”

“Two weeks.”

“Any day sooner would have been dangerous. You were shot, Sara. It wasn’t a flu.”

“I don’t go to hospital with a flu.”

“If it had been your decision, you had stayed at home with your gunshot wound. You don’t make sensible decisions when it comes to your medical care.”

“I love you, Jules but you’re too much a doctor.”

“Being a doctor is a part of me. You love me, you love this part too. So, who misses you?”

“My whole shift.”

“They weren’t on the phone.”

“Maybe it’s not your business.”

“Everything that includes you is my business.”

“Says who?”

“Say I. You’re my best friend, one of the most important people in my life, I love you more than my own life, I think that makes you my business.”

“Come here.”

“Why?”

“I want to be in your arms.”

Jules eyed Sara slightly suspicious. Was the investigator trying to distract her? Jules got herself very carefully in the hammock and hugged Sara. She had to admit, she liked to have her in her arms. With a happy sigh she placed a kiss on Sara’s hair. 

“Feels good to have you in my arms again.”

“Feels good to be in your arms again.”

“The perfect situation to tell me, who called you.”

Sara laughed. “Am I not allowed to have a secret I understand.”

“Depends on the secret. Will I like it?”

“Probably.”

“Then there’s no reason to keep it a secret.”

“So I should only not tell you things, you don’t like to know?”

“Actually you’re suppose to tell me everything because we can talk about everything. If you want to keep somebody as a secret I think it’s a date and you want to surprise me with…him? Her?”

“What would you prefer?”

“Somebody who makes you happy and doesn’t break your heart again. No matter if man or woman. All I want is that you won’t have another disappointment and will be happy. I know you’re quite good at living as a single but I wish, you can find somebody who makes you happy.”

“He made me smile. I don’t think it will be more but you never know. What I hope is that I’ve found a new friend.”

“So it’s a man, that’s a start. He made you smile, has something to do with the last two weeks, hospital. We’re talking about you, so it won’t be a doctor. All doctors told you to stay in hospital, they didn’t make you smile. In fact the only doctor you like, is me.”

“I like Nina too.”

“When it comes to the doctor topic, Nina isn’t a good example.”

“You still fight about who is a real doctor and who isn’t?”

“She still believes I’m not a real doctor.”

“You know she’s teasing you. When she’s serious, she knows you’re a real doctor and she knows you’re one of the best doctors on this planet.”

“Why do I have a relationship with Nina? I should fight to get you back, you’re much nicer to me.”

“Because you’d be in serious trouble if you try to leave me for Sara, Dear.” Nina stepped onto the balcony. “Welcome home, Sara.”

“Thanks. I’d hug you but your girlfriend wants me to stay here, I’m not allowed to move around or anything else that might be fun. I think it’s because she wants an excuse to have me in her arms. You should do or say something. Send her away or something like that.”

“You wanted to be in my arms, not the other way around.” Jules protested. 

“Nobody believes that.”

“I should send you back to hospital!” 

“There’s no way you’ll get me back there.” Sara got out of the hammock and hugged Nina. “Do something, please. She wants me in hospital, you’re a doctor, tell her I’m fine, I can stay at home and go to work very soon.”

“I agree on the home part, I totally disagree on the work part. Sorry. I’m sure your boss also disagrees on the work part.”

“Everybody seems to be against me.”

“No Sara. We all care for you, more than you do. That’s why we have disagreements. Believe me we’re really happy to have you back home and we want you to stay out of hospital for a long, long time, that’s why we try to protect you from yourself. Your doc there only treats you with kids gloves because she loves you so much and is scared, you might overdo it. Give her some credit, please, will you?”

“You know I do. Okay, I’ll stay for the rest of the week at home.”

“The rest of the week are only three days.”

“And?” That was one day more than a couple of days. At least in Sara’s world. 

“If you try to go back to work on Monday night, I’ll talk to your supervisor as a doctor and tell him, you’re not ready for work.”

“You’re not my doctor, it’s not your business. Plus you’re a shrink and not a doctor who knows everything about gunshot wounds. My injury isn’t in your area of expertise.”

“Sorry, I take the health of my friends as my personal business and I know enough about gunshot wounds to say, you’ve to stay at home. Candy?” Nina got a candy out of her pocket. 

“You can’t blackmail me with candy, that doesn’t work with me.”

“Okay, I’ll try it the other way: you overdo it, I’ll get some medicine and send you to a long sleep. I’ve these kind of pills. Give your body the rest it needs or I’ll make sure your body gets what it needs.”

“I think it’s the best when the two of you leave my apartment.” Sara wasn’t sure she wanted Nina and Jules around, they were against her. They threatened her with another trip to hospital, with medicine and a long time home, far away from work. And Sara saw work as a kind of medicine. The only medicine she liked. 

“Dream on, Sara, that won’t happen.” Jules blinked at Nina. It was good to know that her girlfriend was on her side and she made it very clear to Sara, that the investigator had no other choice than taking things slowly. 

“Looks who’s back.” Sara smiled when Sofia entered the balcony. Slowly she got out of Greg’s arms. “My favorite blonde.”

“Hi, sorry, I had to make sure somebody didn’t mess up his future.” Sofia hugged Sara and kept her in her arms. 

“Are you a lucky charm?”

“Of course I am. Don’t you always feel lucky when you feel my charm?”

“Totally.” 

“Thought so. We brought some cake.”

“Celebration cake?” Sara looked at Brian.

“You’re back home, isn’t that a reason to celebrate?” He smiled. 

“Yes. But seeing you here means you removed your name from the patient list of my fav doc, what means you passed your test.”

“You can call me doctor now.”

“Congratulation.”

“Thanks.”

“I got rescued by a vet, a real vet. The only kind of doctor I like.”

“Hey, careful!” Nina and Jules warned. 

“I’m sure your two doctors aren’t that bad. I know one of them does a really good job. Thanks for getting me through this, doctor Weinberg. You’ve a big part of this success.”

“Do you plan to stay with Sofia?” Jules asked.

“Uhm…yes.” Brian was confused. What kind of question was that? This question didn’t fit to the sentence he had said. 

“Good, first right answer. Otherwise I had thrown you off the balcony. Now second. It’s Jules. You’re not a patient anymore, you’re the boyfriend of a really good friend, I’m sure we’ll spend some time together – don’t you dare to keep him away from us Sofia! We want you both here. Third, you passed the tests because you’re good and you know all these things, they asked. It wasn’t me who made you learn everything, taught you everything. I only made sure you use this smart head of yours. That’s what women are for, make men think.”

“Okay, thanks. But you’re still part of my success.”

“If I ever get a pet I expect to get a discount.”

“It will get free treatment.” Brian laughed. 

“Even better. But you won’t get any treatment from me anymore.”

“Why does Misses Miller get her appointments?”

“Because Misses Miller and I have a special relationship.” Jules smirked. “My office is the only place we can meet and don’t get disturbed. We need a place to be alone and she likes my couch – and me with her on my couch.”

“Honey, you’re getting yourself in trouble – again.” Nina reminded Jules too friendly.

“Why do you feel like giving me a hard time while Brian stays cool?”

“Because he knows I’ve no interest in you. Nina, on the other hand, can never be sure with a girlfriend like you.” 

“I think Misses Miller just removed herself from my client list too. Could it be that she doesn’t need me anymore anyway?”

“Oh, I’m sure she likes your time together but when you kick her out, she’ll spend her time with somebody else. I’m sure there’s more than one nice couch and in Vegas. Sara has a really nice couch too.” 

“You’re always welcome on my couch, in my guest room or my bed.” Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek. “I like to have my detective around. But I’m afraid I’ll see you not that much anymore.”

“Not in your bed, no but I’ll be around. As long as Brian is welcome and feels like spending some time with you, we’ll come around. It’s not like my place is far away from here. It’s like next door.”

“True. Don’t you mind Sofia sharing an apartment with another guy, Brian?”

“No. I wouldn’t be here  if I don’t trust her. I understood that you, Greg and doc…Jules have a special relationship and that there’s no way you let anybody come between the four of you. Sofia said everybody who couldn’t handle your friendship, will sooner or later be replaced. Nina and Janet are aware of your special friendship, support it and they seem to feel very good in your company. I’m sure I’ll have my time alone with Sofia, but I don’t mind if she wants to spend some time with the three of you. I believe in a relationship it’s important to share an amount of friends, like it is important to have some time with your friends on your own. I’ll have my time with the boys, she’s fine with that, so why should I make some trouble when wants to go out with you alone? That would be very stupid. I made my doctor today, I can’t be stupid.” He grinned widely. 

“A doctor title doesn’t make you smart.” Sara furrowed her brows. “Most times it makes you only arrogant.”

“I promise that won’t happen. If it does, you’re free to slap me.”

“I’ll do that.”

Sofia woke up by some kisses placed on her cheek and lips. Since when did…she stopped breathing. Brian. He was in her bed. She felt her body changing between hot and cold within a second. Her pulse got faster, she felt an urge to jump up and run. He was here, he was…why and when…

“Sofia?” His soft voice hot her out of her thoughts. “Don’t panic, it’s all right.” 

Yeah, right. No need to panic. She had asked him to stay over. He had passed his tests, he had overcome his fears, it was about time that she did the same. So she asked him to stay and he did. 

“Usually I’d ask if you want to be alone but as far as I know that is the worst thing that can happen.” He stroke with his finger over her arm. 

He wanted to leave her? Not again. Why did that always happen to her? Why did they always leave after one night, left her alone, walked away and…wait, he never said, he would leave her, did he?

“When a night with me scares you that much we should talk about that – and you should see Jules more often. I’m here, Sofia.” He took her in her arms. 

“You don’t leave me?”

“Oh Sofia.” He kissed her softly. “Promise to listen to my whole sentence.”

That couldn’t be anything good. When he started like that, started like he wanted to tell that he was very sorry, but he found out Sofia wasn’t what he wanted, that he never wanted more than some fun, she had no idea what to do. 

“I have to leave you…no! Listen to the whole sentence, please!” He saw how tears got in her eyes, how her heart broke. “I have to leave you because I need to go to work. I’m not a nightshift person, I’ve to go in the morning and because I can’t take you in my arms and carry you all the time, I’ve to leave you here. I’ll be back tonight or you come over, whatever suits you best. Okay? I go to work, I’m not leaving you.”

Right, he had to work. Of course. How stupid. He had to leave her because of his job. A vet. He had told her last night, he was sure without her he wouldn’t be a vet now. She had helped him. She had been there for him and he wanted to be there for her. He was here. He didn’t leave her alone. He didn’t say, all he wanted was sex and that’s it. He woke her up to tell her, he had to work, so that she won’t wake up without him and got remembered of her fears. He tried everything to get her out of her nightmares, her fears. He was a good man, not somebody who used her. No need to panic. 

“I’m sorry. There was just this feeling like…” Like years ago when men only used her for their pleasure and fun and kicked her away. 

“There’s no way you get rid off me after this night. If you planed to have an one night stand, I’m sorry to tell you that won’t work out. You have to live with me for a little bit longer.”

“Define a little bit longer.” A little bit longer could mean, he thought of leaving her sooner or later. Probably sooner. 

“As long as you want me in your life which is hopefully a long, long time.” He kissed her again. “I really need to go. Sleep a little bit more and call me later. Maybe we can meet for lunch or dinner.”

“If you’ve got some time I’ll come around.”

“I’ll have time for you.” Another kiss and he got up. 

Sofia enjoyed for a few seconds the view on his naked body. Her boyfriend. He had woken her up so she won’t be horrified when she woke up and he was gone. Of course he had to go, he had to work. And of course he wanted to say goodbye to her. How could she be that stupid and believe for a moment, he had used her like the others had? He had waited until she was ready to sleep with him, he had never tried to put any pressure on her, had supported her like she had supported him with his exams. There was no reason to panic. 

“Stop staring at me like I’m some fresh meat.” He grinned when he saw her eyes on him. 

“You certainly look delicious.” She smirked. “I’m sorry for being so stupid.”

“You’re a lot of things, stupid isn’t one of them. You were afraid, I understand that. You had all these bad experiences, me telling you I’ll leave brought them back in your mind. I was horrified when I got my tests and had to make one of the breath exercises Jules showed me to calm down. We both have to learn but we’re both on a very good way.” He bent down and kissed her again. “Want me to arrange something for our dinner?”

“No, I’ll surprise you.”

“Okay. See you later.”

“Enjoy work, doctor.”

“Thanks, detective.” 

Sofia closed her eyes when she was alone in her room again. She had sex with Brian and he didn’t want to leave her. He didn’t use her. He still wanted to be with her and when she used her brain, there was no evidence that he intend to leave her any time soon. He was serious about their relationship. Oh god, she met her boyfriend in the waiting area of a psychologist. They were both nuts. 

Her arm grabbed her shirt, pulled it over the head. In front of her bed she found her shorts, put them on too and walked out of her room. She wasn’t tired anymore. And she wanted to sleep later in the afternoon before she had to go back to work. 

“Morning.” Janet was in the kitchen, already in shoes and jacket, ready to leave for work. 

“Good morning, time for you to leave?”

“Yes, I’m already late. Is Brian on time?”

“I hope so. His first day as a doctor, he can’t be late.”

“Well, he has a right of being late now that he’s a doctor. Nobody can complain anymore, he’s the boss.”

“Until the end of the month his father is still the boss, then Brian will take over.”

“And his father will be out of business?”

“That was his plan. Both Brian and his mother know, his father will be away for a week or two and then he’ll start to come back, work some hours. He already promised some long time patients to treat their pets even after he’s retired. He loves his job, he can’t stop being a vet one day to another.” Sofia wasn’t sure if she could stop being a cop when it was time for her to retire. Maybe she had to spend the last years in a dark, small office, that might take away her joy of work. 

“Some support in busy times is good and his father had been a vet for ages, I’m sure there are a few things he can still teach Brian.”

“That’s for sure.”

“But Brian will be the boss. You’ve a boss doctor boyfriend.”

“Sounds awful. Sounds like he’s a bully.”

“I have met him only two times but he doesn’t strike me as a bully.”

“No, he isn’t.”

“Thought so. I’m sorry but I have to leave or I’ll might end up looking for a job. I’ll see you around, have a safe shift later and take care of my CSI.”

“I will. Have a nice day.”

“Thanks. Bye.” Janet took an apple and left. 

Sofia thought for a moment to go to Greg. But only because she woke up and got up when Brian left, it didn’t mean Greg did the same. Probably he was sleeping, had to catch up some sleep. 

Quietly she left her apartment and went over to Sara’s apartment. Jules and Nina were both gone, the door to the guest room was wide open and the room was empty. They both had to work this morning. She wanted to open the door to Sara’s bedroom when she saw a motion on the couch. Sara wasn’t in her bed, she was watching TV.

“Are you allowed to leave the bed?”

“Damn it, don’t do that, Sofia.” Sara winced. She hadn’t heard the blonde coming in. 

“Sorry.”

“And yes, I am allowed to leave the bed. My two doctors left, told me to stay in my apartment and not to overdo anything. Since they’re gone I can breathe again and don’t feel like I’m in prison.”

“They are no jailors, they’re your friends.”

“Sometimes it feels the same. No, I’m glad they’re here and take care of me. I just need a little bit more freedom.”

“You’ll take your freedom, I’m sure of that.”

“I try. How comes you’re awake that early?”

“I wanted to be with you.”

“I thought I got replaced by a vet.”

“Brian left, he has to work.”

“Right. He stayed in your room or in Greg’s guest room?”

“My room. He conquered his fear, I had to do the same. I asked him to stay and guess what the first thing was, he said when we were alone in my room.” Sofia slipped next to Sara, who offered her to come under her blanket. It wasn’t cold, but it was cozy under the blanket. 

“That it’s fine with him if you don’t have sex.”

“Yes.” Sofia smiled. “He’s so cute. He didn’t want to put any pressure on me, didn’t want me to think I had to sleep with him because he passed his exams. And I knew he meant it. But I thought that’s the perfect reason and night to have my first sex in ages. Not to mention the first sex I felt like I’ll have a long term relationship after it and don’t have to leave the man in a few days because I’m afraid he might leave me.”

“I can’t see Brian acting like one of these idiots.”

“Neither can I. But my mind didn’t work this morning. For a second I thought, he was like all the others. When he told me he has to leave, I didn’t think of his work, I thought he got what he wanted and it’s over now. I had a really blond moment.”

“No, you’re just a woman with scars.” Sara took Sofia in her arms. The blonde snuggled in. This was exactly why she had come over to Sara, she wanted to be in her friend’s arms. 

“I am. We are.”

“Yes, we are. But you’ve a man, who understands you, who will give you all the time you need. And he woke you up to tell you he has to go to work. It’s really thoughtful of him to do that and not simply to leave. He could have assumed you know he has to work, but he knows your history, knows your fears and tries everything to make you feel good. Keep him, Sofia.”

“I had nothing else in mind.”

Sara cell phone rang. The tune told Sofia, it was a text. Sara took her cell and read the text. 

“Jules?”

“No, I told Jules not to call or text me every five minutes. One call when she’s on lunch break is all right, the rest of the time she’s supposed to concentrate on her work.”

“I’m sure she isn’t happy with that.”

“No, she isn’t. This is Kieran.”

“Who’s Kieran?”

“You remember the male nurse who brought me the veggie burger?”

“The one who risked to get in trouble because you were supposed to eat your hospital food? Yes, I remember him. He was a funny guy.”

“Yes, he made my stay nicer. He wanted to come along last night, made sure I’m alright but he had to pull a double because there was a big accident on Boulder Highway. He asked if he can make up with a breakfast.”

“He wants a date?”

“Not a date, it’s more like…I don’t know, we went on very good, he cheered me up and he’s a San Francisco boy, we’ve got something in common. He grew up in the same area I did and it’s nice to talk with him about some places of my childhood. I mean it wasn’t a nice time, but there were some nice things, nice places.”

“Does Jules agree with a boyfriend?”

Sara laughed. “Jules agreed on Grissom, she agreed on Ben, it’s not like doesn’t want me to see with a man. She doesn’t care who makes me happy – but a part of her will always hope that it will be you.”

“I know. Poor woman, she’ll never get what she wants.” Sofia grinned. 

“She likes Brian, I hope she’ll like whoever I date next.”

“Kieran?”

“Maybe, I wouldn’t mind. If he’s as funny in real life like he is when he’s working. He seems to be a funny and sensitive man, who feels when I’m not happy. Somebody who is emotional available, hopefully not looking for a short term relationship and does not have some other woman on his hands. This thing with Marian wasn’t good for my confide in people.”

“I know what you mean. Any man or woman with half a brain does not betray you. He or she will be too happy to have you.”

“Same with you, nobody with a brain leaves you.”

“So you, who didn’t want me, are a woman, who missed out the time of her life. Plus something is wrong with your brain because you said no to me. You lost me.”

“I have you as my friend, I think I can consider myself as a very lucky woman. Right now I’ve you in my arms, under my blanket, that makes me a special person. Only Brian can have you in his arms under a blanket.”

“You think?”

“I know you don’t share a blanket with Jules and Greg.”

“I was in Jules’ arms on her couch.”

“Yes, that was therapy, that doesn’t count.”

Sofia smiled. Sara was right. Jules took her in her arms because she had asked for it. Usually she shared her bed or blanket only with Sara. Jules and Greg had their girlfriends and even before them, she had never thought of sharing a bed with them. Only with Sara. Somehow she felt good and safe with her brunette bodyguard. 

It felt good to be back. Sara had managed to stay a whole week at home, then she was back in the lab. Grissom wanted to keep her in the lab, but she made it very clear she wanted to be out in the fields. So the compromise was Sara could have a case with Greg but she had to start slow, had to take breaks and to leave on time for at least one week. 

“We should talk about the bullet proofed vests again.” Grissom said when he came with the new cases in the break room. 

“Griss, we can’t wear them all the time, they are in our way”, Catherine complained. 

“I’ll try to get some that are better to wear. Meanwhile everybody is required to have his or her vest in the car and when you come to a crime scene, you wear it before you start processing.”

“Crime scenes are secured.” Nick sighed. 

“They should. But most times only the first crime scene is secured, all the scenes you go to after the first, aren’t secured. You have officers with you to secure it, but when the suspect is on the premises there’s a certain level of danger. For these situations I want you to put your vest on. It’s nothing I want to discuss about.”

Instantly Sara felt guilty. Grissom had thought of these new things because of her accident. If she hadn’t been in the house with Sofia…no, that was a bad thought. If Sofia had been there alone, Angelo had shot her and nobody would have been there to help the detective. It was good that she was there with Sofia. No reason to feel guilty. 

“Warrick, Nick, I’ve a 419 in the Good Luck for you.” Grissom handed the paper to Warrick. “Catherine, there are three B & Es in Enterprise. Greg, Sara, a 419 in Whitney. Be back in the lab on time, Sara. I mean it. You stay out there longer, I won’t put you on a case the next three days. You can stay home or do some paper work but you won’t get a case. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.” Sometimes she hated Grissom. She was an adult, when she said, she was fine, she was able to work, how could he dare to tell her, she wasn’t fit enough? Okay, she ignored her own limits sometimes, she forgot her health when it came to a case plus they were a couple, were still very fond of each other, but did he has to baby her for all these reasons? 

“She’s your responsibility, Greg. Make sure she takes her breaks, doesn’t overdo it.”

“Yes, Sir.” Greg got up. It was in his own interest that Sara didn’t overdo it. He was happy to have her back on nightshift, he missed her, but he worried if it wasn’t too early for her to start. 

“Wanna drive?” He offered her.

“First of all: since when is that a question? Second: if you baby me, I’ll kick your ass. Third: I can make my own decisions, I don’t need somebody to tell me to have a break and sit around for a few minutes.”

“I accept one, can live with two, but we’ll have a fight on three. You’ll take your breaks and when I think, you look like you need a break, I’ll tell you and I make you to take one.”

“Since when does a puppy tell a bitch what to do?”

“Since the bitch ignores her health too often. Let’s go.” He threw the keys to her. 

Sara grumbled a bit. She knew he was right but she would never admit to that. 

To her positive surprise Sofia was at the scene, waiting for them. When she saw Sara, her face went stoic. 

“Are you sure you should work again?”

“We’ve been through that, Sofia. If you don’t want us to fight like back in the days, you’ll stop it right here!” Sara and Sofia had a conversation about Sara coming back to work tonight earlier in the afternoon. Sofia wasn’t happy with Sara back on duty, she wanted her to spend a few more days at home, have some rest. 

Sofia looked at Greg.

“She’ll make breaks and go home on time.”

“I doubt that.”

“She will.”

Sofia raised an eyebrow. “Maybe you should switch cases with somebody.”

“Sofia!” Sara narrowed her eyes. The detective made herself very unpopular. Sara was really close to get very angry. She understood that Sofia wasn’t happy to have her back, she understood that the detective wanted her to stay at home to have some more rest, but she wanted her friend to accept, that she felt good enough to work. And a little bit of support couldn’t hurt either. 

“The body is in the living room.” 

Greg took his flashlight and walked into the house, followed by Sara and Sofia. 

It was a small house, a little kitchen and the living room downstairs, Sara assumed there was a bedroom and a bathroom upstairs. Big enough for one, at most two people. 

The body of the man was on the TV chair. She guessed his age of late fifties, early sixties. With his remote control in his hand and his eyes wide open the man sat there, stared with empty eyes to the TV, that was running. An old baseball game. David stood next to the body, waiting for the CSI. 

“Hey Sara, welcome back.”

“Thanks Dave.” At least somebody who didn’t tell her, she should go home. 

“Are you already done?”

“No, I was waiting for you guys.”

“Why?”

David looked at Sofia. Was there something the blonde didn’t tell them? Before Sara and Greg could ask, David pointed without words down to the shoe of the victim. Sara let her eyes run down and her breath stopped. Shivers got down her spine. This couldn’t be real. Maybe she had to go back home or needed a break right now. Her eyes were definitely playing some practical jokes on her. She felt like being back in one of her nightmares. This couldn’t be. It was not possible. She closed her eyes, opened them again. She still saw the same. Maybe something was wrong with her eyes. Maybe it was the medicine she had to take. That would explain why she felt a little bit dizzy. 

“Sara?” Sofia’s hand was on her back, giving her some support like the blonde knew, that Sara felt dizzy. 

“Did you call Grissom?”

“As soon as I saw it, I called him, Jim and Jules. I’m sure all three of them will be here soon.”

“Good.”

“Do me a favor, don’t get mad but you look pale. I’d feel better if you sit for a second, please. You don’t have to leave the room, only sit down for a second.”

“I’m…” She wasn’t fine, that would be a lie. “I’m over the worst. Thanks.” She closed her eyes but the picture of the man and his shoes had brunt itself in her cornea. 

“Okay.” Sofia let her hand stay on Sara’s back for some support. 

“She’s back.”

“I’m afraid she is.”

“Why?”

“Unfinished business?”

“We need to call…”

“I’m sure the Undersheriff did that already.”

“Right.” Sara swallowed. Slowly she took her camera and started to take photos. First of the victim in his chair, then of his shoes. And the blue plastic rose next to them. 

***

“All the things you’ve bagged and photographed will end up in the hands of the FBI.” Grissom took a bag with evidence from Sara. 

“When will they be here?”

“Can’t be too long.”

“They’ll take over again?”

“You bet.”

“They didn’t find her, why can’t we try?”

“Because our killer – whenever it’s a he or a she – killed seven people, disappeared for three months and when everybody thought, she’s in another state, stopped killing or was done, she came back. The FBI won’t miss the chance to catch her this time.”

“Will we stay in the case?”

“I’ll try to keep us in.”

“Good.” 

Sara felt that Jules was around before she saw her. She turned and looked directly in the eyes of her friend. 

“Good…morning.” Jules looked at the time. It was after mid-night, already a new day. “She’s back?”

“It looks like that.” Grissom said. They had never released the fact about the blue plastic rose. The lab had to confirm but it looked like it was the same kind of rose like in the first six cases. Same color, same brand. 

“Can I have a look at the victim?”

“Sure.” Sara nod Jules to follow her. Silently they walked into the house. The body was still on it’s position, they couldn’t move it before the FBI hadn’t cleared it. David was outside, only Greg, who was still working in the room, was there with Sofia. 

“Hey.” Jules greeted her friends. 

“Doc, welcome back.”

“Thanks detective. You were the first on scene?”

“Yes.”

“Who called you?”

“Patrol saw the open door, had a look what was going on here. They called if anybody was at home, when nobody responded, they walked inside. Found the body, secured the house, the area and called for backup and CSI. Didn’t see the rose. When I came here, the coroner just arrived and CSI was on it’s way. I took a look at the body, called Brass, Grissom and you and waited for CSI.”

“The door was open?”

“Yes.”

“So the killer wanted somebody to find him faster.”

“Do you think she hoped for the police to find him first?”

“Hard to tell. How likely is it that a patrol car comes along? Do they have certain times they are here?”

“No, they check here randomly.”

“At this moment I’d say, she didn’t care who found him. That can change when we find out things about the victim. Maybe there’s somebody who comes along every morning or late in the evening. Are there any witnesses?”

“I banged on some doors, nobody saw anything. The vic lived alone, didn’t have a lot of contact with his neighbors. I’ll go around and ask some more neighbors.”

“That is our business from now on!” All of them turned. Agent Copper and two other agents entered the house. Behind them was Nina. 

“Agent Copper.”

“Detective Curtis, we’ll take over from here. Same for your CSI and psychologist, our people will deal with it.”

Sara looked at Jules, whose eyes were on Nina. Sara could see again how both talked again without using words and she was sure without that agent Copper noticed it. 

“Good luck.” Greg dropped the evidence bag in the hands of the agent next to him. Without more words he left the room. Sara, Sofia and Jules followed him. 

“Are you all right?” Jules took Sara aside. 

“I was shocked when I saw the rose.” There was no reason to lie to Jules. She knew her, she knew how Sara reacted. “I’m better now.”

“I want to talk to you about that later. In private.” That meant nothing else than Jules wanted Sara to have a session with her. The psychologist demanded half an hour with her former patient, who was very unsteady when it came to this case. All the nightmares after the killer left, the accusation she made herself, all the pain, Jules wanted to keep as far as possible away from Sara. 

“Okay.” Jules would get this time with her, no matter if Sara agreed or not. And she had found out long ago that it helped her to talk to Jules. 

“Good.”

“Nina?”

“Will work on a profile.”

“Alone?”

“She’s a profiler, she knows what she’s doing. I’m sure she’ll get some backup from a colleague. If you’re asking if I help her I don’t think her boss wants that. If he doesn’t mind me on the case, I’ll help her and the FBI. This isn’t an ego thing for me, this is about catching a killer and I don’t care if she get caught by the FBI or LVPD as long as she gets caught ASAP.”

Sara nodded. Jules was right. It shouldn’t be about who worked the case, who caught the killer, who got the attention for it, it should be about getting somebody very dangerous into custody. If they could manage to safe a life by helping the FBI, it was worth it. It was hard to see it this way, it wasn’t something, that made her happy, but it was the best way to work the case. 

“I can’t believe we’ve lost the blue rose killer case twice to the FBI.” Cath grumbled. When she heard that the serial killer, who’s cases she worked first, was back, and the FBI wanted to take over again, she was mad. 

“What did you expect?” Grissom asked. “They’re the Feds, it’s a high profile case, they want it.”

“Anything new to the old six cases?” Cath looked at Greg. 

“No, it was like the other cases. No visible wound, a blue rose next to the victim. I’m sure it’s the same kind of poison again.”

“If we’re lucky we’ll hear it one day.” The FBI had taken all their evidence, there wasn’t much left to work with. 

“I copied all my photos to the memory driver of the camera.” Greg put a CD on the table. “The Feds took my memory card, but we’ve the back up.”

“Good job!” Cath put the CD in the computer. That was a start. “Anything else you could safe?”

“I’ve my photos too.” Sara put another CD on the table. “We found some prints, probably of the victim. The neighbors didn’t see anything, I processed the door, no signs of forced entry. The victim might have opened the door to his killer. Makes me wonder, who do you let in late in the evening or was the killer dressed up like somebody, you open the door to. Delivery man, handy man anything like that.”

“We had the theory that our killer works or worked as a delivery person or somebody else, who drives around the whole Las Vegas area and finds the victim like that. We can try to find out what companies the victim employed for his house. Plus where he went shopping, gym, libraries and so on.”

“And we’ll get a profile from Jules.”

“Good.”

“The problem is, we don’t work this case officially.” Grissom stopped his team a bit. “We have to work all the other cases we get in. You can’t concentrate on this case, you need to finish your other stuff first.”

“That means, we won’t get any new information.” 

“Well, when you’re first on scene, you can get all the informa-tion you can gain until the FBI is there.” Sofia came in the room. 

“As soon as the first officer on scene sees the rose he’ll call the Feds.”

“No, their first response is to us, then we’ll go there, make sure it’s really the blue rose killer and call the FBI. At least, I hope it will be like that. Nobody is happy to have the Feds around, the patrol officers might want to make sure first, they’ve the right case before they call the FBI for nothing.” A little smile on Sofia’s face made it clear, that was nothing more than a lame excuse. 

“You need CSI to verify that?”

“I’m sure we will, Cath.”

“Sounds better.”

“I’ve sent my report to all of you.” Jules came in the room as the last member of their team of the night. 

“What’s about the FBI?”

“Grissom, they’ve their own profiler. If they want my report, agent Copper can request it and I’ll send it to him. Without a request they won’t get it.”

“Fair enough. Alright team that’s enough for now, back to your cases.” Unhappy with the end of their discussion the team started to split. Greg and Sara were removed from their case and could go home or get a new case. Because Grissom hadn’t handed them something new, as it was the end of their shift, Greg made the decision to write his final report. Sara, who wanted to ask Grissom for a new case, got stopped by Jules. 

“Let’s go home!”

“If I don’t get a new case I’ll try to work on the blue rose killer case. Maybe we aren’t allowed to work it officially, what I do in my past time isn’t the business of the FBI.”

“Sara, I didn’t ask you to come home with me.” Jules kept his hand on Sara’s shoulder and stopped her this way from walking away. 

“You are not my therapist nor are you my physician.”

