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VIVA
LAS
VEGAS

Part 1

“They sent the biggest bitch they have in the lab.“

“They sent the smuggest detective in the PD.” 

Sara had been called to a crime scene in one of the less nicer areas in Las Vegas. A prostitute had been found dead in a dumpster. The first thing she found there was Sofia, waiting for her with a toothpick in her mouth. 

“How were your two days San Diego?” Sara got her gloves out of the kit.

“I left the beach only for sleeping.”

“You left it for sleeping or for something else?”

“Yes, I slept, don’t think too bad of me.”

“Come on, you in your bikini on the beach, I bet you won’t be longer than fifteen minutes alone if you want.”

“Five.” Sofia cocked  a brow. 

“Arrogant.”

“Realist.” 

Sara smirked. She knew Sofia was right. But would never admit that. Instead of going further with this topic, she turned her attention back to the crime scene. “What do we have?”

“Female db, no i.d., no wallet. I guess early twenties. A working girl, the way she’s dressed and nobody else would walk around here.”

“Who found her?”

“Anonymous 911 caller, female voice, they’ve sent the call to the lab, it came from a public phone. I sent an officer to it, he secures the scene for you. I won’t wait for you at a telephone box anymore.”

“Thanks.” Sara ignored the hint. She had never led Sofia wait at a telephone box, she didn’t receive the call earlier. No matter how often she told that the blonde, she didn’t believe her. 

“You’re welcome. I’ll have a look around, don’t think we’ll find any surveillance cameras but you never know.”

“I’ll get started.” A dumpster case, that meant, she had to climb in the dumpster and would stink for the rest of the night. No wonder nobody wanted to join her. 

The body was on top of what looked like restaurant waste. Great, together with a lot fibers and food, Sara had good chances of DNA of people eating spare-ribs and leaving their saliva on the bones, that transferred it on the body. 

“We’ve got no surveillance, no witnesses and no signs of struggle.” Sofia came back, kept a straight face when she found Sara in the dumpster. It was obvious that Sara smelled as bad as she looked. Her jumpsuit was full with dirt of whatever was in the dumpster. She had stopped counting what different kind of food and sauces she had on her clothes. All she was trying to do was keeping her face clean. So far it worked – she hoped. 

“Nobody sees anything in this area.”

“Yeah.” Sofia cocked her head while she beheld Sara interested. “You know, you’re probably the nicest thing this dumpster has ever seen.”

Sara got up and looked confused at Sofia. “What do you want?” There had to be something wrong or the blonde wanted a favor. Otherwise there was no reason for her to say something like that. 

“Why do you think I want something?”

“I’m the nicest thing this dumpster has ever seen?”

“I said probably. Until one minute ago because now it can see me.”

“Besides the fact that a dumpster can’t see because it has no eyes, you don’t count because you’re outside and who said you look better than I do?”

“Shall we go out the next time we’ve got a night off and try who gets the most guys?”

“No. You are too old for this kind of stupid game and I am too sensible.”

“Coward.”

“Detective, concentrate on the case, please.”

“Sorry. I talked to a few girls around, they said our vic hasn’t worked the streets, at least not in this area. Nobody has seen her before.”

“This is not the primary crime scene. There’s not enough blood around. But she doesn’t look like street.”

“No, she looks upper class. It’s a little bit later now but I want to hit the hot spots later. Do you want to come with me? After your shower of course.”

“If I go this way nobody will lay a hand on me.”

“Nobody will get close to you, nobody will talk to you and I won’t share a car with you.”

“And I thought you love me.” Sara tried to look insulted what wasn’t that easy when you tried at the same not to breath through your nose because of the smell. 

“I do – when you’re clean. How much longer will you need?”

“The dumpster is full, I doubt you’ll help me, so it will take some more time. Three hours.”

“I’ll catch you in four hours in the lab, after your shower and your first report. I try to find something out about her. It would be easier with a name and an address.”

“She hasn’t been dead for a long time, four hours.”

“Probably too early for missing persons but I’ll give it a try. See you in a bit.”

“Later, detective.”

“You smell better.”

“You’re still smug.” Sara rubbed her hair dry. 

“It’s in my blood.”

“That’s what I reckon. What did you find out?”

“Nobody listed her as missing. What about DNA and fingerprints?”

“It’s all in the lab, they’re running it.”

“Good. Would be nice to have a name. Are you ready?”

“Yes. Where do we go?”

“To the crème de la crème of Vegas working girls. There are not so many high end working girls.”

“In a place where prostitution is prohibited it’s clear you make a lot of money with it. What’s the first destination?”

“We will visit an old friend.”

“An old friend?” Sara sat next to Sofia in the car. She didn’t know Sofia had old friends in the scene of working girls and pimps. The detective could surprise all the time. 

“Yes. Lady Heather.”

“Heather? This girl didn’t look like she worked SM.”

“Not as the submission part, no. But maybe she was the dominant one or wanted to work for Heather. She is anyway a good start.”

“She won’t tell you anything more than anybody else.”

“I know. But maybe she’ll tell you more.”

“Sofia, are you going to use me to get information? In a not professional way?”

“Come on, since you and Grissom are not…whatever you were…”

“A couple.” 

“Awful thought.” There was no need to pretend anything, Sofia knew about Sara and Grissom. They have talked about that often enough, even if the blonde was never a fan of the relationship. She and Sara were friends, no doubt, but that didn’t mean, they had the same taste and same opinion about everything and everybody. And as much as Sofia liked Grissom and worth shipped him as a person and a CSI, she couldn’t imagine him as a lover of Sara. The age gap was too big for Sofia’s taste and Grissom didn’t seem to be that kind of person the brunette needed to be happy. They were in many ways the same but there were some really big differences between them in the emotional area, that Sofia wasn’t surprised that this relationship didn’t work out. Sara was very sensitive, she needed somebody who paid a lot of attention to her mood and emotions.

“You’re jealous.”

“Yes I am. I’m not quite sure of whom, but that’s a thing I can figure out later. I’ll never understand why you picked him.”

“I like smart people with power. And we had this thing going on between us right from the first time we met.”

“So had we.”

“Yeah, I hated you.”

“You don’t hate me anymore.”

“No, I don’t. After I got you away from Grissom and him to pick me, I was fine with you around.”

“And now you’re both on the market again. I might try to get one of you later.”

“Maybe we don’t want you.”

“Impossible.” Sofia laughed. She knew that Sara knew she was only joking and she was happy, they could share these jokes. “I know Heather won’t tell you more than me, but we can try it anyway.” She got back to the case. 

“Yeah. I haven’t seen Heather for a long time.”

“Professional or private?” Sofia smirked.

“Both”

“Well, we’ll change that.”

“Both?” Now Sara was smirking. 

“Would you like to visit Lady Heather with me while we are not on duty? What would you like to do with me there, Sara?”

“Maybe you’ll find out one day.”

“Sounds like a promise.”

“Detective, you should concentrate on the case we’re on and get your dirty fantasies out of your head.”

“You asked if we can change that you see Heather after work.”

“You forgot there’s no ‘we’.”

“Sara, there is a ‘we’. We are colleagues. We are friends. We are crazy.”

“If Brass and Gil would hear what we talk while we are supposed to think about how to catch a killer, they’d fire us.”

“They don’t fire their best girls.”

“Are you always that arrogant?”

“Imbibed it with my mother’s milk.”

“Looks like. And it still there, like Obelix and the magic potion. But your body isn’t that round.”

“Thanks got for that. Don’t compare me to a fat comic guy. Take at least somebody nice, Cinderella for example.”

“Sleepy Beauty.”

“Now you’re talking. Let’s see if we can make Heather talk too.” Sofia parked the car in front of Lady Heather’s house. According to the cars in front of it, it was still busy. Five in the morning and people were still out, looking for some pain; giving or receiving. 

“Sex sells.”

“We might be in the wrong business.” Sara said.