“No, I’m your friend. And I’ve the order from your boss to make sure, you go home on time. It’s time for you to leave. If you don’t go home now, I let Grissom know and you’ll have another week off.”

Sara’s eyes narrowed. She hated it when people tried to tell her what to do. No matter if it was Jules or anybody else, she was an adult, she could make her own decisions. When she wanted to work longer, it was her right to do so. And if Grissom didn’t want her on the clock, she could work without payment. 

“Don’t Jules!”

“I’ll risk a fight, Sara. I know, you hate it when people tell you what to do or not to do, so do I, but unfortunately you don’t pay enough attention to your health. You were allowed to come back to work under the condition, you go home on time.”

“This isn’t an ordinary case.”

“I know. That’s the reason why I take that very serious. I want you home and I want you to rest.” 

“You wouldn’t tell Grissom, you don’t want a fight.”

“Usually you’re right, I wouldn’t risk a fight over work. This time is different, it isn’t about work, it’s about your health and if you don’t act responsible, I’ll make sure, you don’t risk your recovery. So, do you want to fight with me or do you come with me? Your decision.”

“Bitch.” Sara turned and walked to the locker room to change. 

Jules sighed and leant on a wall. She hated it when she and Sara were close to fight. But in this case she had no other choice than being stubborn and force Sara to go home. Anything else wouldn’t be good for her friend. 

When Jules wanted to get up, an arm got around her waist and caught her before she could leave the bed. 

“Stay.”

“I need to get up, it’s twelve and I’ve my first patient at one.”

“We haven’t made up.”

“There is no reason to make up, we didn’t fight. You gave in and did what was sensible to do.” Jules bent over kissed Sara’s cheek. She had not only made sure that the brunette went home, she also made sure Sara went to bed and slept. 

“Maybe you didn’t fight, I did.”

“In that case you have to make up to me. Let’s say with a dinner later. I’ll be back around six, when you’re still at home.”

“I got that hint.”

“Good. Sleep a little bit more, Sara.”

“Are you back with us on nights?”

“I don’t hope so. Working nights with you guys and days with my patients messes up my rhythm. And we don’t work the blue rose killer anymore, no need for me to go to a scene. If you get a new case, that requires a profiler, I’ll work on the profile tomorrow morning. If you need a friend, who kicks your ass to get you out of the lab and into your bed, I can arrange that.”

“I hate it when you baby me.”

“I hate it when you act like a baby. Be a responsible woman, sleep a few more hours, make some dinner for us and then you’re free to go back to work – without any overtime.”

“Get lost!” Sara buried her head under the pillow. She wasn’t mad of Jules. Her friend did what was right, no matter how much Sara hated her to be right. But going back to sleep? Risk that the nightmares appear? She didn’t have any nightmares the last hours, she never had them when Jules was there. Without her friend, she wasn’t sure if these little bastards wouldn’t come back to haunt her. 

She waited until Jules was gone and left her bed. She never promised to stay in bed, there was no real reason why she shouldn’t relax on her couch, watch some senseless TV shows and maybe fall asleep there. Plus she could check on any news of the blue rose killer. She was back; if she had ever left Las Vegas. They didn’t know that. There was this message, that said goodbye, but maybe it was a trap. She had no idea and she had thought about every possibility again and again and again. 

With a sandwich and a coffee she made herself comfortable on the couch and turned on the TV. Thanks to the news channels it wasn’t necessary to wait for the news, there were updates from all over the world. She checked the Las Vegas channel, no news. 

When her front door was open, she wondered for a moment if she was annoyed that her apartment apparently had a revolving door, or if she was happy to have some company. Years ago a situation like this would have made her mad, she didn’t want people in her life. That changed after she met Jules. Now she was fine most times when people just popped in to see her. 

This time it was Nina, who looked very tired when she came into the room. 

“Hey.”

“Hey, you missed Jules. She left a few minutes ago.”

“I met her in front of the house, she’s in a hurry.”

“Yes, her patients are waiting.”

“You – on the other hand – could sleep a few more hours.”

“If you start to tell me…”

“I don’t try to tell you what to do, Sara.” Nina cut in Sara’s words. “I’m sure Jules did that.”

“Yes. Like she forced me to go home.”

“As a doctor I’ve to say, she was right with that.”

“I know. Are you allowed to tell me something about the case?”

“You mean something else than the statement we gave the press?”

“What did you give the press?”

“Nothing. Police and FBI made the decision, there won’t be a report on the death. We don’t want to give the killer the attention because we’re not sure if it was the attention, that got her away or if she came back to get more attention. So there won’t be a statement.”

“How will you explain the activity of the FBI? Somebody might be suspicious that you guys are investigating and not LVPD.”

“We hope it will take some time until somebody noticed – like tonight.” Nina laughed shortly. She knew it wasn’t possible to keep their activity a secret. Too many reporters knew them, too many reporters were around crime scenes. If the next crime scene was somewhere more public, there would be questions. 

The profiler got up, went into the kitchen and came back with a banana and some chocolate spread. Sara had no idea she had this stuff in her kitchen, she suspected Sofia as the one, who left it here. In case she wanted a pancake with chocolate spread and was too lazy to walk all the twenty yards to her own kitchen. 

“Banana and chocolate spread?”

“Perfect combination, wanna try?”

“No, thanks. I think I’ll get a veggie burger later. I feel like fast food. And Jules wants me to make dinner. Will you stay here?”

“If that’s okay with you.”

“Did I ever mind? Even before I knew you, I offered you to stay here when you wanted to stay in a hotel. You’re always welcome, like Jules. I blame it on the long work hours that you don’t use your head anymore.”

“Out of order.”

“When do you have to be back?”

“If there’s no new body, I’ve to be back tonight. I guess around eight or nine to overlook the new evidence. They want a profile ASAP.”

“Do they blame it on you that they didn’t catch her the first time?”

“No.”

“Good.”

“It’s not like a profile comes with an address. We know the killer plays with us, that’s why she left the message the last time. We’re dealing with somebody highly intelligent and that is the most terrifying thing. Whoever killed these seven people has herself in control, she can stop killing when she feels there are too many people out looking for her.”

“Does that mean, she has her next victim already picked out?”

“I’m sure she has a certain amount of people she wants to kill and has already all her victims picked out and also the order. The only way to stop her is to catch her.”

“Maybe she didn’t kill in the last weeks because she was in prison. Got busted for something else, is out now and goes on where she had stopped.”

“Maybe but I doubt she got herself into trouble. She’s too organized for that.”

“You’re giving me a profile, Nina. I’m not with you guys.”

“You want her in prison, that means for me you’re on my side.” Nina smiled a bit. “And I know, despite the fact, that you are not supposed to work the case anymore – what I support but not because of the FBI/LVPD thing, but for your own mental health – you’ll go on and try to find the killer. Do me a favor Sara, don’t go after her alone. Take Sofia or whoever with you. She’s smart and dangerous and if she thinks, you’re close and might be able to stop her, she won’t hesitate and kill you.”

“If your boss hears that you’re in trouble.”

“I trust you that you won’t tell him.”

“I won’t, promise. Thanks for the little profile.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll go to bed, working nights isn’t my cup of tea. I’ll see you later.”

“Later. Sleep tight.”

“Thanks.”

Arms got around Sara, pulled her in and lips found their way on her cheek. A huge sloppy kiss followed. 

“Yuck! Don’t you have a boyfriend to kiss?” She got out of Sofia’s arms only to end there again a second later. 

“I do and he’s really sweet. That doesn’t mean I don’t kiss you anymore, Sara. I still love you.”

“Make up your mind who you want. And bear in mind, he wants you, I don’t.”

“I know.” Sofia grinned. “Am I invited to this little burger party?” She looked at the two pans, both filled with burger. One, with veggie burger, one with meat burger. At least that was what Sofia assumed 

“Only you or Brian too?”

“He’s on his way but I can tell him, to get something for himself. There’s no need to spoil him.”

“Since I met Jules I stopped cooking for only one person. It was too often that she brought a girlfriend or friend around. And then Greg joined and he was the same. There were always more people at the end at the table than I had thought of when I started cooking. Actually I started to cook when I met Jules. Before her I didn’t bother about food, now I have to. And I always cook for at least all of the club plus their partners. Means, there’s food for at least seven people, you don’t have to call him.”

“I can see eight burger. Four meat, four veggie?”

“Two veggie, six meat.”

“One of us is allowed to eat two?”

“No.”

“No?”

“No.”

“We’re eight?”

“Yes.”

“Who is number eight?”

“You’ll see.”

Sofia cocked her head. “Do you have a date?”

“Actually I’ve seven. I see all of you as my dates.”

“The only one I date is my boyfriend, sorry Sara. And he doesn’t date you, only me. You’re down to five dates.”

“I don’t mind to take over for the two of you.” Jules came in the kitchen. “I like dates with Sara. We should have one soon.”

“What will Nina say to this?” Sofia asked.

“She’ll be fine. Sara and me always dated. It’s part of our relationship. What do you think, Honey, shall we have a little trip to L.A. soon?”

“Can we go somewhere quieter? Red Rock Canyon?”

“You want nature, you get it.” Jules placed her head on Sara’s shoulder. “I know you just started work again and you’re eager to work, but maybe we can take two day off next month.”

“Sounds good to me.” Sara turned her head and kissed Jules on the tip of her nose. “Will you be there as my friend or as my counselor?”

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be.”

“Mine.”

“Babe, I’m always yours.”

“You two sound like a couple – again.”

“That’s what they do very often.” Nina came in sleep shirt and shorts in the kitchen. “It’s nothing unusual.”

“Other girlfriends would get crazy when they hear a conver-sation like that.”

“Other girlfriends don’t meet their lover knowing about her special and close relationship to her ex. I knew how close they are before I had a relationship with Jules. I knew if I want to be with her, I have to accept, that Sara is a very important part in her life and that they need some time for them alone. In a good relationship, you trust your partner.”

“I’m not sure if Brian would like it when I talk to Sara like that.”

“That’s because he doesn’t know that you have this kind of relationship. Which you don’t have with her. Or did I miss something?”

“A few things.” Sara smirked. 

“A secret affair. Sara and me are lovers whenever we have the time for that. At the moment I’m quite busy so we don’t see each other very often.”

“Yeah, she has this side dish, this vet. But that’s okay, he is only some fun by the side.”

“You’re both nuts.”

“You must know, you’re the queen of nutcases.”

“You mean psychiatrist.”

“That’s the same. Shrink.”

“I can see right in your head, Sara.”

“It’s closed for you.”

“I know how to get around the barricades.”

“Get out of my kitchen and get dressed. We’ll have dinner in half an hour and I don’t want to wait for you.”

“She’s latent aggressive, probably because she feels uncom-fortable, doesn’t know how to react and…”

“Out!” Sara threw her oven cloth at Nina, who left the kitchen laughing out loud. 

“Enemy!” Greg poked his finger into Nina’s arm. “Evil, mean, unloved enemy!”

“Thanks puppy.”

“You’re not supposed to call me puppy!”

“Oh Greggo, come on.” She got her arms around his neck. “Don’t bitch around, you’re not one of the bitches.”

“You’re a Fed, you’re evil. You take away our case.”

“If I was up to me, you guys would work with us.”

“According to your agent Copper, we are all working together. Like a happy family.” Sofia rolled her eyes while she sat on Brian’s lap. “I can’t wait to see him later. I’m sure he’ll be around, to make sure, we don’t do anything without your knowledge.”

“Try to make it not personal to Nina.” Sara defended the profiler. “It’s not her fault. Fed or not, she’s our friend and we treat her like that. If anybody has a problem with her, her job with the FBI or her working the case, try to get that out of the world in a way adults do or leave my apartment. I won’t accept any insult on her. Clear?” She looked at Greg.

“I was kidding.”

“Stop kidding her like that, Greg. It’s a complicated situation, if we start to bitch around or say things, people can understand the wrong way, we jeopardize our friendship. No case is worth that.”

“Sorry.” He looked at Nina. “You know how I meant it, don’t you?”

“I do. Do you understand that I don’t take away your case?”

“I do. I’d love to work the case with you. I’m sure when you and Jules work together, we get the killer ASAP.”

“I’d never doubt that she’s a great profiler.” Nina smirked at Jules. “And I know, she has a profile. One of my next missions is to convince my boss that it’s very helpful for the case and the FBI if Jules and I work together. If that’s okay with her.”

“I don’t have any problem to work for or with the FBI. All I want is to catch the killer as soon as possible. Anything else isn’t that important.”

“Good.”

The doorbell rang. 

“Who is missing?” Janet asked. 

“Number eight, we have eight burgers. If you’ve planed to eat the last one, you’ve to change your mind to salad, the last one is taken. Sara invited somebody else.” Jules couldn’t hide her big grin. She had a very good idea who was the last person for their dinner. 

“I bought mouse au chocolate, it’s no problem to fill my stomach up with that.”

“Mouse au chocolate? We’ve got mouse au chocolate in the house? I think I died and went to heaven.” Sofia’s face was one huge smile. 

“You won’t get mouse au chocolate in heaven, it’s better for you to stay here on earth. Besides, I need you here.” Brian kissed her softly. 

“Okay, I’ll stay.”

“You better do. Guys, for all of you, who don’t know him, that’s Kieran. He was my hero in hospital – beside you guys of cause. He got me real food.” Sara smiled and pushed a man in front of her. 

“The male nurse.” Jules grinned. She knew it. 

“The doctor.” He responded. “The one who didn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.”

“If your no means, I can’t see Sara, I don’t accept it, no.”

“I know that now and I promise, I’ll never ever try to tell you again, you can’t see her because you’re not family.”

“A wise decision. I am family.”

“I feel a little bit left alone.” Janet said. “There are four people working in the health system, three of the law enforcement, only I’m left alone.”

“Be glad you’re a secretary, you’re the only one here who knows when her day starts and ends. No sudden emergencies, no bodies, nothing that makes you work for sixteen hours.” Sofia liked her job but not knowing for sure when she could go home, what was waiting for her, wasn’t always a good thing. Sometimes she wished for a job that was every day the same, a job, she knew in the morning, she could go home at five and have a free and relaxed evening. Maybe one day, when she was old and worked on a desk. 

“True. I like to know what will happen to me.”

“What are you doing with Greg? He’s incalculable.”

“Thanks, bitch.”

“At least one part of my life has to be exciting.” Janet kissed Greg.

“Don’t worry about the bitch.” Sara explained to Kieran. “He means it in a nice way. He’s the puppy, Jules, Sofia and me are the bitches.”

“So they are your family too?”

“Yes.” Sara smiled. “Yes, they are. They don’t have papers to get through to me, but they are.”

“See Janet, now we’re both left out and so is Brian.” Nina said. 

“Yeah, we’re not in the club, we’re only friends.”

“Sara is very picky with the people she calls friends. You can be proud of being a friend and you, my dearest lover, have a key to her apartment. That’s almost like being in the group.”

“It makes things easier for her and me. You spend a lot of time here, I want to spend time with you, that means I need to be here too. We’ve our own room here.”

“Yeah, it’s not my guest room, it’s Jules’ and Nina’s room. If Greg hadn’t bought the apartment next door, this place would be full of people all the time. I’ve no idea how we could manage to stay all here…two on the couch, leaves two…I don’t know, on the kitchen floor?”

“You don’t to share your bed with Brian and me?” Sofia cocked her head. “Come on, Sara, that’s old-fashioned. Not your style.”

“If that’s your fantasy of a threesome, I’m sorry to tell you that won’t happen.”

“Bugger. I think, it could have be fun, what do you think, Honey?”

“I think, I’m more than happy with you and I don’t want another woman in my bed or any other bed.”

“I bet that’s not what he really thinks.” Greg chuckled. “I’ll ask you this question again later, Brian, when we’re alone and you can be honest.”

“I was honest, I’ve the woman I want. Why have another one?”

“They are only testing you. One wrong answer and Greg will throw you down the balcony. The puppy takes care of the bitch. Not to mention my special Bruce Lee bitch.” Sofia smirked at Sara. “Twenty years of material arts and I was face down in the desert sand. I’ll never forget that afternoon.”

“It didn’t harm you and you deserved it.” Jules answered for Sara. “You know that.”

“I didn’t say anything else.”

“Good. Leave her alone, detective. You’ll be in trouble other-wise.”

“You see, we’re a really friendly group.” Sara said to Kieran. “Do you want a burger? The last one.”

“I’m not sure if that’s healthy for me. I might get thrown off the balcony, meet twenty years of material arts, get arrested, attacked by a wild dog, poisoned with medicine or stabbed with a pencil.” He smiled.

“Don’t worry, we kept it for you. They’ll behave and Jules and me are vegetarians, we help you.”

“Okay, in that case I’d love to have a burger. I brought some cookies and muffins, you said, you and your friends like to take food with you to work, that you can eat while you’re in the car because there’s never enough time for a break.”

“I think I like him. Cookies and muffins, a midnight snack.” Sofia sighed. Mouse au chocolate for dessert and cookies and muffins later at night. They should have a dinner like this every night. 

When Sara took the case she knew, she had to give it away very soon. She was at a scene to confirm, that the blue rose killer had killed another victim. 

“Hey.” Sofia was already there, waiting for her. “What do you think?”

“We’ll make a call soon.” The detective turned and walked into the house. They were on the south east end of Las Vegas, almost between Vegas and Boulder. The house stood alone, the next house was around two-hundred yards away. The highway was half a mile away. Not the best area to find witnesses. 

The body of a woman who Sara guessed in her late twenties, early thirties, was in bed. The blanket wasn’t moved, a blue plastic rose was placed next to the bed.

“Coroner?”

“On his way. David said it’s a busy night.”

“Yes, there was a robbery gone bad in the north, three dead bodies and half a dozen injured people. The rest of the shift is up there.”

“You’ll go back there when the FBI is here?”

“Yes.” Not that she wanted it that way. 

“So, what does the CSI say?”

“The CSI says, there’s a blue plastic rose, it looks like all the other roses we’ve found so far. I can’t see any injury of the woman, but because we’re not allowed to move the blanket, we can’t say for sure. You checked the pulse?”

“The first officer on scene did and so did I. She’s dead or her pulse is that low, that you can’t feel it. I checked the eyes, no evidence of any life in her body. Sorry.”

“Anything else would be a surprise. Okay. Do we have to wait until David is here to confirm that she’s dead and there are no visible wounds? Or do we have to call the FBI because we’re pretty sure it’s the blur rose killer again?”

“I know what you want, you know what I want, we both know what we have to do. I’ll call agent Copper.”

“And I’ll take some photos, have a look around. Scene is secured?”

“Of course.”

“Good.” Sara smiled and took her camera. She had maybe a quarter on an hour until the FBI was here and send her away. In that time she had to get as much evidence as possible. She wasn’t allowed to touch anything or take anything with her, so she had only photos to take, lifted a few prints from the door handle and walked outside. Maybe there were some traces around the building. The killer had to take a car, motorbike or anything else to come here. 

She found a car behind the house, probably the car of the victim. A few skid marks, at least two different kind of cars were here. She took photos to compare the skid marks with skid marks from other crime scenes. The garbage can was half full. She wasn’t allowed to take anything out but she took some photos, as she took several photos of the backside of the house. No visible point of entry, all windows were closed and intact, the backdoor was closed. She was tempted to make sure it was locked, but didn’t do it. 

The desert began behind the house. She thought, if she wanted to leave this house, through the desert was a good way to start. With her flashlight she started to go to the fence. Well, fence was a big word for these few poles with a loose wire around. It was only knee high, one step and everybody was on the other side of the fence. It didn’t keep people or animals away, was nothing more than a line to know, where your premises starts and ends. 

“Yo CSI, where are you going?” An FBI agent called for her. 

Sara sighed. Her freedom was over, her reason to be here too. Why were they so fast? Couldn’t they be stuck in traffic? 

“I thought the killer could have left the house and walked into the desert. A nice way to disappear.” She waited until the agent came to the fence, where she stood on the other side. What a picture. Both on different sides of the fence. She wouldn’t make a comment about that. 

“Nobody ever told you, you’re not supposed to leave the scene alone?”

“Sounds familiar.” She had thought of calling for an officer, but she didn’t want to bother with that. That was the desert, nobody was there. Maybe a coyote, she could handle them. 

The agent took his own flashlight and stepped over the fence. “So, what are we looking for?”

“We?” Since when had she invited him to join her? 

“Sure. Officially I’m working the case, I’m with the FBI. That gives me the authorization to investigate. You, on the other hand, are with the LVPD, it’s not your case. But I’ve no problem to admit that you’ve more knowledge of evidence, you’re the expert in this area. So I offer you the chance to work with me on the case.”

“You offer me the chance to work the case with you?” Sara had problems to stay serious. Yes, he was authorized to work the case but he had no rights at all to tell her what to do. The only one who could give her any orders were Grissom. As much as she wanted to work the case, they had to make something clear first.

“Yes.”

“You might what to rephrase that, agent…?”

“You can call me Tom.”

“Depends on how you rephrase your sentence, agent.”

“You’re a tough one, aren’t you? Okay, I ask you to help me. Better? You’ve the bigger experience in finding important evidence, I’d appreciate your help. And if my boss ever find out that I said that, I’ll ask you if you know a fast food restaurant that takes new employees.” He laughed. 

“As far as I know the Subway shop in the HAPPY DICE is currently looking for new staff. Give them your CV, Tom.” Sara smiled. 

“I’ll bear that in mind. You’ve got a first name…” He read her name on the vest. “Sidle?”

“Doesn’t everybody?” She dryly shot back.

“Again, your point. If we play this is a game to three, I’ll give up because you’re too far ahead.”

“Rule number one: Never give up, no matter how hopeless it seems to be. Otherwise you have to apply for the Subway job right away.”

“I’ll remember that. Shall we? Please.”

“Sure.” Sara started to walk, her flashlight on the ground. She was working with the FBI. An agent had asked her to help her. Was she supposed to do that? As far as she remembered the order was to work with the FBI, to support them. Probably if she wanted to call Grissom or the Sheriff and asked them, if she should help agent…Tom, she would be told to do so. So why waste the time and the effort to do so? 

“What are we looking for?”

“I don’t know exactly, anything that might help. Skid marks for example. There are two different types behind the house, only one car. The marks go to the street, so probably we won’t find them here. But there could be other marks, boot prints. Try to think like the killer. You killed the woman, you need to leave. You can walk down the street, not many houses are in this area, but people will look up when they see somebody walking around. Especially when they don’t know this person. Or you leave by car, but again, people are more likely to notice your car because it’s a remote area. The desert is a fast and easy way. Drive from here to the highway and vanish between all the other cars. Most people on the highway are in a hurry, they don’t care about a car in the desert. People go there all the time, nothing unusual.”

“Okay. And if I find a bottle that has in huge letter POISON written on, I’ll tell you too.”

“I doubt our killer will be that stupid but you never know. So yes. That would be perfect evidence.”

“Do you know the profile of the killer?”

“We have a really talented profiler in the LVPD, so yes, I know the profile of the killer.”

“Do you agree with it?”

“I’m in no position to say anything else.”

“Oh come, Miss Sidle? Misses Sidle?”

“What your steps, agent.” Sara got down on her knees, pointing her flashlight on a cigarette butt. Carefully she took it between her tweezers and lifted it up.

“How do you know it’s important?”

“I don’t.” She bagged it. “That’s the job of your CSI guys. Chances are high it has been left behind by somebody who has nothing to do with the case. We’re around fifty yards of the crime scene away, so we’ll bag it and your people will find out, if it’s important or not”

“Okay. How far will you go?”

“We’ll turn. It’s dark, I’m sure your CSI guys will have a look around in the morning.”

“What if I ask you to work with us?”

“I’m sorry that’s not my job. My job was to confirm it’s your killer and wait for you guys to come around. I took a look around, that’s it. I’m not entitled to work the case.”

“It has really pissed you off that we took over, hasn’t it?” He stopped and looked at her. 

Sara just raised an eyebrow and kept on walking. She wouldn’t answer this question. Tom had to hurry to keep up to her. There were a lot of people around the house. Sara handed her bag to a CSI of the FBI and told him, where she found the cigarette butt. 

“You took off again?” Nina came out of the house and stopped Sara from getting into her car. 

“I searched for evidence.”

“Got lucky?”

“Probably not. A cigarette butt around fifty yards away from the house, chances are low it has anything to do with the case.”

“Could belong to anybody.”

“Yes. Can you tell me anything or do I have to wait for the officially report?”

“No visible wounds, our coroner took her. The rest you’ve seen for yourself.”

“Yes.”

“Are you about to go back to the lab?”

“No, we’ve a big crime scene and I’ll join the rest of the team. Is Sofia still here?”

“She left ten minutes ago.”

“Nina, can you tell me if this lady has a first name…no, let me rephrase the question.” He smiled. “Can you tell me her first name?”

“Why don’t you ask her yourself?”

“I tried. I also asked her if she is Miss or Misses Sidle and didn’t get an answer.”

“In that case it seems like she doesn’t want you to know. I’m sorry, I can’t help you here, Tom.”

“Bugger. One more chance, CSI Sidle?” He cocked his head. 

“I’m afraid you lost again. I won, whitewash. I’ll see you later, Nina.”

“Don’t forget to go home on time.” Nina smirked. 

Sara rolled her eyes and got into her car. Time to see her colleagues and leave the crime, she weren’t suppose to work. 

Sara had been sent back to the lab after her regular shift. Her friends and colleagues were still on the scene and it looked like they had to stay a few more hours. To Grissom’s surprise she didn’t argue when he sent her back. What he didn’t know was, Sara went into the lab and started to look on the evidence, she got from the blue rose killer. 

She developed the photos, scanned finger prints and started to let them run through AIFIS. She was comparing the skid marks from her crime scene today with the ones, she found at the other scenes when somebody grabbed her hips. 

“What the…”

“You are not suppose to be here!” Jules was behind her. Of course, the profiler had started her day a few minutes ago. Knowing Sara, she checked first if her friend was still in the lab.

“I left the scene, being in the lab is like being at home.”

“Do you want to fight with me?”

“Do you want to baby me?”

“You’re here under special circumstances. If you don’t keep the rules, you’ll stay another week at home.”

“You’re endangering our friendship, Jules.”

“If I can safe your health this way, I’ll risk it.”

“So I see she’s always this charming.” Both women turned around. Nina and Tom were at the door, watching Sara and Jules fight. 

“And who are you?” Jules asked.

“Agent Silverton. Doctor Weinberg, I assume.”

“You assume right.” Jules looked at Nina. 

“I think we don’t have to pretend we don’t know each other. Agent Silverton knows I’m a friend of our CSI here.” Nina blinked at Sara. She hadn’t told her colleague Sara’s name, so the brunette was still only the CSI. 

“Okay. Can we do something for you?”

“You can, yes. I’m here to ask you to work with me. I’d like to compare your profile to mine. The FBI would like to have your help, Jules.”

“Okay, no problem. I’ve everything in my office. What’s about him?” 

“He’s my trainee. If it’s all right with you he’ll be there and learn.”

“Again, no problem. I just have to send somebody home.” Jules’ attention got back to Sara. 

“Why can’t you just do what you were asked to do and let me worry about myself?”

“We have a deal.”

“I’ve work to do.”

“Nina?” Jules looked helpless at her girlfriend. 

“You stay here and I will not only tell agent Silverton your name but also everything else he wants to know about you.”

“Why is her name a secret?” Jules wondered.

“Because she didn’t tell him, not her name, not if she is Miss or Misses Sidle.”

“I’m willing to give him everything I know about her, there’s no need you do that, Nina. So, what is it, mysterious woman? Do you go home or will I end up telling this agent a lot of things about you? You know I’ll do that.”

“Bloody bitch.” Sara trusted the photos of the skid marks in Jules’ hand and left the office. 

Sara ignored the closed sign and opened the door. In her hands were two coffees and two slices of cake. She closed the door with her foot and put coffee and cake without words on the desk in front of her. Then she dropped on the chair. 

“Peace offer.”

“Taken.” Jules smiled, got up and sat on Sara’s lap. “You’re really an awful stubborn bitch, do you know that?”

“I know that the next peace offer is on you, Doc.” Sara smiled a bit. 

“There’s no need for a peace offer if you say the truth.” Jules kissed Sara. “And I am right. We don’t send you home because we want to annoy you, we worry.”

“I know. Jules, I feel fine, there’s no pain, nothing. It has been three weeks that I got shot, there’s a little scar, that’s it. I can work.”

“I know that you can work but it’s better to start slow. If you overdo it, you’ll have to go back to hospital and no matter how much you like Kieran, you don’t want to spend some more time there. Instead of risking your work keep a low profile for a week or two and then you can go on like before. I promise, if you don’t do any overtime until the end of next week, I’ll stop annoying you. Deal?”

“Deal.” Sara embraced Jules. She knew her friend was right. “And Kieran and me are only friends.”

“I didn’t say anything else, only that you like him.”

“I do. But don’t plan him as a partner for me, okay? He has a girlfriend.”

“He has a girlfriend and spends the evening with you?”

“He spent his evening with us, not with me alone. She’s in San Diego, a student.”

“Long distance relationship. Awful.”

“That’s what he says, but she likes her university there and it’s too fresh to think of a change to Las Vegas. They’re together since four months. If they’ll be together for a longer period one of them will move.”

“Okay, I’ll delete him from my ‘a lover for Sara list’ and look for somebody else. What about this hot blonde, who hit on you last week when we were in the club?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“She hit on half a dozen other women too.”

“Argh, somebody who can’t make up her mind and has to try everybody. No, that’s nobody for you. We need somebody trustful.”

“Or I’ll stay single a little bit longer. You know I don’t necessary need a relationship.”

“I know.” A huge smile appeared on Jules’ face. “What about this agent? Tom, who still doesn’t know your name. Why didn’t you tell him your name, by the way?”

“Not his business.”

“It could be his business.”

“Jules, do you plan to talk me into a relationship with every man I talked to? I also talked to the man behind the counter when I bought coffee and cake, I said hello to the woman at the reception downstairs and the security man, I met in the elevator. Shall we think of them for me as a partner too?”

Jules laughed. “Okay, I got you. No clerk, no reception woman, no security guard and no agent.”

“He’s a Fed, he’s the enemy.” Sara chuckled.

“Don’t tell that my girlfriend.”

“Nina is above that. Not telling him my name was my way to stay in control. The Feds took over the case, they’ve the control there, that’s enough.”

“He’s a funny guy. Joined the FBI two years ago, was an agent and wants to be more so he starts to learn what he has to know as a profiler.”

“Don’t you need to have some kind of basis as a profiler?”

“Yes. He studied psychology but changed then to become an agent. He’s still not sure what he likes more, so he checks out the job as a profiler.”

“He wasn’t able to get into my head.”

“It’s a stubborn head with very thick walls, it’s not that easy to get inside there.”

“You walked in there like all doors and windows are open.”

“I’m special.” Jules started to feed Sara with cake. 

“True. Did you and Nina find anything out while you worked together? Any new clues?”

“We agree on the profile, no surprise there. As far as I know the woman was poisoned, same poison again. She drank it, it was in her coffee. The FBI found traces in the thermo.”

“Any prints on the thermo?”

“Only of the victim.”

“Who could get her hands on your thermo?” Sara asked theoretical. 

“Beside my partner, and she was a single, nobody.”

“Natalie was a cleaner…” Sara hated to bring this woman up. 

“Yes, our victims here didn’t have cleaners. Not all of them.”

“There must be something they have in common.”

“The killer.”

“Yes. Beside the killer. With the miniature killer it was bleach, Paul Millander, the first serial killer I had in Vegas, picked his vics by their birthday. Sometimes it’s only the gender, sometimes it’s…the toes. We had a guy who started as a rapist and ended as a killer. He chose his victims because of their feet.”

“There are four dozen people working on the case, one dozen looks for things the victims have in common. So far there’s nothing. What Nina and I thought of today…” Jules stopped. 

“What is it?”

“Our killer knows how to kill and leaves no traces. She knows that it makes it almost impossible for us to find her when she picks her vic randomly, without a real connection. And she left when the FBI got involved. At one point today, we thought of a killer who works in the law enforcement.”

“Makes sense.” And it was the last thing Sara wanted to think of. A serial killer in their own line. 

“You look like you want to go to work.” Sara let her eyes run up and down Sofia, who was in her usual suit for work. It was only half past five, too early for the blonde to go back to work. 

“I meet Brian and go from there to work. No need to change if I wear already the right things.”

“What a waste of time when you lose all these things within five minute with your lover.” Sara smirked. 

“I won’t.” Sofia sat on her chair. She hadn’t spent much time on Sara’s balcony since she was with Brian. The work, the new relationship, it all needed time. Time, she spent with Sara a few months ago. 

“Do I spend too much time with Brian?”

“What?” Sara was confused. What kind of question was that? 

“Do I spend too much time with Brian? I mean a few months ago I practically lived on your balcony, in your apartment and now I’m away most times.”

“Sofia, you’ve a relationship, you’re in love, of course you want to spend time with him. Jules and Greg are also not that often here anymore.”

“Yes, we left you alone.”

“Do I look lonely?” 

Sofia looked for a few seconds at Sara. “Actually you look relaxed right now. Do you enjoy having more time for yourself?”

“If I agree it sounds like you guys annoyed me, that’s not the case. Yes, I do enjoy having some time for myself. I don’t work overtime, I sleep more, I don’t have nightmares, even after the blue rose killer is back, I try to give my body some rest so that I can go back to one hundred percent in two weeks. The time for myself gives me the opportunity to think of my life, to think of what I want to do. I’m happy when you guys come along, I love spending time with you, but I don’t have any problems being alone.”

“Okay.” Sofia put her hand on Saras. “I enjoy the time I spend with Brian, but I also want to spend some time with you. With you alone. Do you think we can arrange a night out the next time we both have a day off?”

“Doesn’t Brian want you in his bed then?”

“You know how awful it is when you have one night off, try to sleep that night and have to go back to work the next. I prefer not to lose my rhythm. He can see me in the evening, I send him to bed, we go out, it’s Vegas, so everything is open and in the morning when he wakes up, he can meet us for breakfast and go to work while we go to bed.”

“A show on the Strip, a night movie in a cinema, some drinks, food and breakfast close to his veterinary office. I’d like to see the animals, he has there.”

“That sounds like a deal. Next Thursday?”

“I’ll let Grissom know I’d like that night off.”

“And I’ll do the same with Brass.” Sofia looked at her watch. “I’ve to go. Enjoy your time for yourself and if you start to feel lonely, give me a call, we can meet for a drink somewhere. I’m sure Brian doesn’t mind to see you, he likes you.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheeks. 

“Okay, but I think, I’ll stay home alone.”

“Whatever suits you best. Maybe until later.”

“Later, detective.”

The first week of work was over. At least for Sara. She was five minutes away from finishing off her shift. Together with Greg she had solved a burglary this night and brought around one hundred thousand dollar in diamonds back to their owner. Not too bad for the end of the week. 

“Two nights off, excited?” Greg teased with a smile.

“Absolutely. I can’t remember the last time I had two nights off. Oh wait, it was last week, I had a little bit more than two nights off. What about you? Happy to work another night?”

“Of course. But I’m happier to have tomorrow night off because I’ve a date. Dinner date.”

“Somebody special?” Sara smirked. She was his date. They wanted to spend some time together. Alone. Janet was with her parents until midnight, it was the best opportunity for them. Like she had planed with Sofia, she wanted to have some time with Greg alone. She had the same plans for Jules, but this plan had to wait until they make their trip to Red Rock Canyon. 

“Yes, she’s very special.”

“What will Janet say about this date?”

“She says it’s good that I’ve something to do. She doesn’t mind when I meet this hot brunette. My girlfriend trusts me.”

“You or your date?”

“Both of us.”

“Good to know.”

“Do you have any plans for your two nights off?”

“Yes. Tonight I’ll rent half a dozen movies, get a huge bucket of popcorn, sodas, chocolate and have a girlie movie night. All the classic movies, that make women cry.”

“Sounds like torture…can I join you for one?”

“Do you want to suffer?”

“As a good friend I can’t let you suffer alone. Beside, I like it when women take my arms because they need some comfort during heartbreaking movies.”

“All you want is to have women in your arms, you don’t care about the movies, about their story, the drama and…”

“They’ve a lead!” Grissom called into the room while he rushed through the hallway. 

“What?” Sara looked irritated at Greg. “Who has a lead?”

“The FBI? Grissom isn’t nervous for any case, it has to be something special and the most special case is the blue rose killer.” 

“True. Follow him!” Forgotten was her thought of going home. Any leads of the blue rose killer was better than going home.

They caught up with Grissom in the little lay out room, where they left their evidence of the blue rose killer. Cath, Nick and Warrick were there too.

“They’ve got the killer?” Sara asked.

“Do they know who the killer is?” Warrick added. 

“No. but they managed to get a match of cars. There were a witness in case number three, who saw the same car like a witness for the last victim. Black Sedan, 2006, license plates started the same. In both cases this car was seen in the area around the murder scene, in both cases the car hasn’t been there before.”

“Anything of the driver?” A car was  a start, but a description of the driver would help them more.

“Not that I know of.”

“Who called you? Agent Copper?” Cath was surprised that the FBI shared their news with them. Were they serious about the work together thing? Or did they know much more and all they gave LVPD were nothing more than crumbs?

“An agent Silverton? And he mentioned something about a mysterious brunette, who were right about the cigarette butt. It didn’t help them.” He looked at Sara. “Could it be that you’re this brunette?”

“Yes.” She had to chuckle. “I didn’t tell him my first name, not his business. No surprise on the cigarette butt but very nice that he shared the news.”

“You have left an impression.”

“Looks like. He works with Nina.”

“So we’ll get some information from her and Jules later. I understood Jules works with the FBI.”

“Yes, they’re both working on the profile.”

“So you know all the details.”

“No.”

“Not? Since when has Jules any secrets from you?”

“Always when it involves her job.”

“If you had been nice to this agent, he might have told you all the details.” Nick complained. “Now he won’t tell you anything.”

“Even if you know what they know, you can’t do anything. It’s not our case anymore. I’m not sure if we would solve the case, we’ll get any applause. Probably we’d get trouble.” She looked at Grissom.

“No investigation of the LVPD. Only if the FBI asks for it. We can see the scene to make sure, it belongs to the serial killer, we can’t investigate. We can be happy that you could keep the photos and fingerprints.”

“So what will we do now?” Warrick wanted to do something. 

“We can only wait if the request our help or if they’ll tell us what they find out. That’s it. I wanted to give you all the heads up about the new lead, now it’s time to go back to work if you have anything urgent. Otherwise time to go home, Sara.”

“Yes, I know.” She rolled her eyes. 

“Two nights off, we’ll see you back here on Monday night.”

“I got you. Greg, do you come with me?”

“Sorry, I’ve a breakfast date with Janet.”

“Love is in the air.” Cath started to sing. “Will there be a wedding, Greggo?”

“One day, yes. Not today, not this month, not this year. Sorry Cath, you’ve to wait.”

“What a pity.” 

“I’ll see you guys later.” Sara walked back to the locker room and changed. There was a lead. Maybe they were able to get the killer until the end of the day. 

She checked her watch and made the decision, she had some time for a little detour. Instead of going back home, she walked to the police department. The FBI had a whole story for themselves. 

Without that anybody tried to stop her she arrived at Nina’s office. For a second she thought of walking on. She didn’t want any trouble for Nina and after they had a lead, the profiler could be somewhere out, checking out suspects. Before she had the chance to knock on the door, the got opened. It wasn’t Nina, who opened the door, but agent Silverton. 

“The unknown CSI.”

“Not unknown, the name is written on my vest.”

“True. No first name.”

“There is one. Anyway, I want to see Nina if that’s possible.”

“She isn’t here.”

“Where is she?”

“You give me an answer and I’ll give you one.”

Sara snorted. “Nice try. Doesn’t work. I can call her on her cell.”

“I could threat you with telling my boss you’re here and the trouble you and Nina might get but that’s not my style. Besides, I don’t want you or her in trouble. That’s why I try to have this fair exchange of information.”

“And I’ve the cell phone number, I don’t really need your help, agent.”

“You don’t show a tiny little bit of willingness to accommo-date, do you?”

“No.” Her cell phone rang. “Yes?”

“You’re not home yet.”

“It’s like I’m on my way, mom.”

“Change it to you are on your way.”

“Yes mom.”

“If I see you in the lab or the department you’ll be in serious trouble.”

“Yes mom.”

“I leave my apartment now.”

“With or without your better half?”

“With.”

“Okay. I’ll see you later.” Sara closed her cell phone and smiled. “I don’t need your answer anymore, I know everything I want to know. Goodbye.”

“Why does your mother know where Nina is?”

“You should know by now that I don’t answer your questions, agent. Have a good day.”

“One day I’ll get an answer, Sidle. One day.”

“Today isn’t one day.” Sara turned and walked away. Okay, she couldn’t get any answers from Nina, the profile wasn’t involved yet. Or she got all the information to her apartment and had worked with Jules there. It looked like Sara had to wait. 

“Any news?” Sara sat on Sofia’s bed. The blonde was about to put on some socks. 

“No. I called Brass already. Either the Feds don’t share or they don’t have anything yet. What does Jules say?”

“I haven’t talked to her yet.”

“Change it…if she can tell you something.”

“I’m sure she could but she isn’t allowed to.”

“The question is, does she bend the rules for you?”

“Well Misses Miller, you should know.” Sara grinned. 

“Not a bit.”

“Exactly. A reason why I like her so much.”

“You love her.”

“True. And you’re up for your dinner with Brian?”

“Yes. I think I’m in love, Sara.” Sofia’s face lightened up. 

“You certainly look like that. I’m glad you are and I hope you’ll be happy for a very, very long time. But I don’t think Brian is one of these men, who want some fun and not a serious relationship. He wants to stay with you for a long, long time. You can see it in the way he looks at you.”

“I hope so. I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy with somebody.”

“Keep it, enjoy it.”

“I will; but I feel a little bit guilty because I’m this happy and you’re…alone.”

“I’m fine. Go and have a nice evening with Brian.” Sara got up. “I’ll get my movies.”

“Shall I give you a lift?”

“No, I walk.”

“Okay. Shall we have breakfast together?”

“If you’re not booked already.”

“No.”

“Then we’ll have a date for tomorrow morning.” Sara hugged Sofia. “You deserve to be happy, Sofia.” She whispered in the blonde’s ear. 

“Thanks. I hope you’ll find somebody special too.”

“There are some really special people in my life already. You are one of them, Sofia.” Sara blinked at her friend and left the room.

“Do you have any news for me?” Sara thought she could ask Jules for some information about the case, if her friend said she couldn’t tell her anything, she didn’t lose anything. It was worth a try. 

“Where are you?”

“On my way back to my condo with a bag full of chick flicks.”

“You visited your usually video shop?”

“Yes.”

“Make a little detour to the coffee shop two streets east of West Tropicana. The one with the bears.”

“I’ll be there in five.” She closed her cell phone. Jules was out, having a coffee. Even better. Sara didn’t have a coffee after she got up and when she walked to this coffee shop she was only three blocks away from a shop that made donuts to die for. And she could get a huge basket of the best popcorn there too. 

She sent Greg a message that she wanted to start the first movie in around one hour to give him some time to get ready. He should be awake until then. 

“No more clients for today?” Sara sat on the other side of the table. Jules had picked a quiet table in a corner, it took Sara a few moments to find her. 

“No, the last one called and told me, she doesn’t need me. Misses Miller seems to be healthy and in no need for a psychologist anymore.” Jules smiled. Sofia had told her a few days ago that she was fine and Jules didn’t need to wait for her. She wanted to meet her friend in their favorite swimming pool on Monday for a little work out and some time to talk. 

“She found out that sex is better than talking.”

“Depends on with whom you have sex and with whom you talk. Or do you think any sex is better than an evening with me, that we spend talking?”

“Okay, your point. But she has sex with her boyfriend, is in love and over the moon.”

“Yes she is and it suits her. It’s good to see her happy – finally.”

“That’s what I told her earlier today. Talking about talk, what can you tell me about the case? Any news? Any good leads on the Sedan?”

“Let me think of what they wrote in the report to LVPD… around fifty people of interest will be visited and talked to. Nobody is from special interested, they only stood out of the rest because they fit – at least in some ways – the profile. The FBI won’t visit an eighty years old man, who is blind on one eye and need crutches.”

“Makes sense. But if this eighty years old man has a daughter or granddaughter who borrows the car all the time, they’ll never find her.”

“I’m sure they’ll talk to all car owner on the phone. And don’t forget, it’s only a lead, it’s not like they’re sure, the Sedan is the car of the killer. It was there twice, it could be coincidence. After all, the victims lived all over the city and people do travel a lot. Maybe we’ll get lucky, maybe we have to wait a little bit longer.”

Sara grinned at Jules.

“What? Do I have something between my teeth?”

“No. But first you talked like you’re with the LVPD and have nothing to do with the FBI. At the end you changed from their to we. You start to feel like a Fed.”

“I’m involved with a Fed, I work with them at the moment. Any problems with that?”

“No. I just wanted to mention it. So there’s nothing new you can tell me? Like any secret information?”

“If there are secret information I won’t tell you because they are secret. Besides, you’re off duty, you shouldn’t think of work.”

“Very funny. Will you call me if they catch her?”

“Of course. But right now I can’t give you more.”

“Okay. Thanks for the heads up anyway. And now tell me, where is Nina?”

“My best guess is: working. We’ve a dinner appointment with my parents in one hour, so she better makes sure she’s there on time. You know how my mother is with her food. She asked if you don’t want to come along any time soon.”

“Tell her I’m happy to join you the next time if I don’t have to work.” Sara and Jules’ mother had gone alone very good and Sara always liked a chat with the mother of her best friend. 

“And why were you looking for Nina this morning?”

Sara laughed. “Did agent Silverton squeal?”

“Yes.”

“Does he know my name by now?”

“Neither Nina nor I have told him your name. You know it’s only a phone call for him to get your name?”

“Yes I know. So does he. His problem is he wants me to tell him my name. Must be an ego thing or what does the psychologist suggest?”

“An ego thing, a flirty thing, a little fun aside. He’s a funny guy.”

“But?”

“I didn’t say but.”

“I can hear the but in your sentence even when you don’t say them.”

“But I doubt he’ll be a good profiler. And I don’t think he enjoys it as much as he enjoys being an agent.”

“Does he know already?”

“I think he has an idea. He’ll find out by the end of this case. When his boss asks him if he wants to change from agent to profiler. Back to university versus out in the fields. Study versus fun.”

“You picked the study. First to become a psychologist, then to become a therapist and doctor and finally to become a profiler.”

“I like studying, I like learning new things. If there would be any time I’d start to learn a language now. I’ll have a closer look into Spanish when the new term in the evening school starts. Do you want to join me?”

“Uhm…if I can do that just for fun and not to become fluent in Spanish. It can’t hurt to improve my language skills, often enough we’re involved with people who speak no English at all.”

“Tell me about it. Look who just entered the room. And they always say women are late. I’m afraid you’ve to be the host, I need to go otherwise my mom will kill me and you don’t want that.” 

Sara turned to see who had entered the room. She sighed when she saw the agent. Profiler. Or whatever he was. Wanted to be. 

“Sorry I’m late.”

“You’re not late, you’re too late. I’ve to go, my mother is waiting. If you’re lucky you’ll have some company for a coffee, otherwise you have to drink your coffee alone or learn to be on time. You’re not a woman, not a doctor, you’re not suppose to be late.” She blinked at him. “I see you tomorrow …no, I’ve tomorrow off. Lucky me. Sunday. That means I can have a date with this beautiful brunette. Dinner?”

“Sorry, already taken.”

“Bugger. Okay, if I don’t come around, I’ll give you a call. Enjoy your night with the chick flicks.” She kissed Sara and hugged her. 

“Thanks. Say hello to your parents and your better half.”

“I hope she’s there. I won’t rescue her. Bye-bye beauties.”

Sara watched her friend until she was out of sight. Then she turned to the agent who was watching her. 

“What?”

“I try to figure something out.”

“What’s that?”

“If I want to ask again for your name or if I give up.”

“And?”

“I don’t like giving up easily. So, if I buy you a new coffee and …cake? Will you tell me your name?”

“No.”

“Okay, I try it in another way: what do I have to do that you’ll tell me your name?”

“You have to earn that information.”

“All right. Tell me what I’ve to do.”

“Tell me about the case. And I don’t mean the boring things that are written in the report. How close are you really to the killer? Are you close at all or do you guys in your fine suits and all this great education have no clue at all where and who the killer is?”

He smirked. “Nice try. I’ll call you CSI Sidle.”

“So you don’t really want to know my name.”

“Not under this condition.”

“Your boss will be proud of you.”

“Of course. Okay, shall I bring you another coffee or will you leave because you don’t like me and don’t want to have a coffee with me?”

“That’s a cheap trick, didn’t you learn better when you studied psychology? Ask Jules or Nina to tell you some better tricks.”

“Is there anything I do good enough for you?”

“Yeah, you’re a pretty good flashlight holder.”

“Wow, a start. Coffee?”

“Black.” Sara leant back. Maybe she was a little bit harsh, agent Silverton only tried to be nice. After all she was the one who could use him to get information – in an not that obvious way like before – and not the other way around. He knew more than she did. Maybe this was the reason she was that harsh. 

“There you go. I didn’t get you a big one so you can leave sooner and don’t have to spend too much time with me.”

“Now you’re pouting, you’re too old for that, agent.”

“Tom. And I don’t pout.”

She smirked and took a sip of coffee. 

“What movies do you have in your bag?” He pointed on her bag. 

“Chick flicks.”

“Like?”

“Like Titanic, Pretty Woman, Harry and Sally, Sleepless in Seattle, Dirty Dancing and Better than chocolate.”

“I don’t know the last one.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“Why? Am I not smart enough?”

“No, you don’t have the right gender. It’s a movie about women, only women. No men involved.”

“But chocolate?”

“Yes. At least a bit.”

“Comedy? Drama? Or just romantic?”

“A funny romantic comedy with some scene that makes you think. And yes I watched it already. I watched them all several times.”

“When Titanic was in the cinemas, I watched it ten times.”

“You did what?” He was the first man Sara met who admitted that he had watched Titanic in cinema without making it clear, his girlfriend had forced him. That he watched this movie ten times was more than all women Sara knew did. 

He blushed a bit. “I like it. And it based on a real event, what makes it even more moving.”

“A sissy.”

“There’s a movie called Sissi about the later Austrian Queen, also very nice and a chick flick.”

“So you’re into chick flicks or your girlfriend just forces you to watch them all?”

“I like movies about people, who really existed, about things that really happened. And I prefer the movies without a lot of blood. The more blood and gunfire they use, the more they try to hide that their movie has no storyline and is only brainless shit.”

“Interesting theory.”

“Thanks. I think that’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me so far.”

Sara had to laugh. “I’m not famous for being very friendly.”

“Which is a pity. You seem to be so nice and I kind of doubt that Jules and Nina are friend with somebody unkind.”

“They should know my real character otherwise they should look for another job.”

“And they are really good in their jobs.”

“Yes they are.” Sara finished her coffee. 

“Now you’re free to go.”

“Which is good because I want to start my movie marathon in half an hour.”

“In that case enjoy your movies. With six movies you’ll busy the whole night.”

“That’s the plan.” Sara cocked her head and smirked. “Would you like to join me for a movie you don’t know?” Maybe she could make up for being unkind this way. Jules and Nina both liked him, he couldn’t be too bad. And she didn’t want to be the old grumpy Sara who tried to keep people out of her life. So far Tom had been more than fair to her while she was exactly the other way around. 

“No. I don’t join women to their place when I don’t know their name. Mom always said, don’t go home with strangers.”

“Your first point, Tom.”

“Thanks. You won the game already.”

“I give you the chance of a replay.”

“I like challenges. So what’s the score?”

“One – nil for you.”

“Wow, I’m ahead.”

“Lead one – nil and lose you will.”

“Which gives you another point and we’re even.”

“Yes.” She offered him her hand. “Sara.”

“Tom.” He smiled. 

“I don’t make offer twice but you can still change your mind, as you found out, sometimes I give people a second chance. Giving you the second one, you have one more and then it’s over. There won’t be more than two.”

“Means I’ve to take it if I want to join you and shouldn’t fool around and get you offering me a movie with you again. And I lead two – one, I want to win this game tonight, that means I’ve to join you to get my third point.” He finished his coffee. 

Sara grinned. That was a good answer. 

They left the coffee shop. 

“Shall I get anything?”

“We’ll make a little detour to a shop with the best popcorn in Vegas.”

“Sweets Sensation.”

“You know the shop?” She didn’t know he was from Vegas. He had to be, the shop was good, it was famous in Vegas but she doubted it was famous over the border of Sin City. He had to be a Vegas man.

“Vegas born and bred.”

“No import of Quantico.”

“No, I went there and came back. I’m based in Vegas, like Nina.”

“That’s why you know where you get the best popcorn.”

“And donuts to die for.”

Sara stopped and looked at him. “Now you’re scary.” That were her words before. 

“Why?”

“That was what I thought when Jules told me to come over for a coffee. Donuts to die for and the best popcorn in town.”

“Looks like we finally have something in common. I think we both deserve a point for that.”

“You won’t win if you’ve three points and I’ve two. You need a two points gap.”

“You never mentioned this rule.”

“It’s common knowledge.” Sara grinned. And that brought her a point. Or at least half of a point. 

***

“When was the last time we did something like this?” Greg’s eyes laid softly on Sara. 

“A long, long time ago. But you still look good in a tuxedo, Greg.” 

“You look beautiful in your dress, Sara.” They were out on their dinner, both dressed up. It was a three course menu with piano music, very old fashioned, very strict on the dress code and very formal. Most people were in the fifties and sixties, only a few younger couples were there. Sara guessed at least one these men around her would pop out the question to their girlfriends tonight. It was the perfect place to ask somebody to get married. 

“Will you take Janet to a place like this when you ask her to marry you?”

“What?” He looked surprised at his friend. “What makes you think I’ll ask her to marry me?”

“I didn’t say in the near future, Greg.”

“There won’t be a wedding in the near future and if there’ll be a wedding, it will be because she has asked me. I’m not old-fashioned, I don’t belong to the people who think, the man has to ask the woman. I think women are perfect capable of asking the man too.”

“That’s true but it’s not the tradition.”

“What brings us back to the point that I’m not old-fashioned; even if it looks like that in the moment.”

“It does. With your tuxedo you look like a gentleman from fifty years ago. Like you were one of Frankie’s boys.”

“I’m sure if I had been alive at that time, Frank and me would have been friends.”

“And of course you were involved with the mob as a big fan of Vegas and it’s history. Maybe you would have written a part of Vegas history too.”

“I do it now by being a good CSI, catching bad people and make Vegas a safer place, where people can have fun.”

“That doesn’t fit to the mob.”

“I know, times have changed. What about you?”

“Me? What should be with me?” Sara wasn’t interested in the history of Las Vegas or the story behind the mob. She lived in the present, not in the past. Sure, the past had interesting stories, but she preferred to read about new things, that could change her life now or tomorrow.

“Tom.”

“Oh Tom. Nothing.” Greg had met Tom yesterday when they watched movies. Or the men watched one movie, then Greg had to get ready for work and Tom went home. He didn’t know if he could sleep the night or if he got called out to a new crime scene. So Sara was on her own with the last five movies. 

“He likes you.”

“He likes Jules and Nina too.”

“Unfortunately for him they are deeply in love and he has no chance while you are free and very available.”

“I am not very available. I’m single and I’m happy with that.”

“Your friends want you happy and in love and thinking of marriage and children and…”

“Stop it right there Greg or you’ll have to finish this dinner alone. Understood?”

“You’re bitchy again.”

“I’m a bitch; one of the bitches. As my friend you are allowed talk about my private life to a certain line, don’t cross that line. Agent Silverton seems to be a nice guy for a Fed, I invited him because I thought it could be fun and I wasn’t very nice to him before. That’s it. When the case is over and we don’t work with the FBI anymore, I won’t see him any longer.”

“He is Vegas based, you could see him.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s a nice and funny guy? I wouldn’t mind if he joins us every now and then on a night out. FBI or not, I’m sure he knows some good stories and it doesn’t hurt to know somebody who is with the FBI. We’ve Nina, if we know an agent too it might be helpful one day.”

“You want to use him?”

“No. He didn’t behave like an idiot yesterday and we had people joining us on nights out, that were less fun. All I say is I don’t mind if he wants to join us when we go out. I’m sure he has his own friends but there’s nothing wrong with being friendly to him.”

“Okay.” 

Greg sipped on his wine. “He didn’t say anything stupid while we watched the movie, that’s something that speaks for him.” Greg had watched movies about gay couple with friends, who had made fun of the movie or talked stupid things the whole time. Tom was quiet, watched and didn’t seem to be over-excited because two women were kissing. 

“Yes, we had that different.”

“Does he know about Nina and Jules?”

“He wants to be a profiler, if he doesn’t sense the tensions between them, he should think about another job. Even as an agent it should be obvious, they are in love.” Nina and Jules didn’t hold hands, kissed or called each other pet names when they were at work, but the way they looked at each other made it very clear, they were more than friends; at least Sara saw that very clear. 

“And our detective is on a happy vibe, she can’t get the smile out of her face and her eyes are shinning the whole time like of a child in front of the Christmas tree.”

“Yes.” Sara smiled. Everybody had noticed how happy Sofia was. 

“The only downside is, I don’t see my roomer that often anymore. The times, when we had breakfast together, are over. Now she has breakfast with Brian and dinner too. I think I’ve to ask for one day per week we see each other otherwise I’ll lose her out of sight one day.”

“You’re overplaying, Greg. Yes, she spends a lot of time with Brian, so do you with Janet. Brian can’t just leave his place for a few nights, he has a few animals around, he has to take care of. So it’s easier for them to meet there. But I’m sure if you ask her to have a day per week with you for breakfast and dinner, she’ll be more than happy to say yes. She feels guilty already for being away all the time. I tried to talk that out of her head.”

“I want her happy, I just miss her. As I miss our old times. I’m glad we’re all happy right now but sometimes I miss our old times, when we all singles and went out for some crazy nights.”

“It was a great time but times change, we have a new situation now and I think, we’re all happy with this situation too. And nothings stops us from going out, only the four of us, and have a crazy night again. You and Jules only have to remember to keep your pants on.”

“That sounds like we had sex all the time when we went out, that’s not true. We just had some more…intimately fun than you and Sofia. Or did you…?”

“No!” 

“But you were close to do it.”

“Yes.” She had told Greg some things about her and Sofia, not everything but he knew, there had been something between them and they hadn’t been too far from being a couple.

“How close?”

“Not your business, puppy.”

“Come on, you can tell the puppy. Why did you say no?”

“What makes you think I said no?”

“You’re too sensible.”

“And Sofia isn’t?”

“I think Sofia thought she was in love with you because she trusted you and wanted a relationship with somebody like you. At that moment she didn’t think, she wanted somebody and you were the perfect somebody.”

“She’s happy with Brian.”

“Yes but she would have been happy with you too. For a while. Until she found out, she loved you as a friend, the same you and Jules realized.”

“Are you a CSI or a psychologist?”

“I spend some time with profiler, I learnt.” His cell phone rang quietly. With an apologetic look at Sara he checked the text message. She saw right away that something had happened because the easy smile on his face was gone. 

“What is it?”

“I think we need to end the dinner.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got a text from Sofia, the Feds got a suspect. In custody.”

“The blue rose killer?”

“Maybe.”

“We can have dinner another night.”

“We’ll lose a lot of money.”

“Yeah, but we’ll get crazy when we sit here and eat while they have the killer. Or maybe have the killer.”

“Do you think we get a doggy bag?”

“When we tell them you’re a puppy and I’m a bitch, they’ll give us a doggy bag.”

“Sure?”

“Yes. You?”

“Absolutely.” They got up and walked to the waiter who was in charge for the wine. After an explanation that they were with the LVPD and got called in, the waiter agreed on the doggy bags. They couldn’t take their food with them right away because it wasn’t cooked but he promised, they would deliver it to LVPD. 

In Greg’s car they drove to LVPD and got directly to the elevator, that brought them up to the level of the FBI. They expected to see the rest of their shift, but it looked like they were the only ones. Only Sofia was there, drinking a coffee. 

“Where is the rest?” Sara asked.

“They’ve cases and can’t come. We need to keep them posted.”

“How comes you’re here?”

“I came back from a case when Nina called me. She knew the two of you were out for dinner and didn’t want to disturb you. I thought you’ll hate it more when we don’t tell you what is going on; even if you lost a great deal of money.”

“They’ll deliver our food to here, we didn’t lose too much money.”

“So who is the suspect?” Sara wasn’t interested in her food, she wanted details.

“His name is…”

“His?” She interrupted Sofia. 

“Yes, any problem with that?”

“Both, Jules and Nina, have said we’re dealing with a female killer.”

“Well, you know I think highly of them, but at the moment it looks like they were wrong. At least the suspect the FBI brought in, is a man.”

“Are Jules and Nina here?”

“Yes, they’re in the observation room.”

“Can we go there too?”

“I haven’t tried yet, wanted to wait for you guys.” 

“Let’s have a try.”

They walked to the observation room. If they had expected to come into an overfilled room, they were proofed wrong. Nina, Jules, Tom and only four more agents were in the room, watching a man through the mirror. 

“Detective Curtis and CSI Sidle and Sanders, what are you doing here?” Agent Copper appeared from a dark corner. 

“We thought we can have a look at the suspect.” Sofia answered. 

“This isn’t a LVPD investigation.”

“We didn’t say we want to ask him question, we only want to watch what your guys will talk with him.”

“You try to interfere and you’ll be in trouble. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” Agent Copper’s eyes fell on a man in a suit, who entered the interrogation room. “Finally.” He nodded to another agent and both left the room to appear again in the interrogation room.

“The suspect lawyered up?”

“Yes.” Tom’s eyes were on the interrogating room. Jules moved to Sara. 

“I didn’t want to interrupt your dinner.” She whispered. 

“You know I don’t sit there and eat when they’ve a suspect in custody.”

The eyes of the psychologist found Saras and Sara saw, Jules didn’t believe that the man behind the mirror was the killer. 

“Male.”

“Yes.”

They listened to the conversation on the other side of the mirror. The agents tried to get any information out of the man, but he let his lawyer talk who denied that his client had anything to do with a murder case. 

Sara hadn’t heard Sofia’s cell phone but when the blonde started to curse quietly, she got her attention to her friend. Was she called to another scene and didn’t want to leave? 

“Go, we call you if anything happens.”

“Something did happen.” She held her cell phone so that Sara could read the message. 419 with BR. A body with a blue rose. If the body wasn’t dead for a few hours, their suspect had a really good alibi. 

“I think I just ended my day off.” Sara looked at Greg. 

“I’ll stay here and keep you posted. Tell Grissom you’re on your way.”

“Of course. Detective?”

“You’ve two minutes to get your kit. Do you guys get Copper out of the room?”

“We go in there and he’ll shoot us. If you’ve a new body with a blue rose, we’ll let him know as soon as he gives us a sign, we’re allowed to go in. And if the call in is nothing more than a cop, who wants to have his famous fifteen minutes, you better let us know before we talk to him.”

Sofia made the decision not to answer that one. She had offered the FBI to join, she had shared her knowledge, if they didn’t trust the officers on scene, it wasn’t her fault. 

“Something feels wrong.” Jules stood next to Sara and Sofia at the bus stop. A man sat there like he was waiting for his bus. Hat deep in his face, hands in the pockets of his coat. Nothing indicated that he was dead. 

“Rigor sat.” David kneed next to the man. The blue plastic rose was put in a buttonhole. “I need to open his coat to get a liver temperature. Sara, can you help me out?”

“Sure.” Sara got next David and pushed the dead man carefully against the wall of the bus stop. David opened the coat a bit and got the thermometer in the liver. 

“He’s been dead a little bit over an hour.”

“The suspect, who’s with the FBI is in custody longer than that.” 

“I guess I call them.” Sofia took her cell phone.