“If we would change, I’m sure we would be very successful. But I think we’re perfect where we are.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” They rang the bell. It was Lady Heather herself who opened the door. Sara knew about the camera over the door, she was sure, Heather had seen them. 

“Detective Curtis, Sara, what can I do for you?”

“Good morning.” Sara smiled. “We’re here on business.”

“I didn’t expect anything else of you.” The Lady laughed warmly. 

“May we come in?” Sara had no idea why but Lady Heather made her always very polite. 

“You may.” Lady Heather guided them to a small room, offered them a sofa and walked to a cabinet. 

“Being on the job I don’t have to offer you any alcohol. Would you like coffee?”

“This isn’t a social call.” Sofia started.

“Detective Curtis, still impatience and kind of rude. I wonder why I confuse you so much. Do I scare you?”

“No!” Sofia answered a little bit too fast. 

“We’d love some coffee, thanks Heather.” Sara laid her hand for a second on Sofias and smiled at her friend. No need to get harsh, Heather wasn’t a suspect, she was a source.. 

“I thought so. Black and cream with one sugar?” 

“Yes.” Sofia had to swallow. Why did the dominatrix know how she drank her coffee? They had met once, Sofia wasn’t even sure if she had coffee at that time and Lady Heather seemed to know this little detail. 

“It’s my job to read people, detective.”

“I didn’t know you’re a psychic too. I thought you’re a dominatrix.”

“Are you distracted by that?”

“No I am not. And we are not here to talk about that.” Sara put her hand back on Sofia and shook her head. The detective was over-reacting. 

“Really?” Lady Heather came with three cups of coffee back to the table. 

“Heather, we found the body of a young woman this night.” Sara held her hand on Sofias. “She was left dead in a dumpster and we think, she was a working girl. Would you mind taking a look at a photo? In case you saw here before. We’ve no i.d. and nothing so far that can tell us who she was.”

“I certainly can take a look.” Heather smiled softly at Sara.

“Thank you.” Sara took a photo out of her kit and handed it over to Heather. 

The Lady took a long look at it. 

“She didn’t work here, I don’t think she ever came to here and asked for a job. But she didn’t work the streets.”

“No, we don’t think she did.”

“She wears pretty expensive stuff. No jewels, but she used to wear some.”

“Yes, earrings, ring, a bracelet.”

“I’m sorry I can’t help you about her identity.”

“It was worth a try.” Sara sighed. 

“You don’t need a dead body to come along, Sara.”

“I know. Thanks.”

“We’ve to go on.” Sofia got up. 

Lady Heather smiled about the almost flight of the detective. “Sit down, detective. I said I can’t help you about her identity, that doesn’t mean I can’t help you at all. You’re too impatience.”

Sara stopped herself from chuckling. 

“Are you playing us?” Sofia snapped. 

“No, I’m not.” Heather ignored Sofia’s temper. “See this?” She pointed on the skirt.

“Of course.”

“This one is a special skirt, you get it in only one shop in the whole city: SHEWEARS. They have nothing else in their shop than their own brand. The price is five hundred minimum. The most popular shop with the rich ones. That tells me your girl was either a wealthy woman but they don’t end up working this kind of job or she had a rich man.”

“A rich man who wanted to get rid off her.” Sara said. 

“Or got killed too but dumped somewhere else.” Sofia suggested. 

“You’ll find out.”

“Thanks Heather.” Sara got up. “We’ll have a look around the shop.”

“Good luck with that.” Heather got up and brought them to the front door. “Whenever you’ve got further questions, don’t hesitate to come or call. I wish you a successful night, detective. Sara.”

“See you around, Heather.” Sara smiled.

“Good bye.” Sofia was very happy to be out of the house and walked fast to her car. 

“Can I ask you something?” Sara asked. 

“Sure.”

“What is it about Heather that makes you uneasy?”

“She doesn’t make me uneasy.” Sofia grumbled. 

“Since when are you lying to me?”

“I don’t.” Sofia stopped in front of a traffic light and turned to Sara. “I…I don’t know.”

“She won’t hurt you.”

“Why does she know how I like my coffee?”

“You’re the cream and sugar type.”

“Am I? Why?”

“Well, black is for us realistic geeks, cream is for the ones who like to play and one sugar for all the fans of sweets who want to keep their gorgeous body.”

“You think my body is gorgeous?” Immediately Sofia’s bad mood was gone. She loved compliments. 

“Sofia, she won’t hurt you.”

“I know, I’m the one with the gun.”

“No need to attack her. Even if she’d tried to hurt you, I’d have been there to save you.”

“Saving is my job.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I don’t know.” Sofia started driving again. “She just….I can’t explain.”

“Well, the next time you’ll relax a little bit more. She likes you.”

“What? Why?”

Sara laughed. Sofia’s questions sounded very anxious. 

“Okay, for your sake: She likes me and she knows I like you and that’s why she likes you. Can you live with that?”

“You are making that up.”

“Yes, I don’t like you.”

“Shut up.” Sofia nudged Sara. “Tell me where to go next?”

“The next left. We can leave the shop for later.”

“It won’t open before ten.”

“I love long shifts.”

“Let’s say we go to the shop, get all the information, head back to the lab, have lunch and sleep?”

“Sounds like a date.”

“I wouldn’t connect a date with work.”

“We’ll be absolutely tired after lunch….turn the next right, please…what do you think of, we get some food and eat at my place? After that you can drop on the couch and don’t need to drive.”

“Sounds perfect to me.”

“Chinese?”

“I love cookies.”

“Yes, you can have mine too.”

“I love you too.”

“Tell me something I don’t know. At the end of the street left.”

“Who’s the smug one now?”

“Who’s right?”

“You. For both.”

“As usual. All right, here we are. SWEETEST LADIES.”

“You’ll stay right by my side, I don’t want to lose you in there. I’m afraid the first guy will grab you because you fit perfect to this club when I see the name.”

“Stop it, Detective Slimy.”

“Some women can’t take compliments.” Sofia grinned and got out of the car. 

“Two thousand dollar for a top?” Sara stared at the shop window. They couldn’t be serious, they must have printed one ‘0’ too much. At least. 

“Sara, Sara, that shows, you’ve no idea of fashion.” Sofia looked at the top. “It’s not two thousand dollar for a top, it’s two thousand dollar for a lifestyle, for a statement.”

“What statement?”

“Look I paid two grants for an ugly top!”

“Oh.” Sara had to laugh. For a moment she had thought Sofia was serious about the top. The detective had an expensive taste for suits, it was rare to see her in anything else but two grants for a top? An ugly one. 

“Come on, maybe we’ll find something we like.”

“Even if we do we won’t afford it.”

“A pair of socks?”

“In other shops you’ll get one of your snobby suits for that money.”

“Don’t mocking me for my suits, Sidle.”

“One day, Curtis I want to see you in sweat pants, an old t-shirt and sneakers with holes.” Sara opened the door to let Sofia in the shop. Now she could see where they got the huge prices from; they didn’t use much material and what they saved on that, they added it on the price. A good way to make a lot of money. 

“May I help you?” A woman in her thirties came to them. Her face showed clearly that she would prefer to help Sara and Sofia to find their way out of the shop ASAP. Did they look that bad? Or too poor to afford the clothes? 

“I bet you can.” Sofia grinned. She had caught the glimpse of the woman at her badge. No need to play. And she didn’t like to play with people she didn’t like.

“I am detective Curtis, that’s Miss Sidle with the crime lab. We’re looking for a black skirt with silver stones on it that look like diamonds.”

“Little sparkling secret.” The little golden pin on her top said AIDEN. Sofia wondered if Aiden only didn’t mentioned her name to the police or if she never introduced herself. But probably it was because Sara and Sofia weren’t clients and meant trouble. 

“What?”

“The skirt you’re looking for is called ‘Little sparkling secret’.” The shop assistant was serious when she said that. They gave their skirts stupid names. 