“He isn’t the killer.” David said. 

Sara took some photos of the body, zoomed on the rose. 

“What do you mean with something is wrong, Jules?”

“Something feels wrong. The killer always left the victims in a building. This isn’t her style.”

“Copycat killer?”

“You tell me, you’re the CSI.”

“So far everything looks like the cases before – beside the fact you just named. I didn’t see any injuries. David?”

“No visible blood.”

“Can you describe this feeling, Jules?”

“No. Maybe it’s only because it’s an outside scene, but I doubt that. I need to figure that out for myself.”

“The FBI isn’t happy.” Sofia was back. 

“Ask the man there, I bet he isn’t happy either.” Sara saw the CSI guys of the FBI. It seemed like they hadn’t wait until Sofia confirmed that a blue rose was found. It was more likely that they left the department only a few minutes after them. That meant, Sara had to leave the scene, her job was over. 

“Looks like the boss talks to the wrong man.” One of the FBI CSI said. 

“No visible wounds, a blue plastic rose. So far everything points towards another victim of our serial killer.” Sara reported. 

“Liver temperature indicates, the vic is dead more than one hour.” David added. 

“Means, whoever sits in the department, sat there when this guy was killed.”

“Yes.” It was possible that the man in custody had poisoned this man, walked away and got picked up by the police. Sara had no idea where he got picked up and the poison needed a few moments to kill the victim. But it the killer had to put on the rose – unless he talked the man into wearing while he was alive. Something she doubted. Which man would wear an ugly blue plastic rose? 

“Not a house this time. Strange.” Tom joined Jules. “Doesn’t fit the other cases, does it?”

“No. This isn’t intimately enough for the killer. Too many people around.”

“Well, it’s a remote area.” The bus stop was out of Vegas, nobody was around, every now and then a car came along. And the CAT, the public bus transport of Las Vegas, once an hour. The bus driver of the Cat had called LVPD. When his customer didn’t get up, he stopped, got out of the bus to wake the man up. Only to find a dead man waiting for the bus. 

“Not the profile, Tom.”

“The one they had in, didn’t fit the profile either. Is he still in?”

“I left before a call from you guys came in, I wanted to see the scene while it was fresh. I guess Copper will let him walk. We checked all the females from our list, nobody fit the profile.”

“There are more names on the list.”

“I know. So what will we do here?”

“Watch the CSI looking for evidence. Getting an idea how, why and who killed the man. What does the scene tell you about the killer?”

“She left the victim here so that somebody can find him. The rose is in the buttonhole, no visible wounds. Poison again? But the killer takes more risks now. A bus stop isn’t a house.”

“I know what feels wrong.” Jules’ voice didn’t change, it didn’t get more excited because she discovered what felt wrong.

“What?”

“In all the cases, the rose was never attached to the victim. It was in front of it, next to it, but it has never contact with the victim. This time the rose is in the buttonhole, like the killer wanted to make sure, it would stuck to the victim. It’s not a windy day, the cars don’t make enough wind to let the rose fly away. And even if it does, it wouldn’t be more than a few yards. We would find it. The rose is wrong this time. Sara?”

“I think you’re right.” Sara closed her eyes and let the crime scenes, she had work run in front of her eyes. Yes, all roses had been next to the body, never on the body. 

“That doesn’t proof it’s a different killer, but it’s another indication, that we’re dealing with a copy cat killer.” 

“We never mentioned the rose.” Sara said carefully and looked at Tom. 

“Neither did we, I’m sure you know all the reports, we gave the press.”

“Somebody who knows of the rose killed this man it’s not our blue rose killer.” Which left only one conclusion: somebody from the FBI or the LVPD had killed this man. What also meant, the man, the FBI had in custody at the moment, could be the killer. 

“Somebody of our team, I don’t get it.” Sofia shook her head. Wasn’t it bad enough that the blue rose killer was still somewhere out there? Now they had to deal with the knowledge that one of their colleagues had killed the man who was found in the bus stop. It had the FBI taken two days to find the killer. A highway patrol cop who wanted the husband of his lover out of his way. And because everybody was talking about the blue rose killer he had used this for his own murder. 

“Cops are humans too.” Jules put her arm around Sofia. 

“Yes, but they’re suppose to be honest humans, humans, that make sure nobody get killed. And not killer.”

“Don’t blame the rest of your guys for one bad one.”

“I don’t, I’m just disappointed. That’s not what police work is for. To use the knowledge of crimes and try to cover up your own bad act. Have you seen the face of Copper when he told us, the killer of the last victim is a highway patrol man? He could have also said, LVPD is out because he can’t trust them.”

“It’s highway patrol not LVPD. But I understand what you mean.”

“I want to strangle this man. Killing an innocent man only because he wants the wife. If this woman loves him, she leaves her husband. If she doesn’t love him, he won’t make her love him by killing the husband. I wonder why people can’t use their heads. There’s a reason why we have a brain, we’re allowed to use it.”

“He used his other brain, that’s not located in his head.” Sara sat on the other side of Sofia and pulled the blonde and Jules in her arms. “Stop making yourself feel bad.”

“I try.”

“Where’s Brian? Can’t he get your mind occupied with something else? Something nice?” 

“He’s in San Diego for two days, a seminar. Until tomorrow night.”

“That means you’ve to stay with us. We have to occupied your mind. Well, let’s see, what can we do?” Sara asked.

“The same Brian would do?” Jules grinned.

“No! Don’t go there, Jules. Think of Nina.”

“Right. Sorry.” Jules laughed and a smiled appeared on Sofia’s face. “See, I got her smile. It was worth it.”

“All these months and you still don’t understand that I don’t love you, Jules.”

“Who said something about love? I was talking about sex.”

“Belongs together for me, remember?”

“Right. Sorry. Again. Monopoly?”

“Huh?”

“Shall we play Monopoly to occupy your mind?”

“Monopoly? Why Monopoly?”

“Got a better game?”

“Yes. Taboo. It’s very good for a laugh.”

“We need a fourth person for that game. Greg is with Janet, where is Nina?”

“She and a colleague are out for a show on the Strip.”

“I’ve an idea, I call Kieran, I’m sure he’s up for some fun if he’s not working.”

“Your male nurse, yeah he was fun. Call him, I look for the game and order some pizza. We need to work later and I’m sure it will be better with some pizza in our stomachs.”

“I can sleep later, no pizza for me. I’ll fix myself a fruit salad and some non alcoholic cocktails for all of us.” Jules got up. “We play here or at your place, Sofia?”

“My place, we’re here all the time. Let’s give Sara’s apartment a break.” 

“And I don’t have to clean up the mess you leave. Perfect.” Sara grinned. 

“We don’t make a mess.” Jules slapped Sara’s head softly and walked into the kitchen. All she need for her fruit salad and the cocktails were here. She decided to make three different kinds of cocktails, mixed them and filled them in three carafes. Ice was next door, they could use it there. With the drinks and her fruit salad on a tray she walked over to Greg’s and Sofia’s apartment. Sara had the game in her hands. 

“Kieran will be here in fifteen minutes. Same time as the pizza.”

“Then he can carry them up. Perfect. Where’s Sofia?”

“In her room, her cell phone rang.”

“Brian misses his lover?”

“It was her work cell.”

“She can’t start early, she has an important appointment.”

“I don’t start early.” Sofia came in the living room. 

“Bad news?” Sara didn’t like the look on Sofia’s face. Something had happened. 

“Kind of. The blue rose killer disappeared again.”

“They found another note?”

“Another note and another body. A school teacher. According to Nina, who is at the scene, it looks like it wasn’t a copy cat killer this time. The rose was next to the body and so was the note. It says, only goodbye. No indication if it’s for good or only for a while.”

“Maybe the FBI breathed down her neck and she thought, it’s too dangerous to stay. Will they continue to investigate?”

“Nina couldn’t say more, she only wanted to give us the heads up. Everything else is up to her boss.”

“She’ll be back.” Jules said. “She hasn’t finished her job. I’m sure if the teacher was her last planed victim, she had left a different kind of note. This is only temporally. Maybe a few weeks, maybe a few months but she’ll be back. So far we haven’t given her a reason to stop. She got away with everything she did. If the FBI is too close to comfort, she’ll put some distance between them and come back when we don’t expect it.”

“So we’ll be up for another round. She’s two – nil ahead, I hope the next time we’ll score.” Sofia sighed. They had a serious problem. No matter if LVPD wasn’t the ones who were investigating the cases, the killer was a loose canon and it was their responsibility to provide a safe city for everybody. 

Baby

Sara was almost done with her work. She bagged evidence in a few dozen bags, lifted prints, took photos and cut out a piece of the carpet to send it to traces. She was working a robbery, a couple was robbed in their own house and left behind seriously injured. The burglar or the burglars had emptied the safe and taken a few other things. So far the victims weren’t able to talk to the police, so Sara had to guess what was missing. She saw no TV, no DVD player and no stereo, so she assumed it was taken, same with a computer or notebook. At two places on the wall in the living room was the wall slightly brighter, the size suggested there were paintings and she hadn’t found any cash or jewelry in the house. 

“Where’s the detective?” Since she has been here, Sara hadn’t seen any detective around. Only the patrol officers who secured the scene. 

“The detective left the scene, went home sick.”

“Sick?”

“Yeah, the little souvenir in the front garden is from her. Probably wrong dinner.”

“Who was it?”

“Curtis.”

Sara furrowed her brows. She knew Sofia had dinner with Brian and as far as she knew, they didn’t went out for dinner. 

“Who replaced her?”

“Stuarts, he’s talking to the neighbors.”

“I’m done here for now, go back to the lab and go on to see the victims in hospital.”

“Okay. Have fun.”

“Ditto.”

Sara drove back to the lab, got her evidence to traces, DNA and left the rest for herself and took off to Desert Palms. The doctor told her, the couple was still in surgery, their life wasn’t in danger but before the late afternoon, they weren’t expected to be able to talk to anybody. The husband got hit on the head very badly, it wasn’t sure if he could remember anything, the wife lost a lot of blood when she was stabbed. 

Sara collected the clothes and asked that they’d call her when she could collect evidence from under nails and the rest of the body. 

She was back at the lab and had started to work on her evidence when Grissom came into the room.

“You’re working the burglar case, right?” He asked.

“Right.”

“Tell me about it.”

“A couple gets assaulted in their house, he got hit on the head, she was stabbed, the burglar or the burglars emptied the safe, took jewelry, money, at least two paintings and other things we don’t know of yet. The couple is in surgery, I can’t talk to them before tonight.”

“How did the burglar came in the house?”

“Through an open window in the bathroom on the lower ground. Why?”

“We got another case that sounds like yours. Do you think your burglar could be a busy burglar?”

“The first house worked out good, why not try it again? Maybe he or they thought, it’s their lucky night. Where’s the second case?”

“Only four blocks away from your scene.”

“Witnesses? Victims?”

“An elderly man who lives in the house, wasn’t home. He visits his son in San Diego. Neighbors noticed some lights. First they didn’t think anything of that, then they realized, their neighbor shouldn’t be home and called it in. By the time the police arrived, the burglar was gone.”

“Shall I go there?”

“No, I’ll take that one. I just wanted to let you know so we can have a look if our cases are connected.”

“I’ve some prints running through AIFIS. As soon as possible I’ll get the prints of the victims to rule them out.”

“Okay, keep me posted.”

“I will. Call me if you want some help.” She turned and got her attention back to a knife. It was covered in blood and seemed to be the weapon used on the wife. She had sent an example to DNA, there were no fingerprints on the knife, but she hadn’t found many different prints. Whoever went into that house wore gloves, she was sure about that. 

It was late morning when she went home. Greg was still out, he had a homicide together with Nick that meant, they were busy for a while. She had seen Jules in the department, her friend was working a case with day shift. 

She took a  decaf coffee and a bagel and walked over to Sofia’s and Greg’s apartment. The blonde wasn’t home. If she went straight to Brian? Or was she serious sick and went to a doctor? Sara checked her cell, no message. She dialed Sofia’s number and got straight to the mailbox. 

“Hey, I heard you went home sick. Are you all right?”

She went back to her own apartment. It was time to go to bed, but she needed another fifteen minutes to relax. There were no important emails, she checked the news, read a newsletter of a science magazine and was ready to go to bed after a shower. 

She was almost asleep when she noticed that somebody got under her blanket. 

“You took the wrong turn, this isn’t the right bed for you.” She thought the times when people ended up in her bed, were over. Obviously she was wrong. 

“No, I’m exactly where I want to be.” Sofia said.

“Are you all right? You went home sick.” Sara opened her eyes. She couldn’t see much of the detective in the darkness of the room. 

“Stomach problems.”

“I heard that. Was something wrong with your dinner?”

“No, the dinner was perfect. Brian is a good cook.”

“Did you go to the doctor?”

“Yes.”

“Nothing serious?”

“Depends.”

“On what?” Sara wasn’t that tired anymore. Something was wrong with Sofia. “It will go away, won’t it?”

“I’m afraid it won’t. Not that fast at least.”

“Sofia!” Sara sat up but got pulled down by Sofia. The blonde pulled her in her arms. 

“Don’t. Please.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“If I tell you, you’ll laugh or think I’m absolutely stupid.”

“Even during the time I wasn’t that fond of you,I never thought you’re stupid.”

“Maybe things have changed.”

“They have. I’m very fond of you now. So tell me, what is wrong with you?”

“I…oh god, that’s so…damn it.”

“What is it, Sofia?” Sara noticed that her friend’s skin felt cold. 

“I’m…” Sofia stopped and swallowed. Again and again. How could she say this without sounding ridiculous? Stupid. 

Sara wanted to ask again, wanted to make Sofia talk. But she felt, she had to give her friend the time she needed to tell her what was wrong. There was a feeling in Sara’s stomach, pins and needles, that make her nervous. It was serious. Kind of. 

“I’m pregnant.”

Sara was speechless. Did Sofia really say what she understood? Could it be the blond said something else? Not pregnant. Maybe she said…stagnant. Something must be wrong with Sara’s ears, she was sure Sofia said something very different. 

The wetness she felt on her shirt brought her back to reality. Sofia was crying, so whatever she said it wasn’t good. Did she really say pregnant? 

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“How…I mean…what does Brian say about this?”

“He doesn’t know.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m afraid of how he’ll react.”

“Okay, this is a very stupid question I’ll ask you now and I only ask this question because I’m sure there’s a rule you have to ask this question in this situation, even if it’s stupid…he is the father, right?”

“Of course!” 

“I knew it. Thanks. Uhm…okay. Why do you think he won’t react in a good way?”

“We’re less than six months together.”

“Okay, it’s fast but…”

“We never had unprotected sex. What if he believes I cheated on him? What if he wants me to get rid off the baby? What if he freaks out?”

“There are million of people on this planet whose parents used protection but the mother became pregnant. Nothing works one hundred percent, Brian isn’t stupid, he knows that too. And if he reacts like an idiot, you and all we others were wrong about him. I doubt we were all that wrong. Do you want the baby?”

“Of course! I’d never have an abortion.”

“I’m to ninety-nine point ninety-nine percent sure Brian will be happy about the baby. For the very unlikely event that he is an asshole, you know you have friends. There are two doctors, two CSIs and a secretary, who will all – just like your parents will – be there for you.”

“Do you think I can handle it alone?”

“You’ll never be alone, Sofia. Did you listen? We’ll be there for you and Brian will be there too.”

“I’m scared.”

“It’s a new situation, you’ll be responsible not only for your own life. There’ll be a little human who depends on you. But you are not alone, you’ll make it.”

“Okay…Sara?”

“Yes?”

“I’m pregnant. Isn’t that crazy?”

Crazy? That was an understatement. Sofia, the one who didn’t have sex, or didn’t have sex for ages, was pregnant after a few months in a relationship. 

“Kind of. How far are you?”

“Ninth week.”

“And you found out today?”

“Yes. I was so busy I ignored all symptoms, thought, it’s because of the stress. After all, we never had unprotected sex, so it was impossible that I’m pregnant. When I felt sick for the second night in a row and couldn’t remember that I ate anything bad, I went to my doctor who sent me to the gynecology. Since two hours I know I’m pregnant.”

“You should tell Brian.”

“Not now. I’ll do it tonight. He has to work and I…I think I need some sleep. I’ve to be careful now, there’s somebody with me and I’m responsible for him or her.”

“That’s true.”

“Can I stay here or do you want your bed free of pregnant women?”

“As far as I can remember I never had a pregnant woman in my bed. Let’s see how you’re in bed when you’re pregnant, Sofia.” Sara kissed Sofia’s hair and made sure the blonde was completely under the blanket.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Sleep and after that, you can tell Brian that his beautiful girlfriend will give him a wonderful baby.” Sara smiled a bit. Sofia was pregnant. There would be three bitches and two puppies soon. A baby puppy. 

“Tell me it’s not what it looks like.”

“Huh?” Sara blinked a few times. There was light in her room. And a person. Probably the one who belonged to the voice that woke her up. Who the hell? She rose her head. Brian. What was he doing in her room? Why did everybody just walk into her apartment like it was open for everybody? And whose arm was around her? Sofia. Sofia? Oh yes, the blonde was pregnant and needed a friend to tell and stayed. And all these things, Brian didn’t know about, that was why it looked for him like you could mistake them for something else. 

“I think I’ll let the two of you alone.” Sara crawled out of her bed. Luckily she was wearing her sleep shirt and boxers. “She has a good explanation, Brian. Believe me.” 

Brian said nothing, his eyes were on Sofia, whose eyes were huge and filled with panic. She didn’t want Sara to leave. She wanted her friend around. What if Brian was mad? What if he didn’t believe her? Or if he got even more crazy after she told him the truth? 

“Can you sit, please?” She felt better when he didn’t stand over her like a judge. 

Reluctant Brian sat on the edge of the bed. 

“So, tell me why you are in Sara’s bed, in her arms and not in your own bed.”

“Because I needed a friend.”

“And you can’t just talk to a friend like all other people do?”

A good question. She could understand why he asked it. She would do the same if she were in his shoes. “No.”

“No?”

“No.” Sofia sighed. “I…okay, I try to explain. When I went the first time to see Jules in her office we were already friends. I wasn’t able to talk to her face to face. I lay on the couch, told her about my past, what had happened to me, started to cry and I asked her at one point to hold me. She lay behind me so that I didn’t face her, had the possibility to look wherever I wanted to look but felt her, knew she was there. I still can’t talk to her face to face about problems. It’s very difficult. 

When I came in here this morning to talk to Sara, she was already in bed. I lay next to her and she knew immediately that something was wrong. We talked, I asked her if it’s all right if I stay, she agreed. I really needed a friend today.”

“Why didn’t you come to me?”

“You were at work.”

“Sofia, you can come to me whenever you have a problem, I thought you knew that.” His voice got softer when he took her hand. 

“I…need to tell you something, Brian.”

“Your problem?”

“Yes. No. I’m not sure if it’s a problem. That depends on how you see it. I hope, you don’t see it as a problem.”

“Try me.” His finger stroke softly over her hand. “Do you want to talk to me like this or shall I take you in my arms, give you some freedom?”

She smiled. “Let’s try it this way, okay? I’ve to learn to face people when I tell them things that scare me.”

“Okay.”

“I…I went home early last night.”

“Are you ill, felt sick?”

“I did. Like the night before. I thought I ate something bad but we had nothing, that could make me feel sick. I went to see my doctor this morning, he send me to another doctor and…” She stopped. Was it a good idea to tell him that she pregnant? Maybe a lie was better. Maybe she needed some more to get used to these news. 

“And what? Sofia, are you ill?”

“No.” She felt sorry for the fear she could hear in his voice. She had to tell him. “I…promise you won’t yell at me.”

“I never yell at you.”

“And you don’t be mad and get angry and…”

“Sofia, please. What is it?”

“I’m pregnant.” Wow, that was fast. But the words just spilled out of her mouth, she had no control, no chance to stop them. It was like they just popped out automatically. 

She looked into his face. Were there any traces of anger? Was he holding back the urge to yell at her? Would he start to accuse her of cheating? Was this the end of their relationship? Would she have a baby without a father?

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.” His voice was calm, she didn’t hear any anger. Some disbelieve, surprise. 

“I know that there’s always a little risk that the woman gets pregnant, no contraception works without mistakes…how far are you?”

“Ninth week.” Did he try to find out of he was the father? If they had slept together at that time? 

“And you know it since today?”

“Yes. I guess I blamed all signs on the stress I had. After all we always practiced safe sex, I couldn’t be pregnant. At least that was what I thought.”

“And you thought I’m mad because you’re pregnant?”

“You could think I’ve cheated on you and the baby is from somebody else because it can’t be yours. Shouldn’t be yours because of the contraception. I was confused. The pregnancy took me by surprise, I needed somebody to talk to. And I couldn’t talk to you before I was stable again. So I talked to Sara. She told me, you’ll be fine, you won’t be mad. And if you will, there are a bunch of people, who’ll be there for the baby and me.”

“You really thought I’m mad?”

“I wasn’t able to think like I use to.”

“Sounds like.”

“So…what do you say?” She bit on her lips and looked into his eyes to find an answer there before he said anything. How did he take the news? Did he believe her? Was he angry? Was he happy?

“I can’t understand why you thought I’d be mad. But I blame it on the hormones, women do that all the time when they’re pregnant.” He smiled a bit. “It’s fast, I never expected us to have a child within the next two, three years. But you are pregnant and I think, it’s something beautiful.”

“You are not mad?”

“You still don’t use your head like you used to, do you?” He took her in his arms and kissed her softly. “I’m happy. Surprised but happy.”

“Thanks.” Again tears. The second time today. No, the third. She cried the whole way from her doctor back home. The hormones again? Would this go on for the next months? In this condition she couldn’t work. She couldn’t arrest a killer and cry the whole time. She needed to get her hormones under control. Soon. 

But right now she was too happy. Brian was happy. He wanted the baby. They would be a family. 

“You look like you talked. That’s good.” Sara smiled when Sofia and Brian came out of her bedroom hand in hand.

“We did.” Sofia smiled. 

“I made some coffee for the new dad and some orange juice for the mom. No more coffee for you, that’s not good for our baby.”

“Our baby? I thought it’s Brian and my child. What part did you do of me getting pregnant?”

“I introduced you to Jules who brought you in contact with Brian and that’s why you’re pregnant. Beside, I was the one who had to talk you into talking to the father of your child. You are pregnant that means, we’ll have another puppy; a baby puppy.”

“In that case I’m the perfect doctor for our child.” Brian grinned. 

“I think I don’t want a vet around when I’m due. I mean, you’re more than welcome to stay with me, Brian but I want the rest of the doctors too. Human doctors.Human doctors. ”

“I’m sure Jules and Nina will be there too.”

“I wasn’t talking about doctors for my head, I thought more of doctors, who help women every day to deliver babies. And I want to be in a hospital for humans…and I want a coffee!”

“No way and if you drink a coffee, it will be decaf. Or do you want a baby that’s on a caffeine rush and cries the first weeks and doesn’t sleep?”

“Great. I feel sick, I’ll get fat, I have to stop working, have to have the pain when the baby wants out and I’m not allowed to drink coffee. Life isn’t fair.”

“Not when you’re pregnant, no.” Sara put a wholegrain bagel on Sofia’s plate. “Be glad you told me you’re pregnant. I give you orange juice. Somebody else would put some disgusting teas in front of you.”

“Yuck.” Sofia made a grimace. Right, Jules was likely to replace coffee with one of her disgusting teas. “We won’t tell her, deal?”

“That won’t work for a long time.”

“Promise you protect me from the tea.”

“As long as you’re here with me there’ll be fresh orange juice or anything else you can drink but no tea.”

“Thanks.” Sofia turned to Brian. “Will you make me stop working?”

“Only if I want trouble with you.” He smiled but there was some concern in his eyes. He didn’t like the idea his girlfriend and the baby were out on the streets every night, their life in danger, but he was wise enough not to force Sofia into something else. 

“I know you worry, you always do. I can wear a bullet proofed vest all the time. And by the end of my pregnancy I won’t be able to work in the fields anymore. I’ll talk to Brass that I’ll get a desk in four months and go back out after the birth.”

“Thanks Honey.” Brian kissed Sofia. This sounded much better than a pregnant detective chasing killer without protection. 

“Can you make sure you don’t wander off alone, Sara?”

“I think I can manage to look after me, yes.”

“Good.”

“Sofia, you’re the one we worry about.”

“And I worry about you. So does the baby. It feels when mommy worries, so you are responsible for it’s well-being too.”

“She knows that she’s pregnant for less than twelve hours and tries to use it to blackmail people. This will be fun the next months.” Sara rolled her eyes. It seems like Sofia was over the first shock and found already a way to use her pregnancy. 

“Two prints from your crime scene match the prints from my crime scene.” Grissom had called Sara into his office. 

“So the burglar were busy and didn’t wear gloves.”

“Yes. Could you talk to the victims?”

“They were on the couch, watching a movie. The couch faces away from the door to the hallway. It seems like the perpetrators caught them not only by surprise but also from behind. The woman reminded that her husband dropped forward at one point, fell off the couch and before she could react or do anything, she got stabbed. They weren’t able to tell me how many people were in their house or what they looked like. I collected their clothes, got some traces and will work with that tonight.”

“Leave that to me, I want you on another case.”

“Okay.” Sara was surprised. Usually she was the one who finished the cases up for him. That they changed roles this time was fine with her. 

“Do you have a new case for me?”

“The next one that will come in is yours.”

“Okay, I finish up my report and leave the rest to you.” She smiled and left the office. There wasn’t much she had to write in her report, she could keep it short. They had talked about the case, the statement of the victims hadn’t been very helpful so far there was no message from traces, that something special was found. And until the victims wasn’t able to leave the hospital, they couldn’t give them a complete list of things that got stolen. 

She didn’t have to wait long for her new case. Soon her cell phone rang and Grissom sent her to a crime scene in Henderson. She was delighted to find Sofia there too. And as the blonde had promised today, she wore a bullet proofed vest. Under her clothes, visible for everybody who knew her, even if she tried to hide it with her jacket. 

“It’s nice to see you. And nice to see you keep promises.” Sara smirked and looked at Sofia’s upper body, that wasn’t that slim anymore with the vest. The best way for Sofia to get used to her pregnancy. In a few weeks her cloths wouldn’t fit anyway.

“You hope you do too.” Sofia kept a straight face. Sara knew she didn’t want her colleagues to know about the pregnancy. Not now. She needed some time, needed to tell her family first. And the rest of her friends. 

“What’s wrong?” The serious look in Sofia’s face wasn’t about her, it was about something else. 

“I called Brass.”

“Don’t you feel good?”

“I’m all right, thanks. But Brass needs to call agent Copper.”

“Agent Copper? Why…? No!”

“Have a look for yourself.” Sofia accompanied Sara in the two story building. It was a new building, Sara could smell the fresh paint and there were no scratches on the wooden floor. The garden wasn’t built, it looked like whoever lived in this house had built it new and just moved in. 

A young woman was face down on the kitchen floor. There was some blood under her head, suggesting a head wound. Something they didn’t have with all the victims before. Under other circumstances Sara had taken that as an indication that they weren’t dealing with their serial killer. But the blue plastic rose next to the victim told her different. Next to the victim, only a food away, not touching the victim, like it had been in the copy killer case. 

“I’m afraid you’re right.” Sara took several photos. 

“The blood irritated me first.”

“Same here.” Sara bent down. “I guess she dropped and hit her head. The other victims died sitting or laying, this one was walking around when the poison ended her life.” Sara took a look around. “I think, she was about to call for help.” With her chin she pointed to a phone on the wall only three yards away. 

“She felt strange, wanted to call 911 to get an ambulance and never made it to the phone.” Sofia fulfilled Sara’s sentence. “Possible.”

“Who found her?”

“The gardener.”

“The gardener?” It was almost midnight, since when did gardener work at this time?

“Yes. She asked for a garden pond. Not any kind of garden pond, she wanted the light of the full moon reflected in it and the reflection was suppose to be visible from her bedroom. The gardener had to wait until full moon to find the right spot, that’s why they had this late appointment.”

“And the bedroom is where?” Somehow Sara wasn’t surprised by the crazy ideas people in this town had. They had a little Eiffel Tower, they had Lady Liberty, why not a garden pond that got the full moon light in it so that you could see it from your bed. Sounded romantic.

“Upstairs.”

“Brass having Copper on the phone means, I won’t work this scene.”

“No, we both won’t.”

“I’ll take some photos and have a look around. Scene is secured?”

“Yes.” Now a little smile appeared on Sofia’s face. “Nice to see you keep your promises too. I’ll wait here for David and the Feds.”

“Okay. I’ll call Nina.” Sara got her cell out. It wasn’t her job to call the profiler, agent Copper had to call her, she was his profiler. But Nina was Sara’s friend and Sara preferred to see her more as a friend than a FBI agent.

“I’m already awake.” It seemed like Sara wasn’t fast enough. 

“Copper called you.”

“Yes.”

“Sorry, I just arrived.”

“Tell me what you saw.”

“You’ll see for yourself, I can hear you’re in a car.”

“Yes I am. I’d like to hear it from you.”

“This case is different than the others. There’s blood. It appears like the vic, a young woman, tried to reach the telephone but didn’t make. She fell on the floor, hit her head and started to bleed a bit. The amount of blood suggested that she didn’t live long after she hit the ground. The house is new, I don’t think she lived here longer than a few days. You can smell the fresh paint, there are no scratches on the floor. The gardener who had a late night appointment for a crazy garden pond order, found her. I’ll have a look around and leave the scene to you guys.”

“I’ll be there soon.”

“With Jules?”

“No.” 

So her friend hadn’t been ask to join the FBI this time. Well, it was early, maybe they wanted to ask Jules tomorrow.

“Okay, I’ll see you soon.”

“Yes, soon.”

Sara closed her phone. If Nina was on her way to the crime scene, the other agents were too. That meant for Sara to hurry with her photos. She had several of the victim and the kitchen, took three of each room and walked outside. She saw a man in a green overall next to a patrol officer. The gardener had to wait for the FBI. Until they were here, she could ask him a question or two. 

“Hey, I’m Sara Sidle with the crime lab. You found the body?”

“Yes.” He seemed to be calm for somebody who found a dead woman.

“How did you find her?”

“We had an appointment. When she didn’t open the door after I rang the bell a couple of times, I walked around the house, had a look through windows because I thought, she might have fallen asleep. I saw her on the ground through the kitchen glass door and called 911.”

“Did you touch anything?”

“The windows. The front door. The bell. I left some prints in the garden too. The boots are already bagged by the detective.”

Sofia had remembered her time as a CSI and collected some evidence. Once a CSI always a CSI. 

“You don’t look very concerned or excited about the body.”

“I’m a gardener. Do you have any idea how many bodies or bodies parts you find when you dig in gardens in Vegas? Two decades ago this was desert, a place where you took your last walk in the desert with the mob behind you. Sometimes I wonder if I work as a gardener or a freaking cemetery custodian.”

He had a point there. After you saw a few bodies, found a few times body parts, you knew the routine, you weren’t excited anymore. Sara wasn’t sure if it was a good or a bad thing. 

“Thanks.” She wanted to make it around the house but the ground didn’t allow her to walk her around without leaving marks. She wasn’t supposed to leave marks, she wasn’t supposed to change the crime scene. Instead of looking for some evidence, she called Grissom.

“I heard it already.”

“You like to send me to these scenes, don’t you?”

“Your connection to the FBI is better than mine.”

“Only when it comes to Nina who is on her way by the way.”

“Thought so.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Wait for the Feds, come back. I’m sure you’ve got something for us.”

“Photos and a statement.”

“Prints?”

“No, but I can…no, I can’t. The Feds are there. I’ll be back soon.” She ended the call and looked at the three black cars that had just arrived. She couldn’t see agent Copper, who had led the investigations the last times. 

“How comes you are always at my crime scenes, Sidle?”

“Because the scenes need one person who knows what she’s doing and what to look for, agent Silverton.” Sara smiled.

“That would be me.”

“Of course. Where’s agent Copper?”

“He won’t join us this time.”

“Too successful, huh?”

“I pretend I didn’t hear that. What do we have here?”