“How many of them do you sell?”

“A day?”

“Let’s make it a month.”

“Ten.”

“How much are they?”

“Only five hundred. It’s the cheapest skirt we have.” 

Sofia resisted to ask how much the most expensive one was, but she afraid she’d start to laugh because of the price. 

“Did you sell one to her?” She held the photo of the victim out

“I don’t think this woman can afford our clothes.”

“She’s wearing one of your – cheapest – skirts.”

“Yes, she is. But I doubt she bought it herself.”

“Did you see her in this shop?”

“No.”

“Who else works here?”

“We’re four. The first one starts at nine in the morning until four. The second one at two until nine and the third at four until eleven in the evening. One is having a day off this way.”

“We need to talk to your colleagues.”

“Do you really think that’s necessary?”

“Do I really think it’s necessary? Let me think, I’ve got photo of a young woman in a dumpster, what means, she must be a little bit dead because most people alive don’t sleep in dumpster. The last time I’ve checked killing people was against the law in Nevada, in fact, in the whole US, so yes, I think it’s necessary. If you don’t share my opinion I’m afraid I can’t change your mind but I can close down your shop for a few hours and invite you to come with me downtown.”

“I can give you their names and their telephone numbers.”

“Now we’re talking.” Sofia smiled wide. 

The woman turned and walked to the back of the shop. 

“Who’s the bitchy one?” Sara asked dryly. 

“She is.”

“You’re better than her.”

“I’m always the better one.”

“Are you?” Sara cocked her head.

“Yes. There’s only one exception: You. We are even. That’s why I like to work with you, I’ve to go to my limits to be not the second best.”

“You’re weird.”

“You are standing in a shop that wants your monthly pay for a handbag, you call me weird?”

“You’re here with me.”

“Kick some asses.”

“You do that perfectly.”

“I do everything perfect.”

“Oh come on, Smuggy.”

“Smuggy? What’s a Smuggy?”

“You. It’s another word for Sofia.”

“Here are the list with the information you want.” The woman handed a little sheet over to Sofia. 

“That’s something we can work on. Thank you very much, Aiden.” Sofia put the sheet in her pocket. “Oh, we might be back for more questions, please stay available, will you?” Without waiting for an answer the blonde turned and walked away. 

Sara smiled shortly at the shop assistant and followed her colleague and friend. 

“The next time you’re in that shop she’ll stab you with her high heels.”

“Working in a slut shop doesn’t mean she can handle heels. But I’d love her to try. I’ll get you back in the lab, catching up on the evidence, I’ll make some calls to get these three ladies in front of our eyes today and come back to get you for lunch.”

“All right.”

“Shall I get the one who’s off today to the department at eight and we’ll go over and see the other two in the shop before nine? This way we might have a look who is shopping there.”

“And if we’re really lucky one of the shop assistants can remember her and the man who paid for the skirt is in the shop while we are there.”

“That’s too easy.”

“Sometimes easy is nice.”

“Yeah, but the satisfaction is bigger when you win a difficult battle.”

“This is war?”

“Honey, life is war.” 

“I’m starving.” Sofia literally dug into her food, her wet hair from the shower carelessly pulled back in a ponytail. 

“I can see that. Looks like the lioness is getting fed.”

“Lion queen.” She snuggled into the couch. While Sofia had taken a shower Sara had prepared their lunch. With their take away Chinese food it wasn’t that difficult, all she did was getting some bowls, chopsticks and something to drink. 

“The only thing I don’t like about Chinese food is, beer doesn’t really fit to it.” Sofia took a sip of her juice.

“Rice beer?”

“Are you sure that’s good stuff?”

“I don’t know, we can try the next time.”

“A beer testing night? We’ll hit the liquor shop and buy all the different kinds of beer we don’t know.”

“And after that we’ll go to a clinic for detox.”

“You’ve got an amazing way of destroying funny plans. You must have been very popular in college.”

“I was a party girl, absolutely.”

“Yeah sure. Geek.”

“Smuggy.”

“You know calling me self-made pet names is like flirting, bear in mind what you are saying, Miss Sidle.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, Miss Curtis.”

“Detective Curtis.”

“Get your lieutenant.”

“Become a supervisor.”

“And work directly under Ecklie? Handle all the paper shit? No thanks, I prefer to work the scenes, write my reports and that’s it.”

“With you being a supervisor you could send yourself to all the scenes I am.”

“Why would I do that?”

“You like working with me.”

“Smuggy.”

“You can call me whatever you want, it doesn’t change anything of the fact that I am right.” Sofia smirked and leant back, the box with her food in her hand.

“Sure. Tell me more about San Diego.”

“Time was too short to see anything of the city, but I had a lovely apartment not too far away from the harbor and as I said before, spent the whole day on the beach. A little bit of swimming, a lot of reading, relaxing. Beach holidays in two days.”

“And an apartment for free.”

“That’s the benefit of house exchanging.” Sofia had registered her apartment on a web page for house and apartment exchanging. Meant, while she was in San Diego enjoying the beach, a couple was in Las Vegas enjoying her apartment. 

“Doesn’t it feel strange to go somewhere with the knowledge a stranger is in your apartment, sleeps in your bed, uses your shower? And you do the same in somebody else’s apartment.”

“The first times it did, yes. But you have some contact with them before via email and can call them, so it’s not a totally stranger and you meet each other at one place. They came over in the afternoon before I went to my last shift, we exchanged keys and I flew to Diego the next morning.”

“Sounds nice and easy but I prefer not to let somebody in my apartment. Not somebody I don’t know.”

“There’s nothing valuable.”

“No, that’s all here.” Sara smiled. She had taken a box with Sofia’s most important paper work while the blonde was away. 

“Yes, thanks for that again.”

“You’re welcome. Leave it here for your next trip if you don’t need it.”

“Won’t be that long. Which reminds me: Can you take a week off?”

“What?” Sara looked at Sofia blank. Why should she do that? 

“Can you?”

“Why and when?”

“Next month.”

“Why?”

“Waikiki beach.”

“What?”

“As you might be aware of, gambling is illegal in Hawaii, why a lot of Hawaiian come over to Vegas, in fact, there are plenty of direct flights from Honolulu to here. A couple from Waikiki contact me about my apartment while I was in Diego and asked if I’m interested in spending a week in Waikiki while they stay in Vegas. They’ve got a little house not too far away from the beach in Waikiki.”

“I don’t need holidays to take care of your stuff.”

“I know. I would like to have you with me in Waikiki.”

“What? Why?” Now Sara’s face was full of surprise. Why did Sofia want her to be with her in Waikiki? 

“It’s nicer with a friend.”

“You don’t need me to get guys in your room. I really doubt you’ll stay lonely.”

“Sara, I don’t want any guys in my rooms, I want to have a week on the beach, on Waikiki beach, one of the most famous beaches in the world, and I’d like to have a friend with me. Until now I thought we are friends so I didn’t see any problems in asking you if you want to come with me. I mean, there’s no way you’ll get a week on Hawaii cheaper than that. We can rent a car and explore Oahu. I didn’t think it’s a problem, but you don’t have to come with me, it’s all right.”

“I’m sorry.” Sara shook her head. “I didn’t mean to react like that. I was only surprised. You don’t get the offer to fly to Hawaii daily.”

“There are daily flights.”

“You know what I mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you don’t offer me daily to fly with you to Hawaii, nobody has ever offer that to me. So if I’m allowed to answer after I’ve turned on my brain, it would be appreciate.”

“I listen.”

“When will we fly?”

“That’s my girl.” Sofia grinned. “We’ll be the number attraction on the beach.”

“Will we?”

“Sure.”

“Will we watch the sunset every evening?”

“You bet. And maybe we can make it to sunrise one morning.”

“You? Getting up early? Before that happens hell will be frozen.”

“I love your confidence in me, Sara.” Sofia sulked.