Sara repeated what she had told Grissom. She preferred to work with Tom than with agent Copper. Tom wasn’t looking down on her. He wasn’t a trainee as a profiler anymore, after the last case they had together, it was clear, he preferred to be an agent. 

“You looked around?”

“No. I can’t walk around the house without leaving traces. That’s the job of your CSI.”

“I’m sure you don’t destroy any evidence.” His voice was low now. 

“Thanks but as a CSI I know how annoying it is when people walk through your crime scene. I didn’t take any prints, only talked to the gardener. His prints are on the windows, so he said. Sofia is inside with the body.”

“I’ll join her.”

“Do you want me to stick around or can I go?”

“I’m not the boss here, the new boss will be here soon. If you want to stick around, I don’t mind. You know what to do and what not to do.”

“I do.” She waited until he was in the house like the rest of his team. There was no reason to stay, she couldn’t do anything. No need to waste her work time with doing nothing when there were cases she could work on. With one last look at the house she walked to her car and took off.

“The blue rose killer is back?” Greg came to Sara, who had just put all her evidence of the new case away. 

“I’m afraid yes.” She gave him a short report of what she had seen. 

“Did the killer leave a note?”

“No. She didn’t do that the last time either.”

“Last time she was longer away. Do you think she left because the FBI was too close?”

“I don’t know, it could be. But maybe she just had to some-thing somewhere else to do. Jules said our killer works, is highly intelligent. If she has to travel a lot in her job, she is away from Vegas every now and then.”

“But by telling us that she’ll go away she gives us something to work on. We can look who travels away around the time she left, compare names and…okay, there’ll be so many names and if she travels by car she doesn’t leave any traces.” He sat down and sighed. It was frustrating. 

“The FBI is here?”

“Yes.”

“Is agent Copper still arrogant?”

“He isn’t working the case anymore.”

“Not? How comes?”

“I don’t know. Tom was there and said, there’s somebody else in charge. I didn’t stay around to see who it is. It doesn’t matter for us.”

“No, we’re out. You know for being the Feds, for taking away our case because we weren’t good enough, they don’t have a lot found out.”

“You think you can do it better, Greg?”

They turned around and found Tom listening. 

“You’ve got nothing, I can’t be worse.”

“You mean we haven’t told you what we’ve got.”

“If you had anything, that brings you to the killer, you would have somebody in custody. There is nobody, the last people you guys talked to were sent home after an hour or so. You sucked.”

“Want to tell that my boss?”

“Why should I? It wouldn’t change a thing.”

“What do you want here, Tom?” Sara asked, changing the topic. 

“I was looking for you.”

“Why?”

“My boss wants to talk to you because you were at the crime scene.”

“Okay. Now?”

“Yes.”

“The Feds always want everything immediately because they are important.” Greg snorted. 

“I’ll ignore that. Sara?”

“I come.” Sara petted Greg’s shoulder. They had the order to cooperate and when the FBI wanted to see her she would go and see them. 

“Don’t tell me you’ve got trouble.” Jules dropped her pen when Sofia walked into her office. There hadn’t been a reason for Misses Miller to see her for the last months, when Sofia was back now Jules was afraid it meant, there was a problem with Brian. Something that couldn’t be.

“Okay, then I don’t tell you.”

“Not funny!” Jules got up, closed the door behind Sofia and pushed her towards the couch. She got the can of coke out of her fridge that was still in there and made herself a tea. With the steaming cup she sat in front of Sofia. 

“Tell me what’s wrong.”

“Why do you think something is wrong?”

“Because if you come here, you don’t want somebody else to hear what you’ve to tell me. Usually that means, you’ve some problems. Is it something with Brian? Had he been not nice to you?”

“Brian is always nice to me, he’s lovely.”

“Good. No fight?”

“No!”

“Good. So, what brings you here? Why not give me a call and I come to your place?”

“I missed your couch.” Sofia grinned and lay on the couch, closed her eyes. She was tired. Could it be that the pregnancy made her already more tired and that she needed more sleep?

“You’re obsessed with my couch.”

“Kind of. Do you work the blue rose killer case again?”

“So far nobody has asked me.”

“Not even Nina?”

“Nina is the last person who would ask me. We separate work and private life as far as it’s possible.”

“I’ve no idea how you guys do that.”

“It’s pretty easy. Find something to talk about, like friends and plans.”

“Do you talk about your friends like ordinary people?”

“I didn’t know Nina and me are not ordinary people.” Jules chuckled. She knew what Sofia meant but it sounded too weird when the detective used these words. 

“You’re both…working too much in the heads of people. Can you talk about us without analyze us?”

“It might surprise you but yes, we can do that.”

“Good to know.” Sofia took Jules’ hand and played with the fingers. Something to occupy her mind, to help her finding a way to start the conversation. Like Jules had said, there was a reason why Sofia was here. 

“But after you’re in my office I can go into your head. Tell me why you’re really here, Sofia. It’s not the couch, what is the real reason?”

Did she read her thoughts? “You’re not very patient for a therapist.”

“So I’m a bad therapist, fair enough. And you haven’t touched your coke. I kept it for you. Everybody else has to drink the tea.”

“Thanks, but no thanks. Can I have a little bit of your tea?”

“Are you ill?” Jules furrowed her brows. Sofia thought her teas were disgusting, what made her ask for some tea?

“I wouldn’t call it ill.”

“Sofia!” Jules’s voice was slightly annoyed, what made Sofia smile. Seems like the therapist lost her patience when it got personal, when she worried about a friend. 

“I’ll move out of Greg’s apartment.”

“What? Why? Did you fight with Greg?” Jules couldn’t imagine a fight between Greg and Sofia. As she couldn’t image that Greg asked Sofia to move out to have some more time alone with Janet. It made no sense. 

“No, of course not.”

“Why do you want to move out? Did Brian ask you to move into with him?”

“No, he didn’t.” They hadn’t talked about this. She knew he wanted her to be with him, especially now that she was pregnant. 

“But?”

“But I think it’s better when I move in with Brian.”

“Why’s that? And don’t give a bloody short sentence, bitch. Answer my question in a way that won’t leave questions to me.”

“A behave like that doesn’t give you points for being a good therapist…okay…don’t slap me! There’s a good reason why I want to move in with Brian and it has nothing to do with Greg or anybody else there. It just that I want my family to be together.”

“Your family?”

“Yes. I’m pregnant.”

“What?” Jules’ eyes got wide open. 

“It wasn’t planed, it was an accident but I think, it was the best accident, that ever happened to me. I’m in the ninth week and all the bad things about pregnancy, like sickness and feeling weird, have hit me. That’s how I found out. I’ll be a mommy in a few months. And I want my baby to be with his or her dad. Besides when I’m working nights, there has to be somebody to take care of the baby. Or do you want to be my babysitter for free every night?”

“You’re pregnant?! Wow. I’m…Congratulation!” Jules hugged Sofia. “Not the best way to tell me but I’m happy anyway.”

“Sorry, I wanted to see if you get it without help.”

“I didn’t. How did Brian react?”

“Better than I thought. I was very afraid he’d think I cheated on him because we used protection all the time. I needed some support from Sara, which made it even worsen because I fell asleep in her bed and Brian found me there. I think he was a little bit jealous.”

“Well, does he know…?” Not there was a reason to be jealous but if he knew that Sofia had wanted more than friendship from Sara not too long ago, he could be jealous and Jules could understand him. 

“Partly.” She had told him, she and Sara were close, but that they have never been involved. So far it was no lie. Maybe she would tell him everything later, at the moment he knew all he had to know. 

“Then you know why he was jealous.”

“Yes. But after I told him why I was there he was happy too. I’ll have a family, Jules. And it’s your fault!”

“My?”

“Yes because of you I met Brian. Thanks Misses Therapist, you did a great job.” Sofia got up, pulled Jules in her arms and kissed her softly on the lips. 

“Oh. My. God.” Jules grabbed her chest. “Do you have any idea how long I’ve waited for that kiss?”

“No comment.” Sofia laughed and blinked at her friend. Jules had deserved this kiss. She made Sofia’s life perfect.

“You knew it and you didn’t say a word!” Jules poked her finger in Sara’s back. 

“Ouch. I knew what?”

“Sofia.”

“Oh. Yes.” Sara smiled. “Not my business to tell.”

“I don’t like it that she’s pregnant.” Greg came with plates on his hands out of the kitchen. 

“Why?”

“She’ll leave me. I don’t want to lose my roomy.”

“Your roomy is pregnant and wants her new family to be together. That doesn’t work when he and the father don’t live together.”

“He took my bitch away – and my baby puppy.”

“I’m sure we’ll see her – once a week or so.” 

“That’s not funny, Sara.” Greg whined. Sofia had told him about her pregnancy earlier and that she wanted to move in with Brian to have her child and the father together in one house. It was understandable but Greg didn’t like it. He liked to share his apartment with Sofia, liked to spend time with her. 

“Jules doesn’t live here either and we see her more than one time a week.”

“Yes, she’s always here all the time as long as you’re here …Jules, I’ve a free room…”

“No thanks, Greg. Nina and me will stay in my condo. We need our private space and time.”

“I’m sure they do some kinds of ritual sex games there.” 

“Get yourself out of the gutter. We have an ordinary relationship.”

“It’s hard to believe something is ordinary when you’re involved.” Sara hugged Jules. “You’re too special to be ordinary.”

“But I have ritual sex games?”

“I never said that. And I doubt you had any ritual sex games with Greg.”

“Maybe he dreamed of that.”

“The puppy looks innocent but I’m sure he isn’t that innocent.”

“I’m sure I’m not as wild as Jules.”

“Why should I have wild ritual sex games?”

“You’re crazy as soon as you’re not a psychologist. You clock off and change from old school boring therapist to crazy tramp.”

“Greg, I think my wild times are over.”

“Yeah since Nina is in your life you became more like a housewife.”

“I hope the two of you won’t have discussions like that in front of the baby. Otherwise Sofia won’t come over to visit us.” 

“We’ll come over to her place.” Jules kissed Sara’s cheek. “Did you rest enough today?”

“Huh? Yes. I slept. Why?”

“Because of the blue rose killer. I want to make sure you’re all right.”

“I don’t work the case.”

“You were at the scene. You might end up at another scene very soon. Greggo, will you have a spare eye on Sara?”

“I always have.”

“Do you still baby me because I was shot a long time ago?” Sara sighed and rolled her eyes. 

“I worry about you because I love you.” 

“You don’t play fair.”

“Sometimes the truth isn’t fair.” 

“I’ll be mad later.” Sara leant into Jules’ arms. 

“You two are so cute.” Greg smirked. “It’s really a shame that you’re not a couple anymore.”

“Are Nina and I not cute?”

“You are but in a different way. Nothing is as sexy as the two most beautiful women friends in the world.”

“Woman friends? Means we’re the number two, Janet is ahead of us.”

“Naturally as she is my girlfriend.”

“I think we can accept that.” Sara got out of Jules’ arms. “And now the puppy and me will leave and catch some bad guys. Come on, puppy.”

“Yes bitch.”

“How can one person be so dumb?” Sara opened the box with the still warm pizza, that was next to a dead man. 

“If you want you can ask the killer this question.” Sofia came in the kitchen. “I sent a black and white out to get the delivery guy.”

“You kill a man and leave a hot pizza behind? Why?”

“Maybe because you think by the time somebody finds him, the pizza is cold and nobody suspects you.”

“We can tell when TOD was, we can see when the pizza was delivered.”

“What we can’t see is if somebody else was in here and killed the man after he got the pizza. In that case we did exactly what the real killer wanted us to do, we assume the delivery guy is the killer.” Sofia checked the telephone on the wall. “The last call was  to 555 736 245.”

“The same number that’s printed on the pizza box. It’s a medium size, usually you order two pizza when you have somebody around.”

“Not when the other person says, he or she isn’t hungry.”

“True.” Sara bagged the pizza. “I still want the delivery guy as our killer. Nice and easy case.”

“Since when don’t you want challenges?”

“Since my private life has enough challenges to offer. Crying pregnant women, a puppy who cries it’s eyes out because he has to live alone in his condo, a friend who babies me.”

“Sounds like hell on earth. I’ll go and talk to the neighbors, maybe they saw the delivery guy coming out of the house, covered in blood and a gun in his hands.”

“I hope so.” Sara took some photos. Their victim was already on his way to the morgue. He had been shot, a single gunshot wound to the head. So far Sara hadn’t found a wallet. How do you pay your pizza if not with money? Another indication for the delivery guy. He sees the wallet, maybe it was filled with money, wants it, the vic doesn’t want to give it away, the killer shot him, takes the wallet and leaves. A nice big tip, that he had to pay with a long time in prison. If the delivery guy was the killer. 

Room by room Sara checked all windows. Everything was closed. She went to the front door and got some prints from the door handle and the bell. On the door mat she found some little stones and soil. 

“Nobody saw the delivery guy.” Sofia watched Sara bagging some paper.

“You come here, deliver a pizza, see the guy in front of you has a lot of money in his wallet, you want the money, he doesn’t want to give you the wallet. Shouldn’t there be some signs of struggle? Of a fight?”

“Yes.”

“Unless you’ve a gun with you all the time and you just shoot the man. But I doubt the average delivery guy delivers pizza with a gun in his pockets.”

“Do you suggest the killer came to this house to kill the owner?”

“It doesn’t look like the killer became a killer out of the blue.”

“Maybe he is a regular pizza order guy, the delivery guy sees his big wallet all the time and makes the decision, he’ll get this wallet somehow. He gets a gun, brings the pizza, shoots the man and leaves with the money.”

“Possible.” 

“You find the evidence and I find the suspect. Stay safe, investigator.”

“Ditto detective.”

Sara had finished her meeting with doc Robbins in the morgue. The victim died of a single gunshot wound to the head. The weapon was a .38 caliber and Sara had taken the bullet to ballistics and hoped for a hit. When she wanted to write her first report she found Tom in the office.

“Did the FBI kick you out of bed or do you suffer of insomnia?”

“I take the third possibility, I wanted to see you.”

“You can save that. You wear your badge, you’re here on duty. What do you want, agent Silverton?”

“You’re not the most kindest investigator here, are you?”

“Why don’t you walk around, talk to all the others and find out yourself?”

“I think I know the answer. I’m here because of your case, Sara.” He ignored the fact that she had called him by his last name and his rang. 

“Are you not busy enough with the blue rose killer?”

“You’ve got a man shot by a delivery guy. We suppose the blue rose killer is a delivery guy or has worked as one at one point. That makes me interested in your case.”

“There was no blue rose around. Only a warm pizza. And COD was gunshot wound to the head and not poison. Unless your serial killer changed his signature and the way he kills, this isn’t the person you’re looking for. You can go home.”

“Why are you so rude, Sara?”

“Why do you try to get my cases, agent Silverton?”

“I don’t try to steal your cases, Sara, I heard about your case and you know we suspect the blue rose killer to work as a delivery guy or some kind like that. When you find a man shot and suspect a delivery guy, I get interested.”

“Shouldn’t you sleep at this time? You’re day shift, there shouldn’t be any work information for you at this time.”

“I’ve a phone next to my bed and people call me if there’s something, that might be connected to my cases.”

“This isn’t.”

“You really don’t want to have me around, do you?”

“I’d like to write my report if you don’t mind. If you’re interested in my case, you can get the report from the press officer. Or your boss contacts my boss and you get the report that way. Whatever suits you best.”

“You throw me out?”

“I tell you how to get my report. If you don’t leave me alone to do my job I’ve to ask a security guy to escort you out. I’m not interested in talking with you about my cases, I want to do my job without the FBI messing around my case.” Okay maybe she wasn’t that nice at the moment but she had no intention that the FBI could get their hands on her case and take it away. 

“Okay, I leave you alone. What doesn’t mean I don’t have an eye on your case.”

“As long as your eye stays far away I don’t case.” Sara sat on her desk and started her computer without turning back to the agent. Good, she behaved like a real bitch but there was no reason in her eyes to be nice. He was here to get her case, he was here to take over. There was no evidence that the blue rose killer was also the killer of her victim. Another COD and no signature, if Tom thought about it for a while – or asked his profiler – this wasn’t his serial killer. This was somebody else. To work on her case was a waste of time too. He was free to ask for her report when she was done, he wasn’t welcome to work with her at this case and she wasn’t willing to talk to him about the case. 

“Do you want to go home?” Sofia caught Sara on her way out.

“Yes. Why?”

“The pizza guy is in. I thought you might want to join me and take your kit.”

“You, a killer and overtime versus my bed, breakfast and some quality time on my balcony. What a hard decision.” Sara grinned. Most people had denied the offer of the detective. Why stay in longer when your shift is over and you have the night off? Lucky for Sofia Sara wasn’t most people. 

“I knew you’d come with me.”

“Can’t leave the two of you alone with a killer.” Sara smirked. 

“Ssh!” Sofia gave her the evil eyes. What if one of her colleagues heard Sara? Sofia had heard a few stupid comments about her wearing a bullet proofed vest all the time, she didn’t need more stupid comments about her being pregnant. First they had this rumor about her and Jules and now the pregnancy. She needed to tell her mom herself and not let the colleagues do that. Today she was invited to her mother’s place for dinner, the perfect time to tell her, she’d be a grandmother in a few months. 

Both women entered the interrogating room, where two men sat; one in a cheap black suit and one in jeans and FRESH HOT PIZZAS shirt. Sometimes it was really easy to see who was the lawyer and who was the suspect. 

“Mister Melters, I’m detective Curtis, this is Miss Sidle with the crime lab, we’d like to ask you some questions.”

“You arrested me.”

“We were asked to come here.”

“Yeah and if I hadn’t agreed your officers would have handcuffed me.”

“You are here and you’re not handcuffed. Did you work last night?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have a route you drive every night?”

“Henderson and it’s surroundings.”

“Did you visit Sunrise Alley 481?”

“I don’t remember all the addresses I drove to.”

“Okay, your boss does. He gave you the order.”

“If you know that, you know I was there. Or did the man complained he didn’t get a pizza and I got arrested because a pizza went missing? That’s ridiculous.”

“Mister Melters, maybe it’s better when I talk for you.” The lawyer tried to interrupt his client. 

“We didn’t ask you to come here because of a missing pizza. But tell me, how do you know it’s a man who lived at the address?” Sofia asked. She never mentioned that the person, who lived at the place she named, was a man. 

“Most times men order pizza during the night.”

“Mister Melters…”

“What?”

“I should…”

“You can check our client list, most times men call us for pizza during the night.”

“I’ve a warrant.” Sofia handed the paper to the lawyer. 

“Why do you want to test my client for GSR?”

“What the hell is GSR?”

“Gunshot residue.” Sara put on some gloves and got a cotton bud out of her kit. 

“I don’t own a gun.”

“May I see your hands, please?”

“What? Forget it!”

“The warrant says we can do that. Ask you lawyer?”

“I’m afraid the detective is right…”

“Do something, for what do you get money?”

“I can’t do anything, it’s a court order.”

“Palms up, please.” Sara let the cotton bud ran over the hands of the man and used a second one for the sleeves of the shirt. 

“Satisfied?”

“I’m glad to see you wash your hands, it’s free of GSR.”

“Can I go now?”

“Unfortunately”, Sara went on. “Your shirt is dirty.”

“You want to keep me here for a dirty shirt? You must be kidding.”

“I don’t make jokes. It’s not any kind of dirt I found on your sleeves, it’s GSR. You washed your hands but GSR doesn’t stay on one place. Maybe you rubbed her hands over your sleeves, touched the sleeves before you washed the hands, whatever but there’s GSR on it.”

“I shot a few rounds in the garden earlier this night.”

“Didn’t you just say you don’t own a gun?” Sofia asked.

“I don’t. It belongs to a friend.”

“Has this friend a name?”

“I won’t tell you.”

“In that case you’re the prime suspect in a murder case. Do you want your lawyer to explain to you what that means?”

“You can’t arrest me for shooting a few rounds with my friend’s gun.”

“Mister Melters, it would help if you tell the police the name of your…”

“No!”

“Sorry to interrupted.” Greg’s head appeared in the room. “Could I have a word with you, Sara?”

“Sure.” Sara left the room. 

“You should listen to your lawyer, you get in trouble if you don’t give us the name of your friend. He’s your alibi. And even if this friend doesn’t own a license, his trouble will be much smaller than yours. Murder one can get you the needle.”

“Why should I kill a man?”

“Because he had something you wanted.” Sara came back in the room with two bags. “Like this wallet.” She put the plastic bag with a wallet on the table. “It’s not yours. The credit card tells us it belonged to the victim.”

“I found it somewhere and wanted to bring it back to it’s owner.”

Sofia shook her head. This man was full of lame excuses. He was better off listen to his lawyer and shut up. Not that she wanted to complain, it made everything easier. 

“And the gun my colleagues found in your car? Is it the gun of your nameless friend? Or did you find that one too?”

“There isn’t a gun in my car.”

“There was.” She put the gun on the table. “And if I match the prints on the gun to you and the bullet to the bullet we found in the head of the victim you go down for murder one. Last chance to talk.” She had to thank Greg to put in some overtime and check the car while she was here with Sofia. Her friend had found the evidence they needed to close the case. 

“I…”

“Mister Melters, please, don’t talk anymore.” The lawyer tried again.

“You’ll stay here a little bit longer, Mister Melters.” Sofia said. “Make yourself comfortable. We’ve got our evidence.” 

“You were right, he was too dumb.” Sofia gave Sara her cocktail. After they had closed their case Sofia had taken the night off too. She had no idea how her mother would react to the news about her pregnancy and she didn’t want to go to work and be a mess. It was complicated enough with all these hormones going crazy in her body. Fortunately her mother was happy for her and looked forward to welcome her first grandchild. So Sofia had no problems to leave her after nine in the evening – after she promised to invite her parents to dinner very soon and introduce them to Brian – and met Sara, Jules and Janet in Double Choc. She knew she couldn’t dance like before but being pregnant didn’t mean she had to stay in bed or on the couch all time. Brian had to work tomorrow morning, he was in bed so why not go out with some friends? She didn’t want to lose her rhythm for one night. 

“I felt it when I saw the pizza.” Sara sipped on her cocktail. “What do you drink?” Sofia’s glass was filled with something colorful. 

“A mocktail. Don’t worry, I don’t drink any alcohol, I want a healthy and happy baby. I hope you don’t mind the music Honey.” Sofia petted her belly. Sara tried to see any signs of the baby but there was nothing. 

“You don’t look pregnant.”

“Thanks. I hope it stays that way a few more weeks.”

“I look forward to see you with a huge baby belly.”

“Why?”

“Because I think it will suit you. And when the baby starts to kick, you’ll realize that you’re pregnant even more.”

“Then I’ve you bullying me from the outside and a baby who does the same from the inside. Great.”

“Poor Sofia.” Sara got Sofia in her arms. “I try to be nicer to you now that you’re not alone anymore. I don’t want to upset the baby.”

“At least you care about my baby if you don’t care about me.” Sofia took Sara’s left hand and put it on her belly. “Can you feel anything? I mean of course no kicks, but do you feel that I’m pregnant? I’ve the feeling every time I put my hand on my belly I can feel that there’s somebody very close to my hand.”

“I can’t feel a second life under my hand, no. But I can feel that you’re happier and more settled than before. I didn’t know you wanted a baby, detective.”

“Neither did I until I was pregnant. After the first shock I wanted to hug the whole world all the time. Come on be my world, Sara.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her cheek. “I’ll be a mommy soon.”

“Yes.”

“And you’ll be a godmother.”

“What?” Sara almost pushed Sofia away. That had to be a joke.

“Sure. I’ve no sister, neither has Brian. His brother will be the godfather, we want you as the godmother.”

“Why me?”

“Why not?”

“Because…I’m not a Catholic. Don’t you have to be Catholic to be a godmother?”

“We’re also not Catholic, you need to be a Christian. I’m not quite sure how that works but I don’t want you to teach my baby something about religion, I want my baby to have somebody who’ll be there if something happens to Brian and me.”

“Your mom?”

“Sara, if you don’t want to be a godmother just tell me.”

“I feel a little bit awkward to be Don Vito. I don’t think I’m good with children and I’ve no idea what they want.”

“Why shouldn’t you be good with children?”

“Because my childhood was a disaster.”

“Maybe but you’re a great adult and that’s what count. But if you don’t want to be the godmother I’ll ask somebody else.”

“If you and Brian want me to be the godmother and you think I can be a good godmother, I’ll do it. But Jules will hate you for that. First you tell me first about the baby and then you make me the godmother.”

“Please, the godmother of my child can’t be a psychologist, I want somebody with a real job to be…ouch. She slapped a pregnant woman.” Sofia turned. She had seen Jules and Nina coming to them, that’s why she made the comment about her job. 

“I slapped a bitch.”

“Do that again, doc, and I’ll let you arrest.” Sara got Sofia back in her arms. “Leave the detective and my godchild alone.”

“A CSI as a godmother. Your baby could have two doctors, who care for it.” 

“I don’t like doctors.”

“Not?”

“No…well…I mean…fuck…Sara?” Sofia looked at Sara. 

“She likes you and Nina as long as you’re her friends. When you around as doctors, especially as a doctor of the FBI, you’re not that welcome. Usually a doctor means trouble.”

“A profiler helps you.” Nina smiled. 

“Profiler doesn’t sound like doctor.”

“But we are both.”

“That’s the problem with the two of you.”

“Exactly. And I thought first of you as a the godmother for my baby, Jules. After all, it was your office where I met Brian. But then that was the reason why I took Sara. I didn’t want to be reminded all the time that I was such an idiot. Unable to do what all other people do.”

“You were never an idiot, you had a trauma and I supported you. But I understand your reason. Let me be the godmother of the next child.”

“Which next child?” Sofia furrowed her brows.

“There’ll be only one child?”

“Uhm…we haven’t talked about that. I want to have this one first. After I gave birth for the first the time, I know if I want to have that again.”

“Good decision.”

Sara had taken a break from dancing. It was after midnight, Sofia was sitting with Nina on a sofa and talked while Jules was on the dance floor. Sara had talked to her ex, the bar keeper, for a while, they would meet for kickboxing next week. It was time for her to practice again otherwise her twenty years of material art weren’t worth a lot. He was a kickboxing coach, she was specified more in karate and self-defending, so it was interesting to learn some new things. And she liked spending time with him, they had never any problems after their break-up. Something Sara really appreciated. 

“If I buy you a drink, will you spill it into my face?”

She turned when she heard the words. “Are you stalking me, agent Silverton?” What was the FBI agent doing here? Wasn’t it enough that he had annoyed her last night when she was working? Had he to broaden that into her past time? “And if I do would you call the police?”

“I think I can handle you myself.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” He smiled. “So tell me, would you spill the drink into my face?”

“Depends on the drink. Something I like I wouldn’t waste on your face.”

“Charming. Are you always such a bitch?”

“Yes.”

“Good to know. What can I buy you?”

“How about a flight ticket for yourself? To Australia or something like that.”

“You ever thought of that you might hurt people with your way, Sara?”

“If I care about the people, I don’t hurt them. If they annoy me, stalk me, bother me, I’ve no reason to be nice.”

“You want me to leave?”

“I can’t remember I ever asked you to come to me.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It is. You tried to be a profiler, read between the lines.”

“I do. The problem is you don’t make it easy for me to read between the lines. There’re so many obvious messages with your words, that it’s kind of hard to understand what you really say.”

“I thought I was clear.”

“You’re a classic double – bind.”

“I told you to get lost and you think I really said: stay? Now I know why you won’t be a profiler. You suck.”

“I see Jules taught you some psychology things.”

“Looks like I was a good student, the opposite of you.” 

“I don’t think so.”

“Not?”

“No.” He pulled her in his arms and kissed her. A second later he slipped slowly down, stopped for a moment on his knees before he landed face down on the floor. Sara stepped a step back and before she could do anything more, a security guy was next to her. 

“I’ll get him out of here, Sara. Don’t worry.” 

Maybe it was her job to tell Kyle, the security man, to leave Tom alone. But she just looked how the agent was escorted out of the club. 

“What did happen?” Jules was next to her friend.

“He kissed me.”

“And Kyle throws him out for that?”

“Well, I got my knee in his crotch, he fell on the floor and for Kyle it looked like Tom tried to hit on me and I showed him his limits. He only wants to help me.”

“Okay…” Jules looked at Sara. “He kissed you?”

“Yes.”

“Since when do you get aggressive when somebody kisses you?”

“Since I didn’t ask for this kiss. Actually I asked him to leave me alone. I say that the whole time and all he understands is something like: come closer, bother me, stalk me, annoy me. Apparently I am a classic double – bind.”

“Do you think he deserves to been thrown out?”

“I didn’t ask Kyle to do so.”

“You didn’t do anything to stop him.”

“No. You think I should go out and get Tom back in?”

“At least bring him his jacket. It looks quite expensive.”

“Real leather. I don’t want to know how many animals had to die for that.”

“I’m sure there’s some real leather on some of your shoes too. Go, give him his jacket.”

“Okay.” Sara sighed. She got the jacket, Tom left at the front door, and walked outside. He sat a few yards away on a bench. 

“You forgot something.” She threw the jacket on his lap.

“Stubborn nightmare.” He mumbled. 

“Thanks.” The best sentence he could give her to turn around and go back inside the club. There was no reason to talk to him anymore after he offended her. 

“You liked what the bouncer did?”

“I didn’t ask him neither did I need him. You were on the ground before he was there.”

“But actually he did exactly what you wanted, he threw me out and you can go in, I don’t bother you anymore.”

“The problem is, you can go on at work.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t talk to you anymore. Only if I have to. I can’t understand why Jules is a friend of yours. Why she loves you. And I absolutely don’t understand why I like you. I must be a great idiot.”

Sara stopped. Why did he know that Jules loved her? Usually people said, Jules liked her. But he chose ‘loves’ and he meant it like love. He knew it was a special friendship, that their relationship was more and he also knew, that the love between Jules and Sara was something, that wasn’t like a love between lovers. And why the hell did he like her? 

“You know you’re not banned from the premises, you can go in again. The next bus will be here in half an hour, it’s cold.”

“Why should you care?”

That was good question. She wanted him to leave her alone, now he was here, she could go inside and he couldn’t bother her anymore. 

“Tom…”

“What?”

Okay now it was his turn to make it hard for her. Fair enough. When she was honest to herself, she didn’t deserve it any other way. 

“I’m sorry.” Was she? Really? 

“For what that you did or what the bouncer did? Or none of them?”

Good question. 

“That Kyle threw you out.”

“But not for your knee?”

“No. If you kiss a woman without her permission you have to live with the risk, she won’t like it and makes you feel that.”

“So you didn’t like my kiss?”

Bad question. For that moment, this little second, she had kissed him back. She knew and even worse he knew it too. Just one moment, then her defense modus had taken over and she had kicked him in the crotch. 

“Maybe I prefer to be asked first.”

“Not very romantic.”

“To quote you: I’m a stubborn nightmare, the word romantic never fell.” 

“I know I annoy you. I’d like to stop it, the problem is I can’t. Unfortunately my mind doesn’t work the way it’s suppose to work when it comes to you. I know I should stay away, but my feet always carry me back to you. I know I should leave you alone, but my arms want to hold you. I know I should shut my mouth but my lips want to kiss you. I know I should shut…”

“Just shut up, for one time, will you?” She stopped him. 

“Sorry, I told you I try…”

“Just…bit your teeth together, okay?”

“Mkay.”

She sat next to him. “I’m sorry for being such a bitch all the time. I don’t know why I act like that. Something about you makes me react like a stubborn nightmare and I can’t explain what it is. What I can tell you is that I did the same with Sofia and now we’re really good friends. It’s maybe not what you want to hear but maybe it shows you that only because I act like a bitch, it doesn’t have to mean I don’t like you I just…” The rest was washed away by another kiss. This time Sara sat, she couldn’t use her knee. And this time she responded the kiss for longer than a second and she didn’t hurt him. She only moved her lips half an inch away. 

“Didn’t I tell you a few seconds ago that I like to be asked.”

“Yes but I told you that’s not very romantic. But when you insist: Sara may I kiss you?”

“For Christ’s sake: yes!” She pulled his head to her and kissed him. Okay, maybe she liked him too. But there was no way she would tell him! 

“If you dare to get up and leave the thing with the knee was nothing compares to what will happen to you then.” Sara grumbled when she felt how Tom’s body slipped out of her arms. She had her eyes still closed, didn’t feel like facing the world already.

“Maybe you should talk to Jules, I think you’ve got an anger issue.”

“I was in therapy for that.”

“Obviously it didn’t help, so it wasn’t Jules.”

“No, it wasn’t her. I’m sure she could help me, but you’re not supposed to be friend with the patient, so she can’t help me.”

“I’ll ask her to make an exception for my sake. Am I allowed to go to the bathroom?”

“Okay.” She let him get up. Wasn’t that crazy? First she injured him, then she followed him out, then she let him kiss her again…kiss him back and at the end they ended up in her bed. That wasn’t her plan when she left for a night out. All she wanted was to dance, spent time with her friend, have some fun. Okay, she all of these things. 

“There are two naked women on your couch.”

“Let me guess: you worked with both of them.”

“Yes.”

“That means the detective is in the guest room. It’s not usual that they all crash in my apartment.”

“I though Sofia lives next door.”

“She started to get her things over to Brian, there’s no bed anymore, only some boxes with things. The bed in the guest room is always fresh, waiting for somebody. In Greg’s guest rooms you have to make the bed first.”

“Okay.” He pulled her in his arms. “I don’t mind to be in an apartment with four women.”

“They’re all not interested in you.”

“Not even you?” He teased softly. There had been this bitchy sound in Sara’s voice, like the most times when she talked to him. He was sure he could make her lose these sound in her voice pretty soon.

“Not if you have your eyes on other women. In fact I’ll kick you out – and this it’s not the front door, it will be the balcony door. Hard enough to give you a free fall experience.”

“There’s the anger issue again. You’re latent aggressive, Sara.”

“If you want to stop that you don’t talk to me like somebody who thought of being a profiler one day. I hate this psycholo-gical shit. Talk like an agent.”

“You don’t like the FBI.”

“I prefer an agent over a psychologist.”

“Then I made the right decision.”

“I hope I can say the same about my decision.”

“I think the job as a CSI suits you perfect.” He kissed her hair, knowing she wasn’t talking about her job. 

“Mhm. Careful, agent.”

“I am. After all I met your knee.”

“As far as I remember it didn’t leave any damage.”

“Luckily not.”

“It’s was only a little example of what will happen if you want to fool around. Over twenty years of material art and I swear, I’ll show you every lection I’ve learnt.”

“You know how to start a relationship with harmony and trust, don’t you?”

“I like to be straight forward and make things clear.” She could still remember her last relationship. It was enough that she got fooled once, she didn’t need this a second time. Not without pain for the other one. 

“Fair enough. I won’t fool around, too painful. And I won’t tell you to change from night to day shift because you won’t do that. We will work with that. Like we’ll work with the situation when we’re both at the same crime scene and I’ve to take over your case. I hope you won’t take the anger home and introduce me to your material art skills.”

“I don’t do that with Nina.”

“Good. Anything else we have to get out of the way?”

“I won’t change my way of cooperation with the Feds.”

“As I won’t tell you things we’ve found out and we don’t want anybody out of the FBI to know.”

“That means we’re even.”

“Exactly. One more question. Do I always have to ask if I can kiss you or can I just kiss you? Without ending on the floor and a lot pain.”

“You didn’t ask the last times.”

“So it was only about the first kiss? Good.” He pulled her in his arms and kissed her. “I prefer to kiss than to talk.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Yuck Sara, you’re kissing a Fed!” Jules stood in the open door. 

“Uhm.” Sara looked at her friend. “Don’t you do the same?”

“No. Yes. It’s different. She’s a profiler and not an agent.”

“FBI is FBI. Besides, I can remember when you tried to talk me into this.”

“You tried to talk Sara into a relationship with me?” Tom asked surprised. 

“Yes. For a Fed you’re quite all right and I didn’t like the fact that she was alone, even when she said, she was fine. Her male nurse I wanted for her in the first place, is taken, that left you. Or somebody from the club but after the last disappointment I thought, she needs somebody solid.”

“You hear that? I’m somebody solid.”

“Yes, very solid. Until you find two naked women on the couch.”

“I only told you in case you didn’t know.”

“We weren’t naked.” Jules furrowed her brows.

“Not? Pity. I didn’t look that close, only saw a naked leg.”

“Are you sure you want him for me, Jules?”

“I’m sure you’ll teach him how to behave. And if you dare to hit on my girlfriend, I’ll do the same to you what Sara did in the club yesterday. Only harder.”

“This is a very aggressive area, I don’t need to be a profiler to feel that.”

“No, they’re only warning you to make sure, you know the rules and don’t get hurt.” Nina appeared next to Jules, got her arm around her lover and put her head on Jules’ shoulder. “Nice to see you, Tom.”

“Is there a meeting in Sara’s bedroom?” Sofia’s head appeared out of the blue. “Yuck, you’ve got an agent in your bed, Sara. Did he put something in your drink to get there?”

“I don’t feel very welcome here.”

“That will change. Give them some time and you won’t get called the agent anymore.”

“How long did it take until they accept you?”

“They did immediately. When we first met, I wasn’t working for the FBI, I was only a trainee to become a profiler. When they found out I’d work with the FBI, they liked me already.”

“Okay, I’ll give them some time.” Tom’s cell phone rang. At the same time there was a sound from out of the living room. Nina’s cell phone. It was obvious to all of them that the phones rang because of something work related and that it had probably something to do with the blue rose killer. 

Tom checked his message. “I need to go.” 

“I guess me too.” Nina kissed Jules. “The day off is over. Bugger.”

Tom looked at Sara. “Sorry for that.”

“It’s part of the packet. I won’t ask for details.”

“I call you later.”

“Okay.”

“You’re fast.” Sara thought she was the first one at the scene. She had heard via police radio that there had been a robbery and drove straight from her old crime scene, which was only eight blocks away to the new one. 

“I was around the corner, arrived with the ambulance.” 

“Somebody injured?”

“A woman, paramedics are on her.” They entered the house. The front door got them straight in the living room, where two paramedics were next to a woman on the floor. Both worked concentrated and had no time to look at Sofia and Sara. 

“I don’t see any blood.” Sara looked closer. 

“There is no blood. First hit is free and sometimes all you need to get a person out of your way. Can she talk?” Sofia asked the paramedics. 

“She’s in a kind of coma, we need to stable her, her pulse slows down. We need to get her out of here.”

“Do it.” No reason to keep the woman here. She wasn’t a help if she died here, she was more helpful alive in Desert Palms, even if it would take a few hours before she could talk. 

They rushed out with the woman on the stretcher. 

“Did she call 911?” Sara asked.

“No, the neighbor. She said, she saw a person enter the house. Miss Harrison told her this afternoon, she was looking forward for a quite night. She just split off from her boyfriend and apparently there she was harassed by the new girlfriend. When the neighbor saw somebody enter the door without Miss Harrison opening the door, she called 911. Patrol was here five minutes later, found her on the floor, called paramedics. I arrived with them, couldn’t talk to the victim, so I had a short conversation with the neighbor.”

“Did the neighbor describe the burglar?”

“Average height, black clothes, she didn’t see a face, so she couldn’t give me a real description. Moved more like a young person.”

“Maybe she can tell you more later.”

“Yeah. I’ve sent some officers down the street to get statements.”

“Did the burglar drive here?”

“The neighbor didn’t mention a car.”

“Probably he parked around the corner.”

“I’ll go to Desert Palms, see if they can stable her fast so that she gives me something more. If she saw the face of the burglar, it’s almost as good as an ID.”

“True. I’ll have a look around for some evidence, maybe it’s a dumb burglar again.”

“I doubt we’ll have two of them…” Sofia stopped. Something dropped on the upper level. Both looked at the stairs next to the front door. 

“Did you secure the scene?”

“I wasn’t through the whole house, thought the officers did that.” Sofia drew her gun. “Maybe it’s only a cat or a dog.”

“Or the burglar.”

“You stay here.”

“Sure and I wait until you tell me I can open my eyes again.”

“Why do you always have to discuss this with me?” The last time Sofia had allowed Sara to follow her, Sara got shot. There was no way Sofia would go through this again. It wasn’t Sara’s job to secure a scene. 

“Because you start the discussion all the time.” And because Sara thought of the same thing like Sofia did, only in her thoughts it was good that she got shot. If Sofia had been alone, the man had shot her and there wouldn’t have been somebody around to help, like she did with Sara. Sara preferred to be shot than a dead Sofia. 

“This time I’m sure nobody is down here, you stay behind me.”

“I’m always behind you, detective.” Sara got her gun. 

Carefully they walked to the stairs. 

“LVPD, identify yourself and come down. Slowly!” No answer. Both wore their bullet proofed vest, but it was only a little security. A shot to the head and the vest was useless. 

No sound was coming from the upper level. If it was a dog or a cat, the pet could be hiding somewhere. If it was the burglar, he was hiding too. 

“Suspect possible on the premises, we need some back-up inside and make sure, nobody leaves the building through a window.” Sofia said in her cell phone and started to climb the stairs. Step by step they made their way up, knowing this was a place, they were very vulnerable. Plus the knowledge that Sara got shot while they were climbing the stairs. 

They made it up the stairs and stood in a hallway. Three closed doors were up here. One to the left, one to the right, one in the middle. Sofia pointed to the door on the right. They had no idea what was behind any of these doors, all they could do was trying their luck. One on the left side of the door, one on the right, Sara opened the door and both kept their breath for a second. Nothing. Sofia took a look around the corner. Bathroom and she looked right into the shower. The curtain was closed. The safest way was to shoot through the curtain. There was no cover, if one of them walked to the shower, the burglar could just shoot her. 

Sara bent down, got her left shoe and threw it into the shower. The curtain moved a bit, the shoe fell on the shower floor. Nobody was in the shower. They had a look behind the door and were sure, this room was clear. Two more to go. Two bedrooms? 

Again one was on each side of the door, Sara opened the door. Nothing. Again. This time it was an office. They saw a desk, a cabinet and some shelves filled up with books. The best place to hide was behind the desk, it was closed so they couldn’t see if anybody was behind. Sara walked to the desk from the right, Sofia from the left side. With one look they made the decision to make the last step together, ready to shoot. All they found was a rubbish bin full with paper. That left one room to go. 

“I can hear back-up.” It seemed like the officers were back from talking with the neighbors. They could simply wait here until back-up was there and go to the third room. If anybody was upstairs, this person had to be there. 

“We can…” Sofia didn’t have the time to end her sentence. There was an explosion and at the same moment she lost the ground under her feet. A second explosion. She hit the floor. Hard. Sara was next to her, her gun in her hands and Sofia realized, the explosions were bullets. There were voices from downstairs, the officers had heard the shots. 

Sara rolled on her side and peered around the desk. 

“I got her.”

“Her?”

“It was a woman, I’m sure about that. And there’s blood on the carpet, I must have hit her.” Sofia looked around the desk and saw blood and two officers. 

“Suspect shot at us, I don’t where she is…Sara?”

“I can’t tell you, I saw her, the gun, and got down while I fired. There’s a bathroom, we were in there, the other room must be the bedroom.”

“We’ll try the bedroom.”

“Suspect is armed and dangerous.” Sofia got on her feet and wanted to follow the officers. Sara grabbed and stopped her. 

“What the…?”

“The two of you will leave that to the officers!” The two of you. If Sofia forgot that she was pregnant, Sara didn’t. And there was no way she’d allow Sofia to go into the bedroom first. This wasn’t about rank, this was about her unborn child. 

“Okay.”

Sofia took position behind the doorframe of the office, Sara got halfway down the stairs and covered the officers that way. 

The officers opened the door and were fast enough to get some cover behind the wall because some bullets greeted them. Neither Sofia nor Sara could see the woman, she had to be somewhere hidden. Sara’s head turned. The bullets were a yard above her, this way she could reconstruct where the shooter was. She pointed in the direction to tell the two officers and let the officers know, she’d shoot twice to give them some cover. When they nodded she shot, they went in and more bullets flew. One ended over Sara again, the rest she didn’t see,but she heard somebody moaning. It sounded like a woman. 

“Suspect down! Get the paramedics in!”

“Okay.” Sara ran down the stairs and got the paramedics in. They were waiting outside, probably one of the officers had called them. 

“Suspect down, second floor.”

“All right.”

Sara sat down. She had no idea if the woman upstairs was dead or injured but she knew she didn’t like bullets flying around her head. But another case was closed. They had their burglar or killer, depends on what the victim was doing. 

“Are you all right?” Sofia sat next to her.

“Yes. I wanted some fresh air. What happened to the woman?”

“She’s injured, nothing serious. The paramedics will fix her and we’ll take her down to the department.”

“You’ll go to Desert Palms.”

“Why? I’m okay.”

“You fell.”

“Yes.”

“Don’t play with the health of my godchild. Go there, tell them you fell, let them check you and come back. It won’t take long and it gives you and me the security that everything is all right.”

Usually this was a situation, Sofia wanted to argue. This time she had to give in, it wasn’t about her or her job, it was about her baby. The most important thing in her life. 

“Okay, I do it for the baby.” She wasn’t sure if the doctors could already tell her if the fall hurt the baby, but it was better to ask than being sorry later. 

“Thanks.”

“I should thank you, Sara. You saved me. We’re working, it’s my job to protect you.”

“I’m the godmother, I’ve to take care of my godchild. I saved my godchild, if that means I’ve to save you too, I do that detective.” Sara blinked at her. 

“No comment on that. I’ll see you later.”

“Yes. I’ll get some evidence so we can close the case before noon.”

“Perfect.”

“That’s us.” They were a really good team. In every way. 

It took Sofia two hours before she was back at the department. By this time her suspect was booked, fingerprints were taken, her lawyer had arrived and they were ready to start the interview. 

“Where are you?” Sofia had called Sara, she wanted the investigator to join her. 

“Still in the lab, I work on some evidence. How long can you keep the suspect?”

“Emily Procter will at least stay until the end of the interview. If you have anything that gives us reasons to keep her, tell me.”

“I work on something.”

“Something good?”

“Very good. But I won’t tell you anything until I know it for sure.”

“Will you come over with your evidence?”

“Yes. In case she wants to go before, give me a call and I’ll come with what I’ve got.”

“Okay.” Sofia closed her cell phone. Time to close the case and go home. She didn’t want to spend a lot of time with the burglar. They caught her in the act, there was no way she could deny she was in a house she didn’t belong in and the fact that the owner of the house was in hospital, didn’t speak for a friendly visit. 

“Miss Procter, I’m detective Curtis.” Sofia sat opposite of the woman. She guessed the burglar in her early twenty, well dressed with intelligent eyes. Not the kind of women Sofia had picked as a burglar, but you can’t look inside somebody’s head. 

“You’re charged with assault, breaking and entering and possession a weapon.” The woman didn’t answer, she didn’t seem to be very interested in Sofia or her words, although her eyes showed, she understood them very well. A bandage on her arm showed where the officers or Sara had hit her. A grazing shot, nothing serious, nothing that needed treatment in hospital. 

“My client didn’t break into the house, she was let in.”

“Is that so?” Sofia cocked her head. The lawyer was in his late fifties, she had worked a few cases with him, he wasn’t the best one but he was cheap. 

“Did you find any signs of breaking and entering?”

“We’re still processing the scene. If your client was invited, I wonder why she didn’t call an ambulance when Miss Harrison fell and needed some help.”

“My client was upstairs in bed. She was tired, needed some sleep and didn’t notice that Miss Harrison needed help.”

“And she didn’t wake up when the police arrived, the ambulance took Miss Harrison to hospital?”

“She has a good sleep.”

“Apparently. And she shot at the police because…?”

“She didn’t know it was the police, she thought there were burglars.”

“That is a nice story. I was in the house. Let’s go with your story for a moment. Your client falls asleep, Miss Harrison fell, we arrive, the ambulance takes Miss Harrison to hospital, CSI wants to process the scene. I was in the house, was about to leave when I heard somebody upstairs. Somebody very awake. I called out for the person upstairs, identified myself and told her to come down. Your client didn’t response, instead she shot at the police.”

“Anybody can say he or she is the police.”

“That’s lame. One look out of the window and she had seen police cars.”

“My client was horrified.”

“Your client left the bedroom when my colleague and I were in the office, she shot at us, I doubt a burglar wears a CSI vest.”

“They come up to your house, dressed up like a cop, only to get in without any problems. You don’t have any evidence that support my client broke in the house or did anything in bad intention.”

“Let me guess: you want me to let your client walk away.”

“She didn’t do anything.”

“She shot at the police.”

“She thought, they were dressed up burglars.”

“Oh please, you can’t be serious.” 

“You  have nothing that says, the story of my client is a lie.”

“Like you said a story. Your client entered the house, a neighbor sees her, calls the police. Five minutes later arrives the first officers, finds the victim. And you want to tell me your client was let in the house, went straight to bed and fell asleep? What kind of visitor does go straight to bed? Even if you’re tired, you talk for a few minutes to your friend and your client lives in Vegas, she can sleep at home, there is no reason why she should sleep somewhere else.” Sofia couldn’t believe the lawyer wanted to sell her a story with so many mistakes. 

A knock on the door got their attention. Sara entered the room, a brown paper bag in her hands. 

“Good morning, I’m Sara Sidle with the crime lab.”

“Good to see you. Mister Klein wants me to let his client walk because we don’t have anything on her. Apparently she was a guest and slept, that’s why she didn’t call an ambulance.”

“Really? Interesting. She must be a fast sleeper and a bad guest. Do you recognize these?” Sara put bagged gloves on the table. 

“That are gloves. There are millions of gloves like these in Vegas. How can my client be sure that she had seen these two before?”

“Okay, I rephrase my question. Did you wear gloves like these today?”

“I can’t see any relevance.”

“I found her fingerprints in these gloves.”

“So she wore gloves, who cares? Many people wear gloves when they wash the dishes or do some housework.”

“But your said she was tired and slept, why would she wear gloves when she’s in bed?”

“She used them before. I’m sure you found them in the kitchen and not in the bedroom.”

Sara blinked in disbelieve. Five minutes between going into the house and the first officer on scene with the victim down. The lawyer wanted her to believe, his client did some housework, went to bed, fell asleep and was woken up by the police? He couldn’t be serious. 

“No, they were in the bedroom. Under the bed, a real strange place to put your gloves, don’t you think?”

“They fell and ended up there. I’m sure Miss Harrison won’t complain.”

“Your stories are worse than any b-movie. But good that you mention Miss Harrison. I talked with the hospital before I came here. Do you know what happened to her?”

“How can we know? My client slept.”

“Right. Miss Harrison was poisoned.”

“And you want to pin that on my client? Do you have any evidence for that? Any motive?”

“I didn’t find any strychnine at your client.”

“She didn’t poisoned Miss Harrison. She has no reason.”

“I’m sure she has a reason, like she had her reason for the other ten victims.”

“Ten? You’re making a serial killer out of my client?”

Instead of an answer, Sara got another plastic bag out of the paper bag and put it on the table. 

Sofia forgot for a moment to breathe. Was Sara serious? Did Sofia’s eye play her a practical joke? Was it real what she saw? She didn’t dare to look at Sara. 

“What does that mean?” The lawyer asked. 

“That means we’ll have a break here because it looks like your client is involved in another case and we don’t work this case. Officer, could you bring Mister Klein and his client to a separate room? And make very sure Miss Proctor will stay there. Take some back-up” Sara said. 

The officer left the room the get some help.

“What do you mean?”

“Your client can explain that to you.” Sara leant back and watched how two officers brought Emily Proctor and her lawyer out of the room. 

“Are you serious?” Sofia asked when they were alone.

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m not, but everything points toward the fact, that we’re not allowed to investigate the case anymore.”

“That means, I’ve to call Brass.”

“No, you don’t. Greg did that already. I’m sure everybody will be here within a few minutes.”

“We’ll get in trouble.”

“Why?”

“Because…who did find it?”

“I did.”

“At that moment you were supposed to call Grissom.”

“It wasn’t like all the others cases. When I found it – in the bedroom not next to the victim - I went straight back to the lab, started to work the evidence I had. When the hospital called and told me what happened to Miss Harrison, I asked Greg to go on with the evidence and came here. He called my cell phone when he finished and got the result, I thought he’d get and then he called the Undersheriff.”

“I can’t believe the case might be closed.”

“I hope so.”

“Yes.” Sofia took the plastic bag in her hands. A blue plastic rose. Like the ones they had found at all the scenes of the blue rose killer. 

“She’s fits the profile so far.” Sofia turned the bag.

“Yes.”

“And it’s the same rose?”

“Yes, same brand, same material, everything like all the others.”

“And I thought we were chasing a burglar when we walked up the stairs.”

“So did I.”

“I hope otherwise you had called us immediately.” Agent Gellers entered the room. She was the replacement of agent Copper, a rough forty something woman with short black hair and hard gray eyes. Behind her were Tom, Nina and half a dozen other agents. At the end of the FBI group were Grissom, Brass, Ecklie, the Sheriff and the Undersheriff. 

“Of course.” Sara didn’t move. “You were informed as soon as we knew, we could possible deal with the blue rose killer.”

“Where is she?”

“In a separate room with her lawyer, two officers in front of the door.”

“We need the evidence.”

“Greg is on his way and will bring everything we’ve got. The gloves here have her prints on, the plastic rose is the same we found at the other scenes. That should be enough to hold her for a while.”

“We’ll take it from here.” Agent Gellers looked at her forensic people. “Get the evidence, work it now and give me the results ASAP. I want two agents in front of the room with this woman, I want them to follow her wherever she walks. I want the  scene searched, find me more evidence, find me everything I need to get her. And bring me information about her. NOW!”

“You’re the best.” Sara hugged Greg and kissed him. 

“I did only what you asked me for.”

“You did that very fast.”

“That’s my job.” He smiled and kept Sara in his arms. 

“Good puppy.” She whispered in his ear. 

“Thanks, bitch.”

“Did you give the evidence to the FBI?” Sofia asked. 

“Yes, they took everything and will re-work it. Tell me, how is she?”

“She didn’t say a word, her lawyer talked.”

“Do you think she could be the killer?”

“Everything points in that direction.”

“And the vic?”

“There are four FBI agents with her, I think, as soon as she opens her eyes, she’ll be asked a lot of questions.”

“And we watch them here?”

“I intend to do so.” Sara saw no reason to go anywhere before she didn’t know the woman, who shot at her tonight, was the blue rose killer or not. 

“You don’t like rules, do you, Sara?” Tom came out of the room.

“Depends on the rules.”

“Be honest, how long did you wait until you called us?”

“You were informed as soon as we knew this could be a blue rose killer case.”

“You found the rose?”

“Yes.”

“Did you call right away?”

“Tom, the rose was far away from the victim. I’m sure there are a few people in Vegas, who have blue plastic roses in their house. I didn’t know at that time the vic was poisoned, I didn’t have any evidence that the woman who got arrested, was a serial killer. I took the rose, went back to the lab and when Greg found out it’s the same rose, he called. Before that was sure, the odds were better for the rose was nothing more than an indication of bad taste.”

“Where did you find the rose?”

“In the bedroom. The vic was down in the living room.”

“Where exactly?”

“Under the bed, like the gloves. That why I took them with me.”

“So it was possible that the suspect who had been in the bedroom, put them there.”

“Of course. Just like the three pair of shoes, the underwear, the old magazine, two different socks, three…”

“I get your point.”

“Good.” 

“You made sure you won’t get any trouble.”

“I did everything like I’m suppose to do it. Work the scene and when we found out, this case belongs to the serial killer, we call the FBI.”

“And you like to be one hundred percent sure?”

“Yes. I don’t like disappointments.” Her eyes told him, she was not only talking about work. 

“Nobody does. I need to go back inside. We need a full report of you. And the two of you.” He looked at Greg and Sofia.

“You’ll get it.” Sofia simply said.

“Okay. Thanks.” He turned and walked back into the interrogation room.

“I guess, you’re in trouble.” Sofia guessed. “Not the best start for you.”

“He’ll survive. Can we write our reports in your office?”

“I think so. This way we’re here when they start to talk to her.”

“Girls, the two of you might have caught a serial killer, the FBI wasn’t able to get. You’re the greatest and I’m proud of you.” Greg got his arms around each woman. 

“We do what we can.” Sara chuckled. 

“Yes, we’re there to protect and serve.”

“And look cool while we do that.” 

“And sexy.”

“Adorable, simply you.” Greg grinned. 

Sara closed her eyes. She had slept for five hours and was still a little bit tired. But it had been worth to cut some sleep. They had watched how the FBI had arrested Emily Proctor for killing all the blue rose victims. The woman would stay in custody and it was planed to get her somewhere else than Vegas. 

“Where did you get this bruise?” Jules let her index finger run softly over Sara’s arm. A new bruise was there. They sat on Sara’s hammock on the balcony, had some pizza in front of them and enjoyed the evening sun. 

“When I dove because Proctor shot at us.”

“She did what?”

“Yeah, when we were in the office, she came out of the bedroom and shot at us. Sara got us down, she saved my life, did my job.” Sofia protested with a smile. She sat on her chair, her feet on the railing.

“Did one of you get hurt?”

“No, we’re all three fine.” Sofia petted her belly. “Baby puppy is fine too, Sara made me go to Desert Palm to check. She takes care of her godchild.”

“Of course.”

“Maybe you should work in an office the next months.” Jules suggested.

“Over my dead body!”

“No, for the health of your child.”

“As long as I can wear a bullet proof vest I’ll be out in the fields. I’m sure my belly will be soon enough too big for the vest anyway.”

“And then everybody will put their hands on your belly to feel the baby.” Sara grinned.

“I’ll shoot them. My belly is private property. Only because I’m pregnant it doesn’t mean everybody can touch me. I’ll get very aggressive.”

“Good to know, I’ll stay away.” 

“You’re the godmother you’re allowed to put your hand on my belly. Your godchild needs to feel you, needs to get to know you.”

“Will I get shoot?” Jules asked. 

“No, you’re the reason why I’m pregnant.”

“Uhm…I thought Brian did that. I was never that close to you – not my fault by the way that it never happened.”

“Yes but without you, I had never met him.”

“Okay, so I won’t get shoot.”

“Neither will Greg, Janet or Nina. You guys are friends, like family. That’s all right. But strangers or people I only know because we ran into each other every now and then, will have to keep their hands to themselves.”

“Some people have problems with rules.” Tom came on the balcony, Nina was with him. 

“I do.” Jules smiled. “Only with stupid rules. Hey Sweety, how was work?”

“Successful. I hope.” Nina sat on Jules’ chair, taking Sofia’s hand, to check her pulse. 

“I don’t need any treatment.”

“I know. It’s a random check. Did you sleep enough?”

“Probably not. But I had a salad with chicken instead of pizza. And I’ll have another nap later when Brian is here.”

“Go home on time tomorrow to get some proper rest, will you?”

“I think I can do that.”

“Good. Anything new of the baby puppy?”

“No, everything is all right.”

“I’m happy to hear that. Especially after last night. I worried when Sara told me you’re in hospital.”

“You told her?” Sofia looked surprised at Sara.

“Yes. I knew it would take you some time until you’re done with the checks, so I asked Nina what could possible have happen to you. After all she’s a medical doctor, had the basics at one point.”

“You really worry about me.”

“About my baby puppy.” Sara smirked. 

“Of course.” Sofia blinked at her. If she wanted to let her think she didn’t care that much about her, only about the baby, it was all right. 

“You don’t believe me, I don’t bring you some dessert. Tom, could you help me, please?”

“Sure.” 

Sara got out of Jules’ arms who knew exactly that Sara didn’t ask Tom because she needed some help, she asked him because she wanted to talk to him. It was clear to all of them. Like everybody could feel, there were some tensions between Sara and Tom since the night. The FBI – LVPD problem.

“I’ve some ice cream in the freezer and fruits in the fridge. When we heat them up in the microwave, we can eat ice cream with hot raspberries.” She opened the fridge and got the fruits out. 

“Do you have some cream?”

“In the fridge too.” Sara poured some sugar over the rasp-berries and put them in the microwave. Then she turned and looked at Tom who hadn’t done anything so far. There was nothing to do for him. 

“How mad are you on a scale from one for not mad to ten for very mad?”

“Around seven and a half.”

“That’s not that good – considering that you had a few hours to cool down.”

“I’m more mad with myself that I got mad.”

Sara sighed. She was afraid something like that would happen. When she found the rose and made the decision not to call the FBI right away, she knew there would get trouble with Tom. They were on the same side of the fence, but they worked not together. 

“Tom…shit…I knew this will be difficult…”

“Yes it is and it won’t change.”

“Are you telling me you’re done with us?” Did the case kill their relationship? Or the beginning of their relationship. Was it not more than a one – night – stand? Because they couldn’t arrange their private and professional lives? 

He pulled her in his arms, his mouth close to her left ear and grumbled: “If you think you can get rid off me that easily, you’re damn wrong, Sara Sidle. Try harder.” He kissed her softly. 

Sara felt how relieved she was. She hated to admit that but the thought, that she had lost Tom because of last night, had bothered her. She liked him; more than she wanted to admit it. And she had started to regret her acting of the last night a bit. 

“The problem is, I don’t want to get rid off you.”

“That’s really a problem. You don’t have any idea how to make me leave your life?”

“I’ll try again not to cooperate with the FBI.”

“Well I’ve some bad news for you: After last night I made the decision I’ll keep my work and my private life separated. Means, if you piss me off during our job, I’ll ignore that as soon as I see you after work. No chance for a fight because you’re a stubborn nightmare again, who doesn’t do a bloody thing she’s told to do.”

“It’s called independence.” She smiled and snuggled in his arms. “I won’t promise I won’t do it again because I will.”

“I know that. You’ll have to make up for that, Sara.”

“How?”

“I’ll let you know when I know. For now get the fruits out of the microwave and I get the cream and the ice cream. There are people waiting for dessert on your balcony.”

“Right. And we need some more bowls, I heard the door, I bet there are at least two more people sitting around.” She had heard Greg’s voice and when Greg was there, Janet wasn’t far away. 

One look at her balcony told her, she was right. Even Brian was there, having Sofia in his arms, his hand on her belly, caressing it softly with little circles. There was no need to ask if he was happy with her being pregnant, he looked like a man who had everything he wanted. 

“Ice cream and hot fruits.” Sara advertised. 

“Did you have to pick the fruits or why did it take you so long?”

“Don’t be cheeky, doc. And why is my seat taken?”

“Because you were gone, I was lonely and this beautiful woman came here to rescue me.” Jules kissed Nina. 

“You got replaced.” Greg took the bowls and gave everybody one. 

“Looks like. Doesn’t matter.”

“Another one of these people who can’t take orders.” Tom said.

“I can take orders, ask Sara.”

“Yes. Greg did exactly what I asked him to do.”

“And he ignored what he was supposed to do – just like you.”

“If I have to choose between doing what Sara ask me to do and doing what the FBI wants me to do, I pick Sara.”

“Did you get any trouble for not calling agent Gellers?” Nina asked. 

“She tried but there was nothing she could do. We called as soon as we were sure it’s the blue rose killer.”

“What is a blue rose killer?” Brian furrowed his brows.

“A serial killer Sara and Sofia caught last night after the FBI was too stupid.” Greg grinned. “They are heroines. My bitches are the best.”

“We didn’t catch her, the two officers did. All we did was hiding and keeping their back free.”

“After she shot at you.” 

“What? Somebody shot at you?” Brian was horrified. Maybe he had to talk with his girlfriend about her job again.

“Greg, don’t say things like that when civilians are around.” Sofia gave Greg the evil eyes. 

“No, I’m glad he said that. Did you plan to tell me about it?”

“Uhm, no. I knew you’d worry.”

“I think everybody can understand why I worry.”

“The baby is all right, I went to Desert Palms and let it check.”

“A serial killer shot at you, you went to hospital, anything else I should know of?”

“Yes. You’re really cute when you’re angry and I love you.” She kissed him.

“Sofia…”

“Don’t try to make me stop being a cop.”

“How about…?”

“No!”