“I know you do.” Sara got up, took their plates and the empty boxes.  “I’ll hit the shower, have a good sleep.”

“I will. Your couch is perfect.”

“My bed is even better.”

“Is that an invitation?” Sofia cocked her head. 

“No.” 

“Pity.”

“I’ll wake you up when I’m awake.”

“I might gone by that.”

“You, my dear friend, are likely to sleep until shift starts if I don’t wake you up.”

“Call me sleepy beauty.” 

“Sleep tight and don’t let the bedbugs bite.” Sara blinked and walked out of the room. Time to get some sleep, they had to start working earlier to talk to the three women of the shop. 

Part 2

They talked to the shop assistant, who had the day off, but couldn’t get any information. The fingerprints of the dead woman weren’t in any database and no witness showed up. The fingerprints Sara lifted from the public telephone were full of matches to people in their databases, but none of them was a female. They could only assume it was one of the working girls and Sofia was thinking of going back to the place tonight, talking to all girls she saw in case she recognized the voice. 

The next shop assistant was also no help, Sara began to suspect that they all said they didn’t know anything to protect somebody, but the last one proved her wrong.

“She was here with Keane.”

“Keane?” Sara asked.

“You mean Keane? The Keane?” Sofia seemed to know who Keane was. A casino owner? A politician? A celebrity?” 

“Yes.”

“Who is Keane?”

“Self-made millionaire. He moved to Vegas last year, or at least, he bought a villa here. Quite successful with electronics.” Sofia explained. “You didn’t hear of him?”

“No.”

“He’s all over the tabloid.”

“I don’t read that stuff.”

“Of course not. Misses Deadon, when was Keane here with the woman?”

“That must be two weeks ago.”

“Is he a regular?”

“Yes.”

“Is she a regular?”

“I haven’t seen her before.”

“Have you seen her here after that day?”

“No.”

“How often is Keane bringing new women to your shop?”

“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.” The right term was, she didn’t want to tell her. She could if she really wanted. 

“That’s alright. He’ll change them quite often when I remember the last magazine right. Did they buy anything else?”

“Usually Keane buys one piece every time.”

“He pays cash or by card?”

“Cash. Always.” Smart guy. He left less traces this way. 

“How did they acted?”

“He was smooth as always, she was excited, running around the whole time and couldn’t make a decision. I think she hasn’t been in a shop like this before. At the end he made the decision for her.”

“Has he been here since that day?”

“Not that I know.”

“All right. Thank you, Misses Deadon, we might come back to you.” 

They left the shop with a success and a new name. Maybe their first suspect. 

“Tell me, who is Keane? Why do I have to know him? This city has some millionaires.” Sara said when they were on their way back to the car.

“Because he’s young, successful, sexy and available. Unfor-tunately he knows that and uses it.”

“Sounds like somebody I know.” 

“He’s richer than I am.”

“Who said I was talking about you?” Sara laughed. 

“The description fit perfect. Young, sexy, available, successful.”

“Smuggy.”

“Yes?”

“Being an obvious big fan of him you’ll know where he lives.”

“You bet and I’ll drive us there. Oh dear, oh dear, I’ll go to Keane’s house, I’ll see his villa. It’s late, he might be in his night clothes…if he wears something in bed.”

“Maybe I should ask Brass if he wants to come with me.”

“Forget it, you’ll have to go there with me.”

“That can be a long night.”

“And you can spend it with me.”

“Uh-hum.” Sara sigh with a smile and dropped herself on the passenger’s seat. She could handle Sofia, no matter what the detective was up to. And she was working, no matter how much she was joking around with Sara, as soon as they’d be with the man, Sofia would be cop through and through. 

They left The Strip and took off to the nicer areas of the city. North-west Vegas, the area where the rich and famous lived. This comedian who was on stage in the Mirage lived somewhere here. Sara had been to his neighbors house one night because of a B & E. What was his name again? Some guy over fifty who suddenly needed a young lover instead oh his wife. 

“I asked for a week off.” Sara remembered out of the blue.

“Good. What did Grissom say?”

“He was speechless for a minute, asked if I can repeat that question, started to laugh and said yes.”

“Perfect. We’ll fly to Honolulu. You might become Miss Waikiki.”

“I thought I can’t win against you.”

“Sara, I’d never try to win this show when you join it. There won’t be any competition between us. Competition ends to often in fights and that destroys friendship. I like you too much to risk that. Our friendship is more worth than Miss Waikiki.”

“And of course you would win.”

“People do prefer blonds.”

“You’re not a true blonde.”

“That, Sara Sidle, was mean!” Sofia held her heart. Nobody could see that she wasn’t a true blonde. Sara only happened to know that because they were close friends. 

“It suits you.”

“I’d say I’m blond by heart but that doesn’t sound good for me.”

“No.”

“So I won’t comment on that. All I can tell you, I look gorgeous as a brunette as well. Even as a black one. It’s all about my great blue eyes.”

“Narcissist.” 

“Realist. But enough of me. We’re at Keane’s place anyway.” Sofia stopped the car in front of a huge iron gate. Sofia bent out of the window and rang a bell. A few seconds later a voice came out of the speaker.

“LVPD, we need to talk to Keane, please.”

“In which matter?”

“I’d love to tell that to himself.”

“Come in.” The gate opened and Sofia drove through. 

“An electric gate, I bet he has a butler.”

“You bet.”

The villa was three levels, all in white and a dozen balconies. Sara counted five windows with light. Keane had company or was in a big room.

They stopped the car in front of the door and walked up the stairs to the front door. Before Sofia could knock, the door was open from the inside. An old man around sixty appeared. The Butler Sara had talked about. 

“Yes?”

“Detective Curtis LVPD,  Sara Sidle with the crime lab. We need to talk to Keane.” She showed her badge. 

“Please follow me.” He led them to a room that looked like a salon. Old furniture, a faked log fire and some drinks. 

“Keane will with you in a second. Have a seat, please.”

“Thank you.” Sofia walked in the room and started to look around. 

“Huge place. Is he living alone?” Sara paid some closer attention to a paint on the wall. 

“Good question, there’s no cohab listed.”

“How much do you know of him?”

“A few things.”

“Why?”

“I’m interested in many things.”

“What things are you interested in, detective Curtis?” Sara was surprised. If that was Keane, he was young. She guessed him of under forty, maybe in the middle of his thirties. He was tall, had short black hair and the greenest eyes she had ever seen. His smile showed white teeth and she asked herself why a man like him needed prostitutes. He looked like he could choose all the time he went out of the best women in town. 

“Besides me.”

“I’m interested in your women.”

“That’s a shame, I hoped you were more interested in me.”

“Both.”

“That, on the other hands side, sounds interesting and promising.” His eyes laid on her and a smug smile was around his mouth. At least in that he and Sofia were the same. “And Sara Sidle with the crime lab. How is Catherine Willows”?

“You know her?” Sara was surprised.

“I wouldn’t say it that way, but I know who she is. Sam Braun’s daughter. But enough of that, what can I do for the LVPD?”

“Do you know this woman?” Sofia showed him the photo of the dead woman. 

“If I wouldn’t know her, you wouldn’t be here. Somebody told you I know her. And from this photo and you, being a homicide detective, I assume, she’s dead.”

“Why do you know I’m homicide?”

“The photo? It’s a photo taken in the morgue.”

“Oh.” He was good. Most people paid no attention to the background of the photo. They saw the woman that that’s it. 

“So yes, I do know her. Or did know her seems to be the right term now.”

“What is her name.”

“Cassey. Or at least that’s what she told me.”

“You bought her an expensive skirt and don’t know her name?”

“Expensive? That depends on your account. I like to make the women I spend some time with, little presents. What their names are, I don’t care. They come into my life, they vanish, you needs to know names for a few days, detective Curtis?”

“How many are a few days?”

“Let me see. With today it should be twenty-three.”