“She made up her mind Brian. I’m afraid you can’t change her mind and if you try too hard, all you’ll get is into a fight. She wears a vest, she’ll work in an office the last weeks, don’t try to keep her off the streets the whole time, her life is outside, she isn’t a pen pusher.” Jules advised. 

“I worry about my girlfriend and my unborn baby.”

“We all do.”

“I wear the vest, that’s it. Nothing happened, I’ve real great guardian angel.” Sofia smiled at Sara. 

“You say much nicer things to me than Tom does.”

“That’s because you’re nicer to her than to me.” Tom pulled Sara in his arms. “But I’ll teach you how to behave nice to your boyfriend. I haven’t figured out how to do that, but I will.”

“Good luck.” She kissed him. There were other people who had tried to teach her some manners, apparently it didn’t work out most times. In Sara’s eyes it was pretty easy to make her do whatever you wanted her to do: don’t force her, ask friendly and make her feel, it is her own decision. And maybe then she would cooperate with the FBI – or not.

4 bitches and a puppy

Sara cocked her head. She knew it wasn’t possible but right now she could swear, she saw how Sofia’s belly grew ever second. The blonde sat on the garden hammock, feet up, eyes closed, a hand on her belly. 

Quietly Sara walked to her friend, sat on her chair and put her hand half on Sofia’s belly and on her hand. 

“Hey.” The eyes of the blonde popped open. 

“Hey yourself. Why aren’t you at home? It’s early in the morning, you should prepare some lunch for your boyfriend.”

“It’s eight, that’s much too early for lunch. Besides I’m not a housewife.”

“You’re not a detective anymore either. At least not a detective on duty. How does it feel to have some time off? Did you get used to it?”

“No and I feel like I’ve swallowed a balloon, my feet hurt when I walk a little distance, my back aches all the time, I can’t sleep on my belly only my side and back, the bed looks like a whale hides under the blanket when I’m in there and I feel useless and fat. How is your life?” 

Sara had no other choice than to laugh. 

“Not funny, Sara.”

“Sorry. I can imagine your body is a little bit exhausted and not that fit anymore. And yes, your belly grows but it’s because there is a baby inside. You’re not a whale, you’re a pregnant woman. A beautiful pregnant woman.”

“If you hadn’t got an elevator, there wouldn’t be a chance for me to visit you. I can’t walk ten stories. Hell I barely manage one, leave alone two. You know I needed almost five minutes to see my mom? Second story, it’s like another universe for me.”

“Maternity leave gives you the advantage of sitting the whole day in your living room, not leaving the house.”

“If I do that, I’ll be very lonely. It’s not nice to be at home when your so-called-friends don’t come along and you have to come to their place if you want to see them. When you’re fat and slow people ignore you, don’t want to spend with you anymore.”

“That’s stupid, Sofia, very stupid.” Sara sat next to her friend, pulled her into her arms. “Jules was at your place yesterday, I was there three days ago and if you hadn’t come here today, I had come over in the afternoon. We don’t forget you, we don’t think you’re fat and slow. All we want is to give you some time for yourself, your boyfriend and the new family, you’ll have very soon.”

“If there’s a rule that says you have to leave your friends when you’re pregnant and move in with the father of your child, I’ll break this rule. I don’t want to be excluded of the club only because…my physical condition.”

“Excluded of the club? Beside the fact that a pregnancy isn’t a physical condition, I start to believe you’ve got a mental condition.”

“Probably both. It happens when you’re fat and left alone.”

“You’re a lucky woman, Sofia Curtis. If you wouldn’t be pregnant, I slapped you until your brain works again.” Sara got up. “Silly woman.”

“Where are you going?” Sofia whined when Sara left the balcony. There was her evidence, she was left alone. Sara just left her, she never did that before. 

“Inside. I’ll call a lifeguard maybe he can help you. You’re drowning in self-pity. And if he can’t or doesn’t want to help you, I’ll let you drown alone and I have my hard earned sleep.”

“Heartless bitch.” Sofia closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She could get up, she knew she could do it. All she needed was a second or two to concentrate and move her belly and the rest out of the swinging garden hammock. Could it be that the rest of her body grew as much as her belly? Her feet locked huge, she didn’t want to mention her ass, the last time she had dared to look at it, it looked like a plane could land on it.

Moaning and groaning she got up, cursed and walked inside the apartment. She expected to find Sara in the kitchen, making some coffee but the kitchen was as empty as the living room was. The door to the bathroom was open, so was the guest room door. Left the bedroom as the only place where Sara could be. She ignored the desire for a large, hot and strong coffee and went into Sara’s bedroom. 

The brunette was in bed, the blanket pulled over her head. 

“If you play hide and seek you lost. I’ve got you.”

“If you start to whine again, I’ll push you out of the room, lock the door and turn the music on so I can’t hear you.”

“You can’t push me, I’m too heavy.”


“Sofia…” Sara’s voice sounded annoyed. 

“Sorry. Blame the hormones and the fact, that I’m awake since three o’clock.”

“Can’t Brian jump you a few hours later to give you some sleep?”

“At the moment it would be more…no I won’t say that, you’ll push me out then. It wasn’t Brian who woke me up, it was the baby. Somehow my child made the decision, four hours of sleep are enough for me.”

Sara’s head appeared and she moved the blanket. “If you don’t whine you can sleep here.”

“I’ll wake you up when I leave for lunch.”

“Doesn’t matter. Come in or leave.”

Sofia kicked off her shoes, got out of her pants and climbed next to Sara. Immediately Sara’s arm was around her. 

“What will Tom say when he comes here and sees me in your bed?”

“I don’t know, we need to have a real good story to make him believe you’ve this belly not because of me.” Sara chuckled. 

“Actually…no. I’m pregnant because of Jules. But you’ll be the godmother.”

“You’re pregnant because you had sex with a man and I’m very sure Jules isn’t a man. You can’t blame her.”

“I can try.” Sofia closed her eyes. It had been a while since she had been in Sara’s bed. A couple of months. When she found out she was pregnant and needed a friend. Since this time she had moved in with Brian, stayed in his bed and Sara had Tom. Well Tom and Brian were at work, it was like in the old days, only Sara and Sofia. 

“Do you think I made a mistake?”

“By doing what?”

“Move in with Brian.”

“You and him will have a baby, I can’t see anything wrong in sharing a home.”

“I don’t know him for a long time, it was all so fast. What if it doesn’t work out?”

“You’ll give me a call, I’ll get Jules, Greg, Nina, Janet and Tom, we’ll come over and get you, the baby and your things out of his house and bring you back here. There’s a room available for you. Or if you need a second room, I’m sure Greg will make some space for you. Your old room is still empty.”

“I don’t think Greg wants me and a crying baby in his apartment. He wants time for Janet and himself.”

“Greg still misses you. But if you don’t want to go back to your old room you can come to me. I want you here.”

“What about Tom?”

“The last time I checked this was my apartment. If Tom has anything to complain about, he can go to his own apartment. End of discussion.”

“I think I stay with Brian, he’s nice and tries to do everything to make me happy. If that changes I come back to your offer. Thanks.”

“That’s what friends are for. And now shut up and sleep.”

“I love you too.” Sofia bent over and kissed Sara. It was good to have friends and it was even better that Sara was one of her friends. No matter how grumpy the brunette could be, she loved Sofia and she wanted her to be happy. And she still let her sleep in her bed. If her baby let her sleep, she would grab a few more hours of sleep. Otherwise she could do something for Sara as a thank you. God, she was a housewife!

“Sometimes I think, it’s a real waste of romance that you are involved with men and not with each other.” 

Sara opened an eye. Jules sat on the edge of her bed. She smiled when her eyes and Sara’s connect and her hands caressed softly Sara’s arm. 

“Hi doc.” Sara caught Jules’ hand and squeezed it softly. It was good to wake up and see her best friend. 

“Good afternoon. What is the blonde doing in your bed?”

“We had some hot and exhausting sex, I never had sex with a pregnant woman and she wanted to cheat on Brian, so we enjoyed ourselves until we fell asleep.”

“Who had sex?” Sofia’s head got up a little bit.

“You, Honey and you can’t deny it.” Jules hugged Sofia and kissed her cheeks. “How are my favorite mom and baby?”

“Hungry. Both.”

“Shall I order some food? What do you want?”

“Chinese.”

“You’ll get it.” Jules stroke over Sofia’s cheek, got up and left the room. 

“I’ve a boyfriend who is wonderful, a grumpy brunette who loves me no matter how mean she pretends to be and a doc who is in love with me and does everything for me. I am a very lucky woman.”

“I told you so.”

“And pretty soon I’ll have a baby. Will you be there when I’m in labor?”

All the color left Sara’s face and she almost fell backwards back in her sheets. There must have been a problem with her ears, some failure in the transmission of words between Sofia’s mouth and Sara’s ear. 

“What?”

“Will you be with me when I’m in labor?” Sofia repeated calmly. 

“Uhm…I think…that’s Brian’s job…he is the father…”

“You’ll be the godmother, you’ll take responsibility if anything ever happen to Brian and me. You’ll be like a second mother.”

“Uhm…” Sara wished for something that got her out of this. An earthquake? A spontaneous world war? 

“Sofia I like you, I really do. Please, please don’t ask me to do this. That’s not…my world.”

“Not even for me?” Sofia’s eyes got sad.

Sara put her hands in front of her face. “Please. Please tell me, you’re kidding me.”

“I’m kidding you.”

“I hate you. I really hate you for scaring me but I’m too relieved.” Sara got Sofia in her arms. “I should slap you, but you’re not suppose to slap pregnant bitches.”

“You don’t slap anybody, you’re not the violent type Sara.” Sofia snuggled into Sara’s arms. “I’m sorry for scaring you but your face was priceless.”

“There’s a reason why you have a man with your baby, the reason is he made you pregnant, he is the one you have to blame, have to scream at and curse at. Not me. I’m innocent.”

“Yes, I’ll scream at him and need you to be there because I’ll throw Brian out.”

“No, you won’t.”

“Will you be around?”

“I can be outside and come to you when you have your baby in your arm.”

“Deal. Can you smuggle in some chocolate? I’m sure I’ll need chocolate and hospitals don’t have chocolate, they give you all kind of medicine but the only true medicine is my beloved chocolate.”

“I’ll get you a bar. And a second one for later.”

“You’re a true friend.” Sofia kissed Sara. “I love you.”

“What do I have to do that you’ll tell me you love me and kiss me?” Jules came back in the room. 

“You ordered food?”

“Will be here in fifteen minutes. And I made some mouse au chocolate for dessert. Chinese food is great but they suck when it comes to real great dessert.”

“I think I turned lesbian, there’s another woman I love.” Sofia pulled Jules in her arms and kissed her on the tip of her nose. 

“If only, if only.” Jules grinned. 

“Jules, do you remember the woman with the brown corkscrew hair?” Sara asked sweet. “You might know her as your girlfriend Nina.”

“I remember her. Yes.”

“Good. Keep her picture in mind when you drool at Sofia.”

“Says the one who slept next to her for hours, had her in her bed, her arm around her.”

“Yes and I never betrayed Tom – neither physical nor mental.”

“Even worse, you could have have me and you didn’t want me.” Sofia giggled. 

“That’s why I’m the smart one, I knew it won’t be anything for long and that we’re better off as friends.”

“True. And when you’re the godmother of my baby, you’ll be a friend and part of the family.”

“Honey, you and her are already family. This group is family.” Jules smiled. 

“Sara?” Sara turned when she heard Nina’s voice. It was unusual that the profiler of the FBI showed up in the CSI lab. Sara wasn’t working a hot case at the moment, so she couldn’t see a reason, why Nina was here on business. A social stop by was an usual thing too. 

“Hey, if you’re looking for Jules, she isn’t in today. Especially not at this time.” It was almost ten in the evening, Jules should be at home – and so should be Nina. 

“She’s home, I know. I’m not here to see her, I’m here to see you.”

“Oh, okay.” She should be fine with Nina, they were friends but still it surprised Sara when the other woman was looking for her and Jules wasn’t with her. She had no idea why it was like this, they were friends for almost a year, she should relax. Maybe she wasn’t used to the fact, that there were a few more people, who liked her and not only two like years ago. 

“Not good?” Nina felt Sara’s discomfort. 

“You know me.” Sara offered a smile. At least she could joke about her behave. 

“I do. At least as much as you want me to know about you.”

“You’re a shrink, you know as much as you want.”

“I don’t try to look into your head, I don’t treat you like a patient or a suspect, Sara. I respect when you make it obvious that you don’t want me to know certain things. That’s all right.”

“I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be.” Nina came in the room, closed the door and before Sara could react, she found herself in Nina’s arms. 

“Everything alright?”

“Yes. I want it to make clear to you I’m your friend and not a shrink. Your friend is here to see you, she is on duty, yes, but most of all, she is your friend. And one day, Sara Sidle, you’ll figure that out in your  heart and your brain and you’ll be fine with me.”

“I don’t have any problems with you, Nina. I like you.”

“Yes you do but still you’re surprised when I come along to see you.”

“I’m overwhelmed by the amount of friends I have. For so many years there was nobody, then there were Greg and Jules, later Sofia and now there are so many people. But I promise I work on me.”

“I’m not in a position to say anything about your behavior…”

“You’re a shrink, you are in a position to say something about my behavior. It’s your job to read people through their behavior and you’re damn good at your job.”

“Thanks. I’m good at my work because I work hard and I’ve people who work hard too. That’s why I’m here; beside the fact that I like to see you.”

“If that would be true, you had been there today when I woke up and your girlfriend was sitting on my bed.” Sara grinned.

“I had to work.”

“Hot case?”

“Yes. And one of the reasons why I’m here.”

“I don’t have a hot case right now.”

“I know I talked to Grissom.”

“You did? Why?”

“Because I’d like to work with you. On a FBI case.”

“Since when does the FBI not have their own forensics?”

“We do but I like to do my best, do the job best and for that, I need the best people. And I need somebody I can trust in this case. I don’t mean like work trust, I mean like really trust.”

“Okay.” That sounded…odd.

“Grissom said it’s all right, you can work with me if you want. He’ll clear it with the ugly guy who looks like a weasel…I forgot his name…”

“Ecklie?” Sara bit on her lips to stay serious. Ecklie the ugly weasel. That was a good one. She had to remember that one.

“Yes that was his name. Awful guy. And Grissom will also talk to the Sheriff. It’s all up to you.”

“What’s the case about?”

“I can only tell you when you agree to help me. Sorry.”

“As you said we’re friends, so of course I’ll help you if I can. And if Grissom clears it, I don’t see any reasons why I can’t start to help you right away.”

“Thanks. Shall we go to my office?”

“It’s really official, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I need to you to talk to my supervisor too. After that, I can tell you about my case. Our case.”

“You make me curious.”

“Shall we go then?”

“Yes.” Sara put the file away, she was working on. Time for a new case. Time for a case, she had to work with the FBI. With and not against. She would fully cooperate with the FBI and the FBI would fully cooperate with her. That was something new. The only thing she wasn’t sure about was, if she wanted to work with Tom or if she preferred to have a case without him. 

The last time Sara had met Agent Geller the woman wasn’t pleased to see Sara nor was she happy with Sara’s work. It had been the blue rose killer and Sara hadn’t informed the FBI as soon as possible as she knew who was the killer. At least that was what Agent Geller said. Sara’s side of the story sounded different; the officially version. 

Now she was in the office of the tall woman with short black hair who was the boss of the FBI department in Las Vegas. 

“Agent Geller.” 

“Miss Sidle, have a seat.”

Sara didn’t need to be a profiler to know, the woman was still pissed off. That was fine with her, she’d be the same if she was in her shoes. 

“I’ll be open to you and tell you right away I’m not happy having you here. I wanted one of our forensics in the case but Nina wants you in. Apparently you’re the best. If I think of the last time we met you did a good job, but you had problems taking orders. Did you work on this issue?”

“No.” There was no reason to lie or suck up. They wanted her in not the other way around. 

“So if I’ll get you in the case, you’ll ignore my orders again?”

“We noticed the FBI as soon as we were sure, the evidence we found, was what it looked like.”

“Answer my question.”

“I take order from my boss – if I think they’re right. I won’t do anything I don’t believe is right.”

“This is a very delicate case, Miss Sidle. I can’t risk that half of the police department knows what you do…”

“If you doubt my integrity and discretion, why did you let me come here?” Sara got up. “There’s no reason for me to be here in that case. Good evening, Agent Geller.”

“Sit down!”

“Remember the order issue?” Sara didn’t stop walking.

“Sara, please.” Nina’s voice stopped her. 

“Nina, I’d like to work with you but I can’t work with people who don’t trust me.”

“Do you trust the FBI, Miss Sidle?”

Sara looked at Agent Geller. “I trust Nina.”

“What about me?”

“Why should I trust you after you made it very clear you don’t trust me, you don’t want me in the case and you think I can’t help you.”

“Did anybody ever tell you you’re a pain in the ass?”

“I got that statement a few times, yes. Got any other compliments? So far it’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me.”

“Have a seat. Please.”

Sara looked at Nina and obeyed the wish of Agent Geller. One more chance for the FBI, one more chance because of Nina and their friendship. 

“I need you to understand that this case very delicate and I need to be sure you won’t talk about it with your friends. No chat in the lab, after work or in the shopping center.”

“I don’t do that when I have any case.”

“You can’t discuss the case with anybody from the FBI. From what I know you’re…close to Agent Silverton.”

“Private business has nothing to do with work business. Agent Silverton has no idea which cases I work with LVPD.” Sara had manage to let her voice sound not angry. Her private life was nobody’s business and if Agent Geller knew about her and Tom and it was a problem, the woman wasted both of their time by asking Sara to come here. 

“The only one you can talk to is Nina and one other agent who’ll work the case with you. You report to me, only to me when nobody than your team is around. This case will be kept between the four of us, no text messages, no phone calls, no emails. Only oral report face to face.”

It seemed to be really a big case. Sara couldn’t remember that she had ever had such strict communication rules in any case. 

“Okay.”


“Where have you been?” Greg greeted Sara when she came into her apartment. Her younger friend sat on the couch in the living room because it rained, had the TV on mute and didn’t pay any attention to the news that were on. His focus was on Sara. 

“I worked.”

“You weren’t in the lab.”

“No.”

“And you didn’t catch a case.”

“Says who?”

“I was there when Grissom gave away the cases for the night.”

“He could have come to me first because it was an urgent case.”

“Or he invites the whole department to his birthday.” He shot back dry.

Sara sighed and sat on the couch, feet on the table, her head on his shoulder, snuggling into him. It had been a while that she came home and he was there. Only him. It had been a while that they had spent some time alone. 

“I’m sorry.” She said quietly. 

“What for?”

“I can’t tell you what I did last night.”

“Was it illegal?”

“No.”

“Did you actually work?”

“Yes.”

“You’ve a case on your own?”

“I have a case…” Her cell phone rang. The private cell phone. With an apologetic look she took the call.

“Yes?”

“What the hell did you do the whole night in the department?”

“A wonderful good morning to you too, Tom.”

“Yeah. So?”

“I was with Nina.”

“Who was with the boss and Wilson. You  had a little party going on?”

“Apparently you know everything.”

“Apparently you try not to tell me anything. Like the rest of the department. Whoever asks what the four of you were doing won’t get an answer. So I wonder what kind of party you had.”

“I can’t tell you.”

“Great. Thanks for nothing.” He ended the call.

Sara sighed. That wasn’t the way how she hoped to start the day. She had a case, she wasn’t allowed to talk about and a boyfriend who was pissed off because she didn’t tell him, what he wanted to hear. 

“Tom doesn’t like secrets, does he?”

“FBI agent. They want to know everything and if something isn’t their business, they get mad. I think it’s a kind of naturally behavior for them.”

“Lucky you, you sit next to a CSI.”

“A CSI gets paid to find out secrets too.”

“Yes but unless like the FBI, we only do so if we need to find a bad guy. We’re not nosy, we try to give justice to dead people. You look very alive, you’re not a bad guy, there’s no reason for me to poke around and annoy you with questions”

“Thanks.” She kissed his cheek. 

“He’ll calm down.”

“As long as he doesn’t, he can stay at his place. I don’t or need him here with this attitude.”

“So you work with Nina, her boss and somebody called Wilson. The fact, that nobody seems to know what you’re working on, tells me, it’s a very hot case. Reminds of the one case we had, when Grissom was away and Keppler was here. Remember? When he and Cath had their own thing going on and didn’t tell us much?”

“Yes.”

“I imagine you’re in a case like that and I’m sure you’ll tell us when you’ve finished the case. Until then, I’ll ask no questions.”

“Sounds like a good deal. And like I won’t take your key away. How was your case anyway?”

“Boring without you. B & E in a hotel room on The Strip. We found the thief within four hours, an old friend of us, Handy Harry.”

“I thought he serves half a year.” Handy Harry was famous within the police department. The man was way over his sixties and got picked up for theft whenever he stole something. He had no talent and even less an understanding, that he has no talent.

“He got out last week and needed money for his lady.” Greg grinned.

“His lady?”

“An old bitch – and I’m talking about a female dog. Animal control took care of her while he’ll go back to his cell.”

“It’s a shame that he can’t stop enter houses or rooms, that don’t belong to him and has to take things, he doesn’t own. I like this guy.”

“You would think after all this time in jail he knows how to do a proper job but no, he makes the same old mistakes. That makes it very easy for us.”

“Yes. It’s good to have a few easy things in life, there are enough complications.”

“Tell me about it.”

“You’ll solve it out with Tom, won’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Will you go to him or will you wait until he’ll come to you?”

“I’ll wait until he calms down. There’s no point in talking to him as long as he demands that I tell him about my case.”

“I thought you had the deal, that both of you stay out of the cases of the other?”

“Yes. Apparently that doesn’t include cases, I work with the FBI. Let’s change the topic, please.”

“All right. What will we do when we have our next night off? Do you think we can manage to get a night during the weekend off?”

“We can try. There’s a whiny blonde who thinks, we don’t love her because she’s fat and I don’t know what else she thinks, she might be.”

“The pregnant bitch is due next week, if she was tiny, I’d worry about her baby. So we try to have our last BBQ as a group of adults before our baby puppy will join us?”

“That’s my suggestion.”

“I support this idea and I’m sure, Janet will join us. There’s no doubt that Jules will be there when there’s a party with you and Sofia, what means Nina has to come with her to make sure, her girlfriends doesn’t drool too much. Leads me to the questions about a person, we didn’t want to talk about.”

“Friday night is three nights away. If Tom is still acting weird then, we’ll have a party without him. I can enjoy good company without a boyfriend.”

“That’s my bitch.” Greg pulled Sara in his arms and kissed her. And if Tom hurt his friend, he would hurt him. 

When arms got around Sara, she thought first Tom was there, was sorry and wanted to apologize. But she realized fast, the arms that spooned her weren’t Toms. Nor were the lips, that kissed her neck, his. 

“Shouldn’t you be in your office, give advice to people, who have problems and need you?”

“Who said I don’t do exactly what you said, only not in my office?” Jules turned Sara so she could look into her eyes. Eyes, filled with sleep. 

“I can’t remember I called for help.”

“I heard it through the grapevine you are in trouble.”

“You understood the rumors wrong, I’m in no trouble.”

“An angry boyfriend?”

“If he needs to behave like an idiot, it’s not my problem.”

“You’re working a case with Nina.”

“Yes and I can’t tell you about the case.”

“I know, neither can Nina. That’s all right with me, I don’t need to know what you do, I need to know if you’re all right.”

“I’m fine.”

“Tom?”

“Is pissed off.”

“How does that affect you?”

“I’d like to say in no way, the problem is you won’t believe me and probably it’s a lie. He acted like an idiot on the phone this morning, was mad that I didn’t want to tell him, what is going on, what I do with his boss. I hope he gets back to his senses and stops acting stupid. If not we’ll have a problem.”

“Would you sacrifice your relationship for your job?”

“Ordinary I wouldn’t. In this case, I see no reason for him to act like he did, so I won’t give in. Lets hope he has calmed down by the end of the day.”

“Mhm.” Jules ran her index finger over Sara’s face. She wasn’t happy to know her best friend had some trouble in her relationship. “You don’t have to tell me anything about the case, like you said you can’t, won’t, but could there be a reason why he is mad? Could your case give him any reason?”

Sara thought about it, closed her eyes, snuggled into Jules’ arms. Why did relationships have to be so complicated all the time? Was she better off when she stayed single? “I can’t think of anything. Then I have no idea what people talk. What did you hear through the grapevine?”

“A CSI works an inside case for the Feds. What means there are some FBI heads that will roll at the end of the case.”

“Heads roll all the time, sometimes for a good reason, sometimes not.”

“True. Can I help you in any way? Without that you have to tell me about the case of course.”

“Just do what you always do, be there, be my friend.”

“You’ll get that anyway. Can’t let my love alone.”

“I’m not Nina.”

“I said love not lover. You are my love, Sara. I never stopped loving you, only the way I love you has changed. Learn to live with it.”

“I learnt that already and I’m glad it is this way. You’re the most important person in my life, Jules. You still are and probably you’ll always be.”

“Aww.” Jules kissed Sara gently on the lips. “Lets run away to Vegas and get married – wait, we are in Vegas, we can’t run to here. Damn. Lets run to Reno and get married.” 

“I think it’s not legal for us to get married in Reno; just like here.”

“What a pity. I love you anyway.”

“Ditto. Wanna get up and have some…lunch with me? I need to be back in the office soon.”

“I know, Nina told me, you have to be back by three this afternoon. I brought us some salad for lunch and invited my girlfriend over if she gets out of bed in time. If not we can enjoy some more time alone and eat her food too.”

“Or invite the puppy.”

“There was a time when I had bet, that he preferred to be with us two sexy brunettes than in his bed, nowadays I’m afraid he’ll prefer his bed because he has a girlfriend and we’re not that interesting anymore.”

“Oh, we’re still interesting, he spent some time with me in the morning, was a good friend when my boyfriend was an idiot and I’m sure, he’ll check on me soon. I don’t know why you all think you have to take care of me.”

“Because you’re our friend, because we love you, because you’d do the same.”

“I would, yes.” Sara kicked her blanket away. “Come on sweet heart, lets have something to eat. I’m starving.”

“You could have eaten me.”

“I did that a few times, it was very delicious but we’re on a diet of us.”

“And what could be better when you’re on a diet than salad?” Jules took Sara’s hand and pulled her back in her arms. “Everything will be alright, Honey. He’ll get a grip soon.” Jules’ lips were on Sara’s ear when she whispered the words. 

“I know. Guys get cranky when they’re not in control. Tom will get more often cranky, I’m sure of that.” She smiled. There was no reason to be afraid that they had a serious fight, there are no reason for a serious fight. 

“Maybe I could fall for a blonde.” Greg smiled when Sofia came in the lab.

“No you can’t, you’re totally into brunettes.” She laughed. It was a little bit after nine in the evening, she had been visiting some of her colleagues. This was the last time, that she entered the LVPD with a baby inside her, the next time her baby would be in her arms. 

“Yeah but slap me if I’m wrong, but you look every day more beautiful. It’s amazing. This pregnancy is better than any beauty lotion or whatever women use to look good. You found the best medicine for yourself.”

“I’m fat, Greg.”

“You’re beautiful. Pregnant women are never fat, they’re beautiful.”

“I can place a beer on my belly, it’s like a second table.”

“You don’t drink alcohol anymore.” He got up, hugged her and pulled her in his arms. “Does Brian know you’re here? Surrounded by a lot of men who would do everything for a woman like you?”

“You mean the same men I was surrounded by for years and ignored? Yes he knows. And he knows I love him and that any other man who will come close to me, will find himself restrained on the ground.”

“I’m a man, I’m quite close to you right now.”

“You’re the puppy, you’re allowed to be close.” She kissed his cheek. “What do you have under the microscope?”

“Well former acting supervisor Curtis, why don’t you have a look for yourself?” He let her step over the microscope. 

Sofia smiled. Former acting supervisor. That was like something that she had done in another life. It felt like ages. 

“What’s that?” She had no idea what the thing under the microscope was. 

“Fish.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Do you check your meal? Sara told me there was a time you checked the DNA of a girl you met to see, if her DNA is perfect, fits perfectly to you. I’ve to say that’s very strange Greg, and I worried a bit when I heard that.”

“That was a long time ago and no, I don’t eat pufferfish.”

“Pufferfish? Apparently it has a great taste but I’m not willing to risk my life for this taste.”

“Well you’re looking at the liver of a pufferfish, the place where you find most of the venom. The amount you see is enough to kill you.”

“I’m fine, don’t feel hungry anymore. Do you have a case with pufferfish?”

“Yes. A Japanese restaurant offers ‘Fugo’ and the last guest who ordered one, is now in the morgue. According to the manage of the restaurant, the chef is skilled, knows what parts he can use, they refuse to admit, the guest is dead because of the fish he ate there.”

“Are they lying?”

“I need to talk to doc Robins and Henry. This is a part of the liver of a pufferfish we got from the restaurant, I can’t tell you if it’s the liver or the fish, that killed the man. Anyway I don’t feel like having fish or Japanese for a while.”

“You’ll have a weekend out with me – I hope.”

“The night is booked for you- and baby puppy. I haven’t said hello to my baby puppy. How are you?” Greg stroke softly over Sofia’s belly. 

“Baby puppy is fine, gave me a few kicks before, I think he or she prepares to move out. You know packs their stuff, renovate the place.”

“If baby puppy is on time you’ll be a mom within the next week. Next Thursday I should be sitting next to you and the baby puppy.”

“Yes and I hope, baby puppy is on time. Tuesday. Brian isn’t happy with the idea that we go out on Saturday, he thinks, I need to rest.”

“We won’t dance, we’ll have dinner, a few drinks and talk. Whenever you feel like you need to rest, we’ll bring you home if he doesn’t have time to be with us.”

“I know, he’s overprotecting.”

“Will he be there too?”

“He will but he is on call, means it can happen he has to leave.”

“If he has, we’ll take care of you.”

“I know you’ll do.” Sofia got up. “I’ll finish my round and go back home. Good luck with the fish.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you around.”

“Where’s Tom?” Sofia had expected to see Tom at the restaurant with Sara. 

“He’s in a snit.” 

“Why?”

“I haven’t told him anything about the case yet.”

“You’re kidding me.”

“No.”

“Idiot.” Sofia put her hand on Sara’s arm. It had been two days since Sara had started to work with the FBI. Was he in a snit since the first day? She thought he was too smart to act dumb as that. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah I won’t run after him. If he thinks he has to act like an idiot, he can do so on his own.”

“True.”

“Send him over to Nina or Jules, maybe they can help him. This sounds like there is something wrong with his head.” Brian suggested. “And we know they are good.”

“He isn’t in control, some guys don’t like that.”

“He knew you are a strong and independent woman. Plus you don’t tell him anything about the case to make him mad, you have to be quiet because you’ve been told so. As an agent, he should know that you have to obey orders.”

“I’m afraid, he doesn’t think like an agent right now.”

“Very stupid.” 

“Yes. I’m glad you’re such a sensible man.” Sofia kissed Brian. “You’re never mad – only a little bit when you find me in the bed of somebody else.”

“Yes, I’ve to admit I was a little bit angry and hurt when I found you in Sara’s arms. But you had a good explanation.”

“Of course. I mean I was stupid to be afraid to talk to you right away but hey, there’s a reason why we met at a shrink’s place.”

“Yes, two nutcases.”

“Who’s nuts?” Jules and Nine joined them. 

“Aren’t we all nuts? In some ways.” Sara grinned and kissed Jules’s cheek. 

“Well Miss Sidle, you are very crazy sometimes.”

“Thanks Doc.”

“As a true doctor, I can tell you Sara, you’re perfectly normal.”

“Thanks Nina.”

“True doctor?” Jules pinched Nina. “You ever helped somebody with a broken leg? Ever removed an appendix?”

“As a matter of fact, yes. When I was a teenager, a friend of mine broke his leg while we were hiking and I built a construction to support his leg until we came to the next village to call a doctor. And I didn’t remove an appendix but I was the assistant when a surgeon removed one. There’s a reason why I have the medical in front of my title.”

“More important than an appendix is, Nina, if our child decides to come to this world tonight, can you help my beautiful girlfriend until we’re in hospital?”

“Yes Brian. If Sofia gets her contraction I know what to do. I helped four children to come to this world during my time at university and later. It’s amazing how many children are born in a taxi.”

“I prefer a hospital.” Sofia made a grimace. “If I think labor starts, I’ll let you all know. We’ll order a black and white.”

“A black and white? What happened? Sorry we’re late.” Greg and Janet arrived hand in hand. 

“Nothing, we’re planning what to do when Sofia needs to go to hospital.” Sara informed her friends. 

“Oh, do you…?”

“No, I don’t need to go there now. I need something to eat now.”

“In that case we should sit down and order something.” Brian moved the chair for Sofia. 

“He’s a real gentleman.” The blonde sighed with a smile. 

“Keep him.” Sara sat next to Sofia. 

“I will, believe me.”

“And who made you found him? The good doctor.” Jules took the chair next to Sara, her hand stroking over the other woman’s side for a second. She had noticed with concern that Sara was here alone and planed to talk to her friend about Tom and his behavior. 

“Yeah, sometimes a psychologist isn’t that bad. At least not if they don’t act like a psychologist.”

“I think I never did that with you.”

“No, you treated me like a friend.”

“You are a friend. You’ve never been a patient.”

“And now that you’re my friend too I don’t have a good psychologist anymore. What if I need a shrink again?” Brian asked.

“I’ll give you the number of a good one. So far you’re doing good without therapy.”

“Yes. But if I had to give birth to our child, I’d be so excited, I couldn’t do it.”

“I’m afraid, ready or not, our child will come out, no matter what I’ll do.”

“And then we’ll be your babysitter.” Janet said cheerful. “I need to test Greg, if he’s good with children, I’ll keep him.”

“I’m great with children, I’ve got a godchild.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. Sara, tell her!”

“He does.” Sara smiled. “How old is Zachary now? Eight?”

“Yes.”

“The last time I saw him was when Greg and me drove to San Diego to visit him. Greg’s sister, Zachary’s mother, didn’t want Greg to spoil his godchild, so we told her we went to a museum while we were at Sea Life and Greg took the boy to the dolphin. They even had a swim. I’m sure your sister knows about the trip, Greg.”

“Yeah, Zachary told her later, she told me off, I had to wash her car the next time I was in San Diego. After that Zachary and me went to the zoo. I need to invite them to my place, there’s enough space for the whole family and you’ll meet my sister, Janet.”

“Sounds like a good idea. I’d like to meet your family.”

“That sounds like something serious.” Sara chuckled. “Greg, will you pop the question?”

“One day. Why does everybody ask me that?”

“Because you and Janet are so happy together.”

“We are. And we will be happy together a little bit longer – without a marriage.” Janet ended the wedding idea. 

“First a child, then a wedding, our group is growing up. Only Sara and me are still young and free.” Jules said. 

“You are not free.” Sara grinned. “Your girlfriend is right next to you.”

“No ring.” Jules lifted her hand. 

“You want a ring? We’ll get you a ring.” Nina linked her hand with Jules. It wasn’t a problem to get a wedding band in Vegas. 

“Okay we’ll get a ring for us and give Tom a brainwash. I still can’t believe he isn’t here. Can’t you talk to him?”

“Honey, I’m one of the bad ones too. I know all the answers, he wants to know.”

“We’ll be done with the case soon, he’ll calm down then.” 

“He better will.” Jules grumbled. If Tom would be still mad at Sara after the case was closed, Jules had to get him for a serious conversation. 

Sofia put her feet on the couch. Time to relax, time for a movie. She was tired after a walk with Brian in the park. Only half an hour and she felt like she had ran a marathon. 

“Do you want something to drink?” Brian called from the kitchen. 

“Orange juice, please. Thanks.” She took a look around. Brian’s living room was spacious with big windows. No, their living room, it was her place too. Their family home. She had to smile. In less than a year she made it from single with a paranoia of relationships to a soon to be mother in a relationship. Looks like therapy was a success. 

“Anything to eat?” He brought her the juice and had a glass for himself. He was on call, didn’t know if he could stay with her or had to leave. The last times he was on call, nobody needed him and they had the evening for themselves. 

“No, thanks.”

“Blanket?”

“Kiss?” She turned tables. 

He smiled, sat next to her and kissed her gently. “I love you, Sofia.”

“I love you too.”

“It’s so…there are no words to describe the feeling that we’ll be parents soon. I’m so excited, I want to know if we get a boy or girl, I want to see our child, want to find a name with you, want to hold the baby; and leave it with my parents and take you out for dinner – a dinner you can relax and don’t get kicked.”

“No matter if boy or girl our child is very active and I’ve to admit, I’m kind of happy when he or she isn’t in me anymore and I can move like a human again. And don’t have to run to the toilet every five minutes. Sorry.” She got up. 

“Not your fault.”

“No space for the bladder.” No space for the bladder, different feeling of balance, no chance to see her own feet, aching back. The baby had to make up for a lot. 

“Maybe I want a pizza later. What do you think of…oh, sorry.” She stopped in the middle of the sentence when she saw her boyfriend on the phone. She had assumed, he was watching TV, had start to talk to him before she was back in the room.

“What does she do?…how often?…the temperature? … all right…yes…yes…I’ll be there.” He put the phone down. The look in his eyes told Sofia he was very sorry, but there was an emergency. 

“That was a man whose retriever is having trouble. The bitch is due in two days, we expect around fourteen puppies and…”

“Go, Brian.”

“I could ask my father…”

“No, the owner called you, he wants you. I’ll be fine.”

“I don’t like the idea of leaving you alone. I can take a few hours…”

“Brian I’m pregnant, not in a life threatening situation and not a baby.”

“I know but you can’t…let me call somebody…”

“You get your things and go to the dog. I’ll be fine, don’t worry.”

“But…”

“No, go. It’s an emergency.” She kissed him. “Call me whenever you want but go. It’s important and it’s urgent.”

“All right. I love you.”

“I love too. Go and rescue the bitch and the puppies.” She kissed him one more time and pushed him out of the room. She was fine, there was no reason to worry. 

With the remote in her hand, she dropped on the couch and turned on the TV. Time for some news, she had to be informed what was happening in her city. After all she was a detective and she needed to know what the bad boys did while she couldn’t chase them. Two more months and she’d be back in business, slim, fast, in a serious mood to kick some asses. The stock report, very interesting. She could close her eyes while the man with the gray tie and the gray hair talked and…the doorbell got her out of her…thoughts. The news were over, a TV movie was on. Before Sofia could react, the doorbell rang again. Did Brian forget his keys? 

“Coming!” She got up, complained about her belly, back and feet. She needed a remote for the door too. 

“Did you forget your keys?” She asked before she had the door open?

“You never gave me keys.” Instead of Brian it was Sara who was in front of the door. She had a big box of pizza in her hand. 

“When you promise to bring a pizza every time you come around, you’ll get a key.”

“That’s blackmailing.”

“No, it’s an offer. What are you doing here?”

“Waiting for you to ask me in to share a pizza with you.”

“Sorry, come in.” Sofia stepped aside and made some space for Sara. “I’ll get the cutlery, we can eat in the living room. Brian isn’t there, he got called to an emergency.”

“I know, he called me.”

“Why? No, don’t tell me, he doesn’t want me to be alone.”

“Okay, I won’t tell you.”

“Not really? Why?”

“You’re pregnant, he’s afraid he’ll be away a big part of the night and doesn’t want you to be alone. I can understand him.”

“You wanted to have a quiet night off.”

“I don’t plan to go dancing with you. We’ll sit on the couch, eat, drink, watch some movie and that’s it. That is a quiet night with a good friend, a perfect night. Jules and Nina say hello, they’re out with Janet. Greg has to work. If they are bored they’ll come along, but I don’t think, we’ll see them tonight.”

“One babysitter is enough.” Sofia got Sara a glass with juice. 

“Do you want me to leave?”

“Yes.” Sofia grabbed Sara’s arm and held on to it. 

“Sure?”

“Yes.”

“You’re a double-bind.”

“Don’t talk like the doc or Nina.”

“Sorry, I spent some time with them.”

“So did I. A lot of time on Jules’ couch.”

“When was the last time that you were there?”

“Last week. I was shopping and on my way back home, I made a little detour to Jules’ office. I knew she was done with her last patient, so I invited myself on her couch for a little nap while she finished her books. It’s the place I met Brian, I like going there.”

“And have another session.”

“No, I really slept. Which was good because Jules had her paper work to do. She woke me up when she was done, we had a tea – not one of her strange kinds, an ordinary tea – and went home. You know.” Sofia dropped another slice of pizza on Sara’s plate. “This all started because I jumped you.”

“You tried to save my life and I made you eat sand.”

“Because I was a stupid bitch. I’ve no idea why I cared what the idiots in the department say or think about me. Even if they had been right, that Jules and me were lovers, first it’s not their bloody business and second she’s a great woman, I should have been proud.”

“You ever tell her the last part of that sentence, she’ll have a heart attack and fall for you again. The sexy blonde who always sent her away.” Sara laughed. 

“Probably. Ouch.” Sofia held her belly.

“Everything alright?”

“Yeah, baby puppy kicked me again. I tell you if he or she isn’t on time, I won’t wait for a few more days, I’ll tell the doctor to get her or him out.”

“Really? You want a cesarean?”

“Yes. I offered this place for nine months and I don’t accept a request for extension.”

“For how long did you give away your friendship to me?” Sara wondered.

“You poor thing have to live for the rest of your life with me, it’s written down in the contract for the group.”

“Is it?” Wasn’t it amazing how many rules were written down in a contract, that didn’t exist? 

“Yes, under the paragraph that you have to come along next weekend for the first coffee and cake with the baby puppy. The whole group has to be here, to welcome the new part of the group.”

“I’ll make a note in my black book about this.”

“Good. You can tell the doc and the puppy too if you see them before I do.”

“I will. And we’ll bring some presents for the new member. Baby puppy member receive gifts, it’s part of the contract.”

“Really? What’s about the mother of the baby puppy?”

“She has to make sure there’ll be enough cake and coffee.”

“Where did you read that sentence?”

“Just under the paragraph you talked about before.” Sara smirked. One day, she’d try to write all these paragraphs, they had made up so far, down, and give them to her friends. Their own ten commitments. 

“How comes that every time I leave you with my wife alone, she ends up sleeping with you?”

Sara opened her eyes. Where was she? This wasn’t her bed nor her couch…oh yes, she went over to Sofia because the blonde was alone, Brian had to work and asked Sara to make sure Sofia was all right. Did she fall asleep on the couch there? It seemed like that. And it also seemed like Sofia had slept on the couch too.

“I always end up sleeping with her because she’s so good in bed.” Sofia got out of Sara’s arms, pulled Brian closer and kissed him. “Besides you sent her to me.”

“Yes, to make sure you and the baby are all right.”

“We are all right, she did a good job.”

“Yeah, I fed them, kept them warm and made sure nobody touches them.” Sara yawned. Why was she so tired? She slept seven hours. “How are the puppies?”

“Fine. Most of them. At the end there were fifteen, four are in a critical situation, if they survive the next three days they should be fine. Dad will have a look at them later, I’ll catch some sleep before I return to work.”

“You’re a hero.” Sofia smiled. “You heard that, baby? Your daddy is a hero, he saved fifteen puppies and their mother. He’s a hero, our personal superman. Only sexier.”

“Not as sexy as my lovely girlfriend and adorable mother of my child.” He kissed Sofia again. “I’ll catch up with you later. Thanks for staying over, Sara.”

“No problem at all, I sleep very good next to your girlfriend.”

“You’re the only who’s allowed to sleep next to her. Anybody else would be in serious trouble.” Brian blinked at Sara and left the room. 

“That was a better start than the last time we shared a sleep place and he found us.” Sofia got up. 

“He gets used to see us arm in arm.”

“Apparently. I need the bathroom. Will you stay for breakfast?”

“Yes. I’ll take a little bit longer care of you. I need to be in the office around noon.”

“Right, your FBI job. Poor Greg, he misses you like hell.”

“He’ll survive.”

“I’m not here to say I’m sorry.” Tom leant against Sara’s front door, waiting for the brunette to come home. She had finished her case with Nina and Tom’s boss, they had found a mole within the FBI who gave information about cases and plans to a south American drug cartel. The woman was in custody and for Sara the case was closed. It had been her job to work the evidence, she did what she was asked to do. It was an unusual job for her, without her team, with the FBI but she enjoyed it. She liked the work with Nina and her boss. 

“I don’t expect you to say you’re sorry.” She took her keys out of her pocket. If he wanted he was allowed to come in as long as he didn’t make a scene or accuse her of anything. She didn’t need an apology, she also didn’t need him to continue playing the pout. 

Tom moved aside to let Sara open the door. 

“Want to come in?”

“Sara?”

“Yes?” She held on and watched him. 

“I’m very sorry for acting like an idiot.” 

“I thought you’re not here to say you’re sorry.”

“I am not, I am very sorry. I was an idiot.”

“Yes you were.”

“Unable to separate our private and work life.”

“True.”

“And I said a few things I shouldn’t have said. Some things that showed I don’t always think before I talk. I never wanted to hurt you, please believe me. It was…stupidity mixed with a hurt male ego.”

“What a combination.”

“Not the best one. Probably a reason why I’m better off being an agent than a profiler.”

“Your knowledge of psychology sucks big times.” They were still in front of Sara’s condo. 

“In a movie I’d be here with flowers, chocolate and I don’t know what else, I figured, you’re not that kind of woman who wants these things. The problem is I’m not sure what you want. I suck here too.”

“Not your best week.”

“No.”

“I won’t offer you again to come in, Tom.” She stepped inside, left the door open. Tom followed her into the living room. 

“You haven’t said that you forgive me.”

“I know.”

“Did I ruin it?”

“You were a complete asshole.”

“Yes.”

“A brainless idiot.”

“True.”

“Why?” 

“I…I don’t know.”

“No, that’s too easy, Tom. Try better if you want to stay inside this condo.”

“I…you had this case with the Boss and Nina and I knew that meant there was something wrong, serious wrong in the department. I wanted to know what was going on, you didn’t tell me. I’m an agent, my job is to find out secrets, you made it impossible for me to find out what was going on. That was the ego thing. Then I was pissed off because you didn’t tell me as your boyfriend. I know we’ve the agreement to keep our work out of the relationship but it felt like this rule didn’t exist because it wasn’t a LVPD case, it was a FBI case. That made it my case, at least in my world. Instead of be calm and cool, I messed it up. Big time. How mad are you on a scale from one for not mad to ten for very mad?”

“Eleven.”

“Shit.”

“Not for being mad but for being disappointed, which is even worse. Tell me how am I suppose to trust you when you go mad about something like that? Something that doesn’t affect you or our relationship.”

“Anything I can do to make up? Make it better?”

“What will you do the next time your boss asks me to work a case with the FBI and not to talk about it?”

“I won’t behave the way I did now…maybe I should have brought the flowers, the chocolate and some jewelry.”

“You can’t blackmail me, Tom.”

“As a peace offer.”

“Wouldn’t work.”

“Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?”

“You’re the agent, you want to solve secrets, find it our for yourself.” Sara took a beer out of her fridge, left Tom alone in the kitchen and walked outside on her balcony. No, she didn’t feel like making it easy for Tom. No matter how happy she was to see him here. 

“You haven’t told me to leave, so I assume I can stay?”

“As long as you don’t annoy me.”

He had to chuckle a bit. That was his Sara, the bitch. Like when they met, she snapped at him, she wasn’t nice, she made it difficult for him. The difference between then and now was, she had all rights to act like that. 

“How is Sofia?”

“She’s all right.”

“I’m sorry I missed the dinner.”

“Tell her, not me.”

“It wasn’t nice towards both of you. She’s due this week, isn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“Have you seen her today?”

“I stayed at her place last night, Brian had to work an emergency.”

He got his hands out of the pockets. God, this was hard. He had no idea what to do and he knew, no matter how often he asked, Sara wouldn’t give him any help to solve this. The only thing his questions would do was annoy her. Exactly the thing he didn’t want to do. 

“I deserve to feel like an idiot, I know that and right now, I’ve no idea what smart thing to do, so I must be an idiot. If I go down on my knees and beg for forgiveness I’ll look like an idiot and I’m sure, the last couple of days, I was enough an idiot and you don’t want any more idiot scenes with me. I could just pull you in my arms and kiss you, the problem is I can remember the first time I kissed you, the floor was hard and the pain was big. So I’m warned. The easiest way is to wait until you do a step towards me, knowing you and your stubborn head you won’t do that. So please, help me out. What do you want me to do? Is there anything I can do? Or is it wiser to leave you alone? Work on an idea what to do and come back later.”

Sara got up and walked to him. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t throw you out. Only one good reason, Tom.”

He had no reason, no reason he could think of, she’d accept when he named it. There was nothing smart, funny or wise in his head, only one desperate idea. Prepared for some pain and a disaster he pulled her in his arms and kissed her. It could be only a matter of a second or so until Sara sent him down on the floor and told him, he better would never come back. 

Instead of the pain, he felt like she kissed him back. “This is the first and last time a kiss will help you, my friend”, she whispered after a few seconds. “You ever do anything like that again, no kiss in the world will help you. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“Anything I can do for you?”

“Get us in the bedroom and lose your clothes, I missed you in my bed.”

“O-okay.” That was a respond, he hadn’t expected. 

“Sex won’t help you all the time.” Sara kissed Tom and snuggled up into his arms. 

“I’m aware of that. In fact it surprised me that you told me to get into your bedroom.”

“You weren’t here for too many days, I missed you – even after you behaved like an idiot and I thought once or twice of telling you, not to come back.”

“What made you change your mind?”

“The fact that everybody deserves a second chance. One second chance, not a third or forth, Tom.”

“I understood you, Sara. Thanks.”

“Good.”

“After I didn’t bring you any presents can I do anything else for you?”

“You can make some dinner, I feel hungry.”

“What do you want to have?”

“Spring rolls.”

“If you stay in bed, I’ll bring them to you.”

“Sounds like a nice idea but I think, I’ll get dressed and have a look what Greg is doing. He missed me the last days.”

“He isn’t the only man who missed you.”

“But he coped better than other did.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, I deserve that.” He kissed her again and left the bed. 

Her eyes followed him, how he picked up his boxers and t-shirt and walked into the kitchen. Maybe it wasn’t completely a decision of her head to forgive him but why was she supposed to listen all the time to her head? Why not to her body. And her body had it made it very clear that she wanted him in her bed. 

The cell phone rang. Maybe that was Greg, asking her over for dinner. 

“Yes?”

“Sara, it’s Brian.”

“Hey…” She wanted to ask if they wanted to come over for dinner when she realized, Brian’s voice sounded different than usual. “What happened?”

“We’re on our way to hospital, I think Sofia will give birth soon. Very soon.”

“What? Are you sure?”

“As sure as a vet can be.”

“A birth is always the same, you know the signs. Do you need anything?”

“Get your ass there, Sidle!” Sara heard Sofia’s voice from the side. “Now! We’re almost there and so is your godchild.”

“On my way. Desert Palms?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, concentrate on the street Brian. I’ll be there soon.” Sara jumped out of her bed. “Tom, forget the dinner”, she called while she dressed. “We need to go to Desert Palms.”

“Why?”

“Sofia is about to give birth.” Sara got her cell phone back and pressed the one and connection. 

“Hey Honey, how…”

“Desert Palms, now.” Sara interrupted Jules. “Hurry.” Not bothering to wait for an answer, she pressed her number two and connection. 

“Sara I was wondering…”

“Greg we need to go to Desert Palms, Sofia is on her way there. Hurry. Tom and me are leaving now.” She put the cell phone in her pocket, found the second sock and threw his jeans to Tom. 

“Time to go.”

“I’m ready.” He took the car keys. On their way out they bumped into Greg and Janet. 

“Did you call Jules?” Greg asked why they pressed repeatedly the button for the elevator. 

“Yes.”

“Okay, let’s see who’s there first.”

“How long will this take?” Greg couldn’t stop walking around in circles. They were waiting for anything new of Sofia since two hours. 

“Depends. How far she had been with her contraction when she came here, a birth can be over in half an hour or it can take up almost a day.” Nina explained. 

“A whole day? Contractions are painful.”

“Yes, she won’t feel it the way you would feel it. She has to concentrate on other things, doesn’t have the time to feel the pain.”

“I don’t want to be in her shoes.”

“Don’t worry, you will never be. You’ll be stuck with me, watch me, have to live with my curse and all the things I’ll throw into your face.” Janet embraced him and kissed him. “Sofia is strong, she’ll be fine.”

“I bet Brian suffers more than she does.” Sara put her head on Jules’ shoulder. 

“Probably. Where’s Tom?”

“Here.” Tom came into the waiting area with three boxes of good smelling pizza. “I wanted to make something to eat for my lovely girlfriend, the call stopped me so I figured I need to make up for that. Sorry Love, I know you wanted spring rolls but all I could get was pizza. I figured we’re all hungry.”

“I’m too excited to eat.” Janet sighed. 

“I have to eat when I’m excited.” Greg took a slice. “Thanks. Good to have you back, Tom.”

“You’re welcome. I try to act smarter from now on.”

“Sounds good.”

“You better do. The way I know Sara this was your first and last chance, Tom. She won’t forgive you again.” Jules smirked. 

“She told me already. I take her seriously.”

“Good.”

“He’ll organize a huge baby party, won’t you Tom?” Sara grinned.

“Whatever you want me to do, I’ll do it.”

“A huge party for Sofia and our new member of the club.”

“How comes the baby will be a member while Nina, Janet, Brian and me are left out?”

“The baby is Sofia’s baby and we don’t take partners into the club. There is this rule that says you’re not allowed to have a sexual relationship with one of the members.”

“According to Sofia – or what she said at the beginning all the time – there’s a rule that says everybody has to have sex with you, Sara.” Jules laughed. 

“This rule doesn’t exist. It was a fantasy of the detective.”

“Wishful thinking.”

“I think when she started to talk about that it was more a fear.”

“I can’t remember that I ever had sex with you.” Greg cocked his head. “And I’m sure I would.”

“No you didn’t have sex with me, Greg.”

“You missed that chance, now it won’t happen anymore.”

“I think we’ll both survive.” 

“Yes. Also I have to say I sometimes miss to wake up next to you.”

“I’m not quite sure what Janet and Tom think about that but if we go to advanced training the next time, we can share a room.”

“Objection!” Janet stopped their plans. 

“I am not a fan of this idea but I won’t tell you what to do and what not to do.” Tom said carefully. He wouldn’t risk another fight. 

“Good answer.” Sara kissed him. 

“Are you all here for Misses Curtis?” A nurse came out the floor, that was closed for them. 

“Yes, how is she?”

“She’s fine. She asks for a Sara Sidle?”

“That’s me.” Sara got up.

“Please follow me.”

“Why her?” Jules complained.

“Because I’m the godmother.” Sara blinked at Jules and followed the nurse. She had some time to get used to the idea of being a godmother and she was looking forward for her new obligation. 

The nurse opened a room door. “Misses Curtis you’ve got a visitor.” She let Sara inside. 

“Hi mommy.” Sara smiled and walked to Sofia.

“Hey godmother.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms. 

“You look happy. Exhausted but happy.”

“I am. Both.”

“Where’s my godchild?”

“Back in any second. Brian had to give our baby puppy a very good clean. Otherwise you had been scared.”

“I’m sure you won’t call my godchild baby puppy. So tell me is it a boy or a girl and the name?”

“A girl, Samantha Julia.”

“Poor Greg won’t have another male in the group.”

“As far as I know Greg he can handle women very well.”

“Yes.”

The door got opened and Brian came in. On his arms was Samantha Julia, rolled in a blanket, eyes closed. 

“The proud daddy.”

“The proud godmother.” He smiled. 

“Yes. Hello godchild.” Sara took a closer look at Samantha Julia. “Oh, she’s so tiny.”

“She certainly didn’t feel tiny two hours ago.” Sofia complained. 

“Do you want to hold her, Sara?” Brian offered.

“I’m…me…I don’t know.”

“You won’t let her fall, you won’t hurt her. Here.” He placed the baby in Sara’s arms. “That’s good. Hey Sam that’s your godmother Sara. Be nice to her, she might watch you a few times when I take your mommy out for dinner. That’s what godmothers are for.”

“I need some training first.”

“You’ll get it. Brian I think, we should call our parents now.”

“You haven’t called them?” Sara was surprised. “I wondered where they are, thought they would be with you because we didn’t see them in the waiting area.”

“No, we didn’t call them. Brian’s mother is a nurse, she had made her way right up to us and you know my mother, she  would have threatened the nurses to arrest them if they told her to stay away. I didn’t want to worry about them.”

“They’ll kill you.”

“They’ll be mad while they drive here, as soon as they see Sam they’ll be too busy with their grandchild.”

“Sounds like a good plan.”

“I hope so. How are the others?”

“Anxious to know how you and Sam are. And Jules pouted because she wasn’t asked in.”

“The nurse allows only one visitor at the time.”

“In that case I give Sam back to you and send Jules in if that’s all right with you.”

“Yes, she has to see what happened because of her.”

“I doubt she’ll feel guilty.” Sara gave Sam to Sofia and hugged Brian. “Congratulation, daddy.”

“Thanks. I come with you and call our parents.”

“My brave boyfriend. Your daddy is a hero Sam, he’ll face your grandmother.”

“Don’t make her afraid of her own grandmother, she’ll be scared of her soon enough.” Sara laughed. 

“Where is she? Where’s my baby?” Jules practically pushed Brian aside who had opened her the door to storm inside the house to find Sam. 

“Hello Jules, nice to see you, she’s with Sofia in the living room. Why don’t you come inside?” Brian chuckled. 

“You have to forgive her, she’s in love with your daughter.” Sara grinned.

“Yeah I noticed that. First my girlfriend, now my daughter. I’m not sure if I want to leave her alone with my women.”

“We’ll take care of them.” Greg promised. Today was an afternoon for their group, the official welcome of Sam to the group. That meant no non-member, inclusive Brian, were  not allowed around. 

“Thanks. I need to go back to work, if there’s anything you have my number.”

“We’ll be fine, don’t worry” Sara blinked at him and started to follow Jules. She found her best friend in the living room, Sam on her arms, next to Sofia who looked a little bit tired. 

“Hello detective.”

“Hi geek. Hey puppy.”

“The doc stole your baby puppy.” 

“She can keep her, our little baby puppy kept me awake half of the night.”

“Why? Is she not all right?” Sara looked worried at Sam. 

“She had a bad night, didn’t sleep much, cried a lot. Because Brian has to work I tried to let him sleep and spent the night with her. No fever, too early for teeth, so a bad night. Brian’s mother checked her and since the breakfast, she’s an angel, sleeps and pretends that last night never happened. Little bitch.”

“That’s why she’ll become a member of the club, she’s a bitch.” Sara gave Sofia a wrapped box. 

“What’s that? Another gift for Sam?”

“No, this one is for you.”

“For me? Finally somebody thinks of me.” Sofia opened the box. “Chocolate! An ocean of chocolate! I’ll be fat again, well I am still fat but this will bring me back to last week. Never mind, I love you Sara.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her. “Chocolate. My mother and my mother-in-law brought me only healthy stuff, you’re the first one who cares about my mental health.”

“I knew you need some chocolate.”

“I do.”

“I brought some cake.” Greg put the box with the cake on the table. 

“Did you bake it?”

“I helped Janet who baked it.”

“She’ll turn him into a houseman.” Sara giggled. 

“Very funny, Sidle.”

“It will be funny to see you in a white skirt.”

“Shut up. Jules are you still with us?”

“Mhm?” Jules’ eyes were fixed on Sam who seemed to look at her. 

“She’s in love, don’t disturb her.” 

“Yeah, when Nina sees how Jules looks at my daughter she’ll be jealous. Jules, Sam is too young for you.”

“Give her another twenty-one years.”

“You’ll be…” Sofia stopped when she caught Jules’ evil eyes. “…almost forty by then.” 

Greg and Sara started coughing. Jules was already closer to the forty than to twenty, which she had to be if Sofia told the truth. 

“Age doesn’t matter when it comes to love.”

“Whatever. But remember she has to be twenty-one, otherwise I’ll lock you up.”

“Maybe we should wait what Sam will say to this plan.” Sara tried carefully. 

“Plus the fact, that you’re allowed to have a relationship with a member and we’re here to make Sam a member.” Greg supported Sara. 

“In that case she can’t be a member.” Jules pulled Sam closer. “We need to make some sacrifices, don’t we, Sam?”

“Jules? You’re obsessed. Give me my daughter.”

“No!” 

“I’ll arrest you!”

“Why don’t I take my godchild? After all I need to say hello in a proper way.” Sara took Sam in her arms. She had visited Sofia and Sam every day and was very comfortable with the little girl in her arms now. 

“I love her.”

“We all do and she knows that, don’t you Sam? You’re a smart girl.” Sara sighed quietly when Sam smiled at her. “I know she can’t see me, she doesn’t really smile at me but it looks like it.”

“She knows you love her, that makes her smile.” Sofia took a photo of Sara and  her daughter. 

“I think she’s the best evidence that Jules and her therapy do work.”

“Wow and these words come from you, Sara.” Jules laughed. 

“I never questioned you, Jules.”

“No but you did question my work, the whole work of psychologist and therapy.”

“If it’s not you, who is the therapist, I still believe it’s bullshit.”

“You shouldn’t use words like that in front of the baby puppy.”

“Jules she’s a cop child, she’ll hear a lot worse words sooner or later.”

“As long as you don’t use words like law…I won’t complete this word.” Sofia laughed. 

“Coffee. Donut. 4-19.”

“She’s too young for a 4-19.”

“She has been to a few 4-19s already. With me.”

“Time to take a break of that. She can stay with me in the office.”

“You won’t turn her into a shrink or something like that. She’ll be a cop later. A captain My mother made the plans already. Don’t try to mess with her, Jules.”

“I’m not afraid of your mother Sofia. I know how to play people.”

“It could be an interesting duel, your mother and Jules.” Greg said. “I’m not sure whose odds are better.”

“I stick with even.” Sara gave Sam to Greg. 

“I stay out of that.” 

“And I know I’ll win. You are worth fighting for, aren’t you Sam? Yes, such a beautiful girl, you look just like your mother. Two beautiful women. I can’t wait to take you with us to Double Choc, you’ll turn the heads of all men and women.”

“Again, Jules, twenty-one years.”

“Oh come on, don’t be a spoilsport, Sofia. You can’t tell me you didn’t enter a club before you were twenty-one. That’s impossible.”

“If I did, my mother didn’t agree, so I  can’t agree when my daughter wants to go in a club. It’s illegal and as a future police captain she has to obey the law.”

“Forget the captain, we’ll make a doctor our of you. You’ll save lives, find medicine for cancer and HIV, will get the Nobel prize.”

“Or you come with Greg and me, we’ll take you to the ocean, you can swim, surf or just relax on the beach, no pressure, can do what you want. Stop planning Sam’s life, she’s not even a week and is suppose to do more than this whole city all together. Maybe she doesn’t want to work for the police or become a doctor, maybe she wants to be an actress.”

“You mean I’ll find one day a note that says, she’s on her way to Hollywood? No way! I don’t want to find my daughter on the Hollywood Boulevard.”

“If you allow her – if she really wants to go to Hollywood – to study in Los Angeles, she can try her luck while she’s studying and you know where she is, what she is doing.”

“I think, I don’t want her to grow up. She’s perfect as a baby. Come back to mommy, my little baby. You’ll stay this small and I’ll have you forever with me.” Sofia took Sam back in her arms. 

“Whatever she wants to do she’ll have four people watching her back.” Sara took Greg’s hand. “We’ll make sure that she’s fine whatever her dreams are. That’s what this group is about, making sure everybody is all right.”

“Yes, it’s three bitches, a puppy and a baby puppy now but it means still the same. Family.” Greg pulled Sara closer so that he had Jules in the same arm and put his other arm around Sofia and Sam. They were a group, a unit, family. Four bitches and a puppy. 
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