“When was the last time you saw her?”

“Yesterday. In the morning. I left at seven and she was still sleeping.”

“You know what she did yesterday?”

“My butler told me she left around noon, I guess she went to her place, you need the address?”

“Yes, please.”

He took a notepad and wrote down an address, handed the paper to Sofia and made sure their hands would touch. 

“Here you go, detective.”

“Thank you. Mister Keane, I need you whereabouts for the last night. Between ten and four.”

“We had a party here.”

“Who is we?”

“One minute please.” Out of his pockets appeared a mini computer. He started to press some buttons, tipped some words and put the computer back in his pocket. “Maurice will bring you the complete list. The mayor was here, he and his wife arrived around nine. Between ten and three I was here, the last guest left at quarter past three. I went to bed after that. Alone, in case you’re interested, detective.”

If he had an alibi until quarter past three he couldn’t be the killer. Well, she wasn’t killed in the dumpster, he could have killed her here and sent somebody to dump the body. Or told somebody to kill her. With his money it shouldn’t be a problem.

“The LVPD is interested, Mister Keane. You know I’ll have to talk to some of the people. They need to verifier your statement.”

“Of course you do. Like you’ll consider the fact that I could have hired somebody to kill her.”

“Yes.”

“Nothing I can do to prove to you that I didn’t. You’ve to take my word.” He smiled. 

“Do I?”

“Why should I lie to you, detective Curtis?”

Sofia held up the photo. “I call that a good motive.”

“And why would I want her dead? She gave me quite some fun.”

“You got bored?”

“If I get bored of a woman, I don’t kill them. I just don’t let them into my house anymore. Killing makes too much of a  fuzz.”

“You are very arrogant, Keane.”

“So are you, Sofia.”

“Detective Curtis.”

“I’m sorry, detective.”

“Would you mind if we have a look around?”

“Do you have a warrant?”

“Do you have anything to hide?”

He smirked. “I like women with a certain strength. They are challenging. I’m sorry, detective, without a warrant, I can’t let you walk around.”

“What a pity.”

“I could give you a private tour when you’re off duty.”

“Thanks for the offer, but no thank you.”

“If you change your mind you can call me at any time.”

“I don’t have your number.”

“You’re a smart detective, you’ll find it out.”

“And end up with one of your servants.”

“I’ll give the order to pull you through.”

“Thanks. We might be back.”

“I look forward to meet you again, detective. Miss Sidle, it was my pleasure.”

“Yeah.”

“May I bring you to the door?”

“Sure.” They let him bring them to the door. The butler, who seemed to be Maurice, handed a list over to Sofia. 

Without saying a word they left the premises. The gate opened in front of them and closed itself as soon as they were out. 

“You think he lied?” Sofia asked.

“He’s very smooth.”

“Yeah. I can’t see a motive why he should kill her. As he said, he can kick her put and she’s out of his life.”

“Maybe she saw things she wasn’t supposed to see.”

“Maybe. He has a file, a thick one. They never caught him but I’m sure he isn’t innocent.”

“Innocent? The way he flirted with you? No.”

“He did, a little bit.”

“A little bit? I could have stolen the entire furniture in the room, he would have not noticed that. His eyes were on you, all the time. He undressed you and had you in his bed, the kitchen floor and the pool.”

“Really? You see interesting things. A very dirty fantasy.”

“It was obvious.”

“Jealous?”

“No.”

“Good. He’s  a person of interest. I’ll check on him. Hundred people around, not too difficult to slip away for a few minutes, I bet the party was not only in one room. Otherwise, there are plenty of people working for him, one might be the right guy for a little murder. Some money and your problem is gone. I’ll check his employees and people he works with. We might find a name that pops up on a list of assassins. He won’t hire an amateur, he likes to be surrounded by professionals – in each area it seems.”

“Everything is done with enough money and he seemed to have enough money. Besides, he knew who Cath’s father was, Sam Braun wasn’t an innocent man, I bet he let people kill. They might share some friends who offer trips to the desert the Vegas style.”

“Exactly.”

“Was there any DNA on the body?”

“Only hers.”

“We’ve got a vic with a bullet in her head. When we find a gun, like the one she was killed with, in Keane’s possession, we might get a warrant. He was with her for three weeks.”

“He slept with her, he wasn’t with her.”

“Whatever. He should know something. A man like Keane won’t let a woman in his house without checking on her. He knew my name, I never mentioned it. I bet he checked on us while we drove to the house and waited in the salon.”

“He knew I’m Miss Sidle and nor Misses.”

“You don’t wear a ring.”

“In our job? You do that for few days and then you find out, it’s in your way all the time.”

“He might have checked on you too.”

“I don’t like the idea that he can see my file, it shouldn’t be public.” Sara didn’t want to think of what else he might have found out about her. Her private life was nobody’s business. 

“I bet he can see every file, he’s into computer.”

“In that case we shouldn’t write our reports, not if we consider him as a suspect…you think he can break our security walls?”

“His company develops security systems, he knows how to break them. Wouldn’t it be funny if his company made them? In that case I bet he can read every line of every document we’ve on our computer.”

“The lab shouldn’t have a program from a company who’s owner has a thick file…I’ll write my report on a computer not connected to the internet and print all copies.”

“Paranoid?”

“Careful. I don’t like him.”

“Not?”

“He’s even more smug than you are. And too smooth. Something is wrong with him.”

“He flirted with me.” Sofia chuckled. A millionaire, a young, good looking millionaire, flirted with her. What a pity that she was on duty. 

“As I said, something is wrong with him.”

“Hey, you can be Miss Waikiki, I’ll be Misses Rich.”

“You’ll be one in a million and I’m not talking about dollar.”

“I know. He’s too easy to have, no challenge.” As interesting and flattering the interested was, Keane had shown, Sofia knew, she wasn’t somebody he was really interested in. It seemed like there was no women on this planet he was so much interested in that he stopped fooling around. 

“You are a challenge for him.”

“You want to bet he’ll lose.”

“I hope so.”

“He will.”

“What if, if he’s innocent?”

“I’d be still one in a million. I don’t like to be another number, I want to be special.” Sofia cocked her head. “Am I special to you?”

“Nah, I let everybody sleep on my sofa.”

“That’s why it felt so worn.”

“Like the other side of your bed?” Sara countered. 

“That side is like new and has been cold for a long time. It’s about time that it will be used again. What are you doing tomorrow morning?”

“Not sleeping in your bed.”

“We don’t have to sleep, I know some other things to do.”

“That’s sexual harassment, detective.”

“It’s only harassment if you don’t want or like it, investigator. And maybe I was talking about a hot game on the Playstation.”

“Smuggy.”

“Yes dear?”

“Shut up and drive.” Sara nudged Sofia.

“You were interviewing Keane?” Cath asked Sara a few hours later. It was obvious the reddish blond CSI was very excited about that. What was it that everybody seemed to have with this guy? Had Sara spent too much time with Grissom that she didn’t see social and humanly things anymore? 

“Yes.”

“How did you manage to get through to him?”

“We drove to his villa, rang the bell and went inside.”

“I never thought he would let anybody in his house without an appointment.”

“We came in. By the way, he knows you, or at least, he knows who your father was.”

“I’m not surprised. Probably he and Sam shared a few friends. I wouldn’t mind meeting him. Can you take me with you the next time?”

“To be one in a million?”

“The one?”

“I don’t think he’s looking for the one.”

“You want him for the murder of the girl?”

“I don’t want him to be the murderer, but he spent the last three weeks with her, he’s the only one we know, who knew her. Apparently she left his villa yesterday around noon while he left in the morning and she wasn’t invited to his party in the evening. What doesn’t mean, she wasn’t there and he killed or ordered to kill her.”

“He had his lawyer around?”

“No, he’s too arrogant for that. We were no threat to him; in his eyes. Sofia is checking his alibi. Our mayor was at the party.”

“Keane made damn sure he had some important names around him.”

“How much do you know about him? It seems like I’m the only one who hasn’t heard of him.”

“Makes his money with electronic, develops security programs, computer systems, games. All the things you make a lot of money within no time. Age thirty-seven, single, surrounded by women all the time, never married, engaged, no serious relationships. He loves women, especially blond ones, young, he loves fast cars, poker and traveling.”

“That he is fond of blondes was obvious, he was trying to flirt with Sofia.”

“What did she do?”

“Told him off.”

“I bet that wasn’t easy.”

“He’s not that special.”

“He is, Sara, he is.” Cath smiled and walked away. 

Sara shook her head. What was special about this guy? He had money, nothing special about that. His company was successful. He wasn’t developing the gadgets they made, he was a in his office. He was good looking? Was he? He certainly was what the public called good looking, but there was nothing special about him. He was arrogant. All in all he was nothing special to her. Just an ordinary guy with a lot of money and overestimation of his own capabilities. 

After checking on her traces and DNA she made the decision to walk over to Sofia. 

“Sara?” Grissom stopped her.

“Yeah?”

“About your case…”

“Don’t tell me you take it away because a street girl isn’t important enough.” She hated it when she was pulled away from a case because it seemed to be a second or third priority. A dead hooker wasn’t as important as a B & E in a house of a banker.  

“I would have but then you found a connection the Keane.” Again this name. What was he? The God of Las Vegas?

“And?”

“Do you think he’s the killer?”

“I’ve no evidence, no hard evidence, that says so.”

“What do you think?”

“He has the capability to kill somebody, to let somebody kill, he had this party with important people as an alibi. There was no trace on the vic, what means, whoever killed and dumped her in the dumpster, knew what he was doing. A pro. Keane has the money for a pro, but I can’t see a real motive for him to kill her. If he’s sick and tired of her, just send her away, it seems like he does that with women on a regular bases. No need to kill. Only if she saw, heard or did something that could harm him.”

“I doubt he lets his women near to anything important.”

“So do I.”

“Are you alright with the case? Do you need some help?”

“We’ve got nothing to work on beside his alibi. I couldn’t find any previous address of her, nothing. Only the thing Keane gave us, a motel, we’ll go there later. She was listed there since four weeks, there’s nothing about her life before. She signed in with a name nothing comes up with. Not even a visa and she had an Eastern Europe accent. When you only see the paperwork, she never existed in the States.”

“She must have come here somehow. Maybe you should talk to your witness again, let him talk a little bit more about his former girlfriend.”

“I can invite him over for the afternoon.”

“He’ll bring a lawyer.”

“Probably.”

“Give me a call if you need something, will you?”

“Sure. Thanks.”

The first thing she noted at Sofia’s desk was a huge bunch of roses. 

“Wow.”

“That’s what I said.” Sofia appeared behind the flowers.

“Yours?”

“Don’t look so surprised, some people do like and appreciate me.”

“Looks like.” Sara started to count the flowers but stopped after the first dozen. 

“Fifty.” Sofia helped out. 

“Wow again.”

“Yes, you haven’t asked the obvious question yet.” The detective grinned.

“I don’t have to, I know the answer myself.”

“Do you? How?”

“I saw him seeing you in nothing more than a bed of roses.”

“I hope without thorns.”

“Sofia, you know you can’t keep them.”

“I know, I’m not into roses anyway. He forgot to check that. I’ll keep the card and that’s it.”

“The card?”

“Keane wrote his cell phone number on the card. We might need that later.” Sofia smirked. “And now that we are talking about him: Keane’s alibi checked out so far. I haven’t reached everybody but I talked to the mayor, his wife and some other people from the list. They all confirmed he was there and couldn’t recall any time at the evening they were looking for him and couldn’t find him. Which still doesn’t mean he didn’t slip out somehow. You don’t look for your host the whole time.”

“Grissom suggested we should invite him to here.”

“Yeah I think I’ll get us an official appointment with him for the late afternoon. I hope we’ve got a room big enough for all his lawyers.”

“He has no reason to bring more than one lawyer, he is a person of interest, a witness. Or do you have anything that makes him a suspect?”

“Do you have any evidence we can use against him?”

“No.”

“Neither do I.”

“Means we worked ten hours, have to be here earlier than usual and should go home. At least my boss told me to go home whenever we’re done. I’m not supposed to collect a lot of overtime.”

“I know that problem. Al right, I’ll go back to the lab, finish my reports and if Grissom has no other ideas I’ll be off the clock too. What time do we meet?”

“I’ll let somebody call Keane for the appointment, so I can’t promise a time. Would seven suits you? I’m afraid I can’t get anything later, most people don’t want to be here late, they want us to be there in day time.”

“Days are so lovely for a sleep. Send me a text and if it’s before five call me.” Sara had no problems with getting up earlier as long as she knew that she had to do so. 

“Will do. And after that we can go to the motel address he gave us.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“It’s my plan, it’s a good one. I’d say we go there now, but somehow I’ve the feeling nobody will be available at the front desk at this time. According to the address this isn’t a high tourist area with around the clock service. So, I’ll see you later.”

“Later, detective.”

One hour later Sofia was home. It had taken her a little bit more time to leave she had used the roses. Fifty roses, all got a little sticker of the LVPD, with them she stood outside on The Strip and gave them away to the fifty first people who walked along. A rose with the note to stay safe from the LVPD, she thought that was good advertisement for the department and she didn’t have to throw the roses away. 

She almost yelled when there was a second bunch of roses, twice the size like the one in the department. Slick bastard, he must have figured out, she’d give them away. 

“You think you can play me? Think again.” She opened her door, stepped over the flowers, got some cardboard and a pen, took both with the flowers outside and set it on the sidewalk. Help yourself she wrote on the cardboard and walked inside without giving the attached card another look. He was too demanding for her taste. 

Before she took a shower she got her private cell phone out and dialed her speed dial number one. 

“Sorry to wake you up.” 

“I haven’t been in bed yet, just came home.” Sara’s voice was tired. It seemed like Sofia wasn’t the only one who had worked longer than she had planed to. 

“Good.”

“What’s up?”

“I’ve got flowers to my apartment, I didn’t count but I think he doubled the amount.” No need to mention a name. 

“What? He checked out where you live?”

“Looks like.”

“Do you want me to come over and stay with you or do you want to stay here?”

“I won’t run and hide because a man who thinks he’s God’s gift to all women sends me flowers. The wrong flowers by the way.”

“All right.”

“I’ll be fine, Sara. I promise. He can’t hurt or scare me. I’m a detective.”

“He can hire a pro.”

“He has no reason to kill me. Don’t worry.”

“I don’t trust him.”

“Neither do I but don’t you think I’m better than a pro? As I said I’m a detective.” Sofia said bristle. 

“Sofia, don’t put yourself in danger.”

“I won’t. I’ll be fine and I let him pay for the flower later when we have him in. He thinks he can bribe me or get me with flowers, he’ll learn how wrong he is and how less he knows about women.”

“How less he knows about you. The average woman would be delighted to get so many roses.”

“I’m not an average woman, I’m special.”

“You are, Sofia.”

“Okay, I’ll let you sleep now, you sound tired.”

“I am a little bit. See you tonight, don’t forget to send me a text or give me a call when we’ve an appointment with your flower guy before five.”

“I will. And he’s not my flower guy. Before he might be considered as my flower man, he has to learn a lot. He isn’t good enough for me.”

“A young, good looking millionaire isn’t good enough for you. That’s so typical you, detective.”

“That’s so right, like I always am.”

“Good night, Smuggy.” Sara laughed. There was no need to discuss with Sofia. In this case Sofia was right, Keane wasn’t good enough for her. 

“Night Grumpy Smurf.”

“Grumpy Smurf?”

“You started the pet name thing, now you have to live with yours. Bye.” Sofia ended the conversation with a winning smile. This game was hers, all her scores. 

Part 3

“Did you get more flowers?” Sara had been a few minutes early to have a moment with Sofia in private.

“No.”

“What did you do with the ones he sent you home?”

“Left them on the sidewalk with a note that everybody can help themselves. When I left my apartment this afternoon, all roses were gone. I did the same with the ones he sent to here. Keane made a lot of people happy today.”

“He wanted to make you happy.”

“He wanted to get lucky.”

“That too. He’ll try again.”

“I’ll make him unlucky again.”

“You are really not interested in this guy? You seemed to be so well informed about him.”

“He looks great, no question, but as I said, I want to be ‘the one’ and not one.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Why?” Sofia cocked her head. “Are you interested in me, Sara Sidle?”

“I don’t want my friend to get involved with a womanizer and pick up the pieces of her broken heart two weeks later because he cheated on her.”

“You care for me.”

“Sure I do, stupid girl. Come on, let’s have a conversation with your admire.”

“I’ll tell him he can stop sending me flowers, you’re the only one for me. That should scare him away.”

“Great, get me into this. Exactly what I wanted.”

“I always give you what you want.”

“Smuggy.” Sara rolled her eyes.

“Grumpy Smurf.” 

With a smile on their faces they entered the interview room. Against all odds Keane was sitting there alone, without a lawyer at all. 

“Mister Keane, thank you for coming in.” Sofia sat in front of him.

“How could I miss the chance to see you again, detective? And your lovely CSI, Miss Sara Sidle.”

“Are we waiting for your lawyer, Mister Keane?” Sara asked without paying attention to the words he said. 

“Am I a suspect? Are you accusing me of anything?”

“No.”

“Then what do I need a lawyer for? I trust detective Curtis. Did you like the flowers, by the way?”

“I gave them away.”

“All of them?”

“All of them, so save yourself the effort and stop sending me flowers or whatever else you’ve got in mind. It’s a waste of time and money.”

“I don’t think I can waste time and money on you. It’s impossible to waste anything on you.”

“Just cut through the chase.” Sofia started to feel annoyed by him. “Your girlfriend.”

“Ex affair.”

“Whatever. We would like to know a little bit more about her. Where did you meet Cassey?”

“In a club. I was out, enjoying some times with friends and suddenly she was there. She was cute, I was in the mood, she stayed three weeks.”

“She died.”

“As far as I’m aware women don’t die because they spent some time with me.”

“They don’t spend much time with you.”

“Do you eat every day the same?”

“So women are a kind of diet for you?”

“They make my life healthy and long, you can call it a kind of diet, yes.”

“You checked out my address, you want to tell me you didn’t check on Cassey?”

“That means you didn’t find anything on her. No visa, no i.d., nothing.”

“Don’t play with me, Keane.”

“I don’t. All I can tell is, she was there, in the Bellagio, in the club. I tried to check on her, couldn’t find anything. I asked some people in the scene, all they could give me was, she appeared a month ago and lived in the motel the address I gave you.”

“You were with her for three weeks, what did she tell you?”

“She didn’t talk much, liked to do other things with her mouth. A reason why I liked to have her around.” He grinned wide. 

“You know how to get your information.”

“That’s right. She told me she was from Indiana, came to Vegas for some fun and wanted to study in San Francisco. She didn’t talk about her family and I didn’t ask. It was not like we were having a romance, it was sex, nothing more. And you don’t need to know much about the other for sex.”

“She mentioned any friends? Family?”

“No.”

“Anything else? An accent…”

“Eastern Europe, yes. That’s why I figured her story about Indiana was a lie, but it didn’t matter to me. As I said, she was an affair. As long as the women do what I want them to do and not try to steal things out of my house, I don’t care if they live here legal or illegal.”

“Can you think of anybody who wants to hurt her? Kill her?”

“No.”

“Was she around you when you were working?”

“That would be very stupid, detective. I am not stupid. I’ve my office locked and no woman is allowed in it. No matter how good she is.”

“Why didn’t she live with you? What do you know about the place she lived?”

“You mean if she didn’t sleep at my place? YOUR LUCK. She ‘worked’ for her room and I don’t mean legal work with taxes.”

“And you were fine with that?”

“She did tricks before me, she’d have done the same after me. I didn’t care that she gave a guy at reception a blow job every day to stay for free. Why should I bother? She wasn’t mine, I used her as she used me.”

“So you didn’t care who she was as long as she was there to fuck her?”

“Yes.”

“Prostitution is illegal in Clarke County.”

“I never paid her, detective.”

“The skirt?”

“A gift.”

“A five hundred dollar gift.”

“I know, cheap but I wasn’t in the mood for anything else.”

“Was she invited to your party yesterday?” Sara asked after she had enough of listening the word battle between Sofia and Keane. 

“No.”

“Why?”

“I don’t mix work and pleasure. This party was for my business, I wasn’t looking for a girl, I was looking for business partner.”

“Found some?”

“Yes.”

“When did you expect Cassey back?”

“Yesterday. I’m not waiting for the girls, if they are not there when I feel like them, I go anywhere else. This is Vegas, getting a girl is as easy as buying ice cream.”

“Only if you don’t want anything special.”

“Most of the girls do have basic skills. I’m willing to do more for special women.” His eyes went back to Sofia. 

“Save that for your cheap girl, that doesn’t work with me, Keane.” The detective said. 

“I like challenges.”

“You can try if you want to lose.”

“I never lose.”

“In that case it will be my pleasure to give you a new feeling.”

“Are you daring me?”

“I’m telling you to back off.”

“I can understand something else.”

“Then you would be wrong again. The only interest I have in you is regarding the dead woman. Nothing else. Learn to live with it.”

“Ouch.”

“Do you know who wanted to kill Cassey, Keane?” Sara tried not to get angry. This was an investigation, not a single party. 

“No, I’ve no idea. I doubt it was to hurt me, she was not important. I guess she was bored, thought she could use some cash and did some tricks. As I said I didn’t pay her and I don’t know if she could pay for her food in the supermarket like she paid for the room.”

“It’s really nice to see how concerned you are, how much you care.”

“Miss Sidle, in my business you don’t get attached to people. You should know that from your business.”

“The people I meet are dead.”

“Sad life. Now, if there’s nothing else I think our conversation is over.”

“That’s all. For the moment. Thank you very much for your cooperation.”

“It was my pleasure.” He shook Sara’s hand. “Detective.”

“Stay available, Keane.”

“For you? Always.”

“For the LVPD.”

“You are the LVPD.” He smiled and left the room. 

“Arrogant bastard.” Sara grumbled. 

“He’s worse than I am.”

“You’re simpatico when you’re smug, he isn’t.”

“Thanks. Do you think he really doesn’t know anything? That he doesn’t care what the woman he sleeps with, does. Most men don’t like it when they have to share a woman. It’s bad for their ego.”

“I believe he sees them like the paper boy, post man or delivery man. Whatever they do after they did what he needs them for, he doesn’t care.”

“Might be.” Sofia got up. “Let’s have coffee.”

Their next step was a trip to YOUR LUCK. None of them thought it was a crime scene, but they needed more information about Cassey and they wanted to check the room. Sofia had called the reception earlier, let them locked the room and no room service in. 

A man in his early sixties was sitting at the front desk, more interested in his newspaper than in the two women. 

“Excuse me, sir.” Sara started. 

“We’re full. Go away.” He didn’t bother to look up. Sara and Sofia exchanged looks. Nice service, friendly people. 

“We’re not looking for a room.” 

“Good. No reason for you to here then.”

“The good thing about being here is that you’ll give us what we want and that’s first your attention.” Sofia said aggressive. “Put that fucking newspaper away. NOW!” She slammed her badge on the desk. “LVPD.”

“What do you want?” He didn’t put the newspaper away but he looked at least at the two. 

“That’s a start. Detective Curtis, Sara Sidle with the crime lap, we need you to answer some questions.”

“I don’t know anything and I don’t remember anything.” This wasn’t the man she had talked to earlier. He should remember her. The exchange of information was obviously not a strength in this place, which made Sofia doubt, that the room wasn’t touched or rent to somebody else. 

“Sure.” Sofia turned to Sara. “Sara, could you please call Judge Petersen and tell him, I think there is a drug dealer living in this place? I think we need your colleagues here as well, they say it never snows in Las Vegas but I’ve got the feeling we’ll find some snow here. Oh and then tell the judge, we would like to have a warrant for this gentleman specific. Receiving sexual favors is not exactly legal in Vegas, if they happen to pay your rent and I’m pretty sure, we’ll find some DNA on this man, that doesn’t belong to him or – if any woman felt that sorry for herself – his wife.” She had no evidence that Cassey was working for her room on this man, it was only a try. 

“Sure thing, detective.” Sara was about to get her cell phone when the man sighed. 

“Okay, what do you want to know?”

“Sara, hold on, maybe we let the judge sleep. I’m sure he’ll appreciate not to get disturbed.” Sofia sent a lovely smile to Sara and turned to the desk. 

“Let’s start with something easy. After we told you who we are it would be a kind of polite if you’d do the same.”

“Bill. Bill Gates. And you can skip all the jokes I know them.”

“I don’t do jokes. Mister Gates, do you know where Cassey is?”

“Who?”

“Don’t make Sara call the judge.”

“I’ve no fucking idea who you are talking about.”

Sara got a photo of Cassey out of her bag and placed it on the desk. 

“She’s been talking about her.”

“Well, I don’t know how you come up with this name, that’s Olga.”

“Olga?”

“Yeah, from Russia. What did she do? She’s due to pay.”

“I’m afraid she won’t pay this time – in no way.” Sofia said. 

“What do you mean?”

“She’s dead.”

“What?”

“When was the last time you saw her?”

“I don’t know…the day before yesterday, I think. Who killed her?”

“That’s what we want to know too. We need her room keys. I called about that earlier, you should ask your colleagues about important phone calls. I told him not to clean the room and not to give it away. I hope he did that.” 

Mister Gates made a not very happy sound, dove under his desk and came up with a key. 

“We don’t kick everybody out after a day or two. She paid until this morning. You guys go in, do what you have to do and I’ll send the room service in there tomorrow morning. I want the keys back.”

“Don’t worry we don’t feel like moving in. Tell me what you know about Cas…Olga.”

“She showed up a couple of weeks ago, said she wanted to study here, was looking for a job, was quite broke, didn’t have enough money to pay the rent.”

“That’s why you offered her another way of payment.”

“I didn’t…”

“Don’t lie to me, I can’t stand it when people are lying. It makes me feel that they think I’m stupid and I hate it when people think I’m stupid. You let her live in the room and she did you some favors.”

“We helped each others out.”

“With sex.”

“I didn’t force her, I didn’t pay.”

“Do I look lie a moralizer to you?”

“No.” he started to grin; dirty. “You look more like a sin I’d love to do.”

“You better give us something really good so that I’ll forget what you said and don’t bring you in for sexual harassment of a detective.” Sofia said coldly. 

“I can’t give you anything. She stayed here, the first time I saw her daily, after a week or so she was sometimes gone for two days. And she started to look like she found somebody who paid her some money for clothes. I mean, she still didn’t have a lot of money, could barely pay her grocery, but her clothes looked better. I think she found herself a rich friend.”

“You don’t happen to know who this friend is?”

“No, I’ve no idea. She never brought anybody in and it’s against the rules.”

“Is it? Interesting. You know where she went to?”

“Am I her daddy?”

“I don’t hope so. Incest is a thing I’ve to call in.”

“Hell, no. I don’t know where she went but usually girls like her went down The Strip. Where the money is.”

“You know anybody who knew her?”

“I don’t think she had friends here. Not friends like friends at least.”

“Who else had contact with her?”

“Ask Raymond, he owns the 7-11 over the street. She came in sometimes with a bag from his shop. Maybe he can help you out.”

“We’ll do that. But first we’d love to see her room.”

“Am I supposed to come with you?”

“No, it’s enough when you tell us where it is.”

“First floor, left, fifth door on the right.”

“Thank you very much, Mister Gates.” Sofia smiled and started to move forwards the stairs, Sara right behind her. The staircase was dark, the little light in the middle gave barely enough light to show them their way. Sara was sure this darkness had it’s good sides too. She didn’t want to see how dirty the carpet really was, what was really in the corner of the stairs and if they were the only living creatures here. She doubted it. 

The hallway on the first floor wasn’t much better. The light was poor, so was the housekeeping; if it existed in this place. Old, half torn photos hang on the walls, nobody did bother to buy a frame for them. Room number 17 was their destination. 

“You wanna play superwoman and secure the scene first before I can go in?” Sara asked smiling.

“Nah, I thought I send you in first. If anybody is in there, he or she can shoot you and I’ve got time to find some cover.”

“Some friend are you.”

“Oh, friend, I thought you were talking to detective Superwoman. As your friend I’ll make sure the room is clear before I let you in.” Sofia smirked. 

“There shouldn’t be anybody in.”

“Not with two legs, no. But get your gun out anyway, would you please?”

“Sure.” Sara blinked at her friend. Sofia was kind of cute when she worried about Sara. And for own sake and the sake of the detective she got her gun ready when Sofia put the key in the lock and turned it. Slowly she opened the door. 

“LVPD. Anybody in?” Sofia entered the room and took a look around. Nothing. A short look in the bathroom and she took her gun away. 

“Clear.”

“I’m not sure if this room is clear, but it’s definitely not clean.” Sara grimaced her face with disgust. The room was even worse than the rest of the motel. The sheets on the bed looked like they haven’t been changed in at last the four weeks Cassey – or Olga – had been here. The carpet was once beige not it was brownish-gray and some spots looked like blood, coffee and Sara didn’t want to think about what else. 

The seat of the chair was half torn, the table hat two different kinds of legs, the light next to the bed was nothing more than a light bulb, the wardrobe was open, a few skirts and tops were hanging in it, a pair of shoes on the ground. 

“This is disgusting.” Sofia furrowed her brows.

“Yes, it fits wonderful to Bill Gates.”

“I bet he’s the housekeeper.”

“He can keep his house.” Sara opened the bathroom door. “Yuck.” The shower was covered in mold. The walls had been white once, but now the black mold was everywhere, same was for the walls in the bathroom and the corner of the floor. The sink was brown and covered in substances she got a rash from by only looking at it. More for her own protection than for the maybe evidence, she put on her gloves and was tempted to pull a second pair over it. 

“This is gross.” She handed a pair of gloves to Sofia. 

“Thanks. I think I’ll decontaminate all me things when I’m back home. This is worse than your dumpster.”

“Yeah makes the dirt in the dumpster look like clean dirt. And Cassey lived in here.”

“Seeing this room I think I might have spent a lot of time with Keane as well.”

“Yeah. This is a health danger, Sofia. We have to call the local health authority.”

“I know. It will be my pleasure.” Sofia opened the nightstand. “No passport, no i.d., no license. You think she had anything like that at all?”

“I doubt it. I think she came her illegal and didn’t have the money to get faked papers.”

“It’s dangerous to come to a strange country all by yourself, it’s even more dangerous when you end up in Las Vegas, in a dump like this and do tricks for a living. The three weeks with Keane must have been the safest in her last weeks, probably months.”

“How do you get into the US without having a passport? They check you every time you’re entering an airport.”

“You think.” She knew it was different. People always found ways to get other people in the country without that the government knew about it. No border was one hundred percent safe and close. 

“Maybe she had a passport to come over and whoever was waiting for her here, took it away. There’re plenty of cases when modern slave trader get the girls in the country on a faked passport, take that away so that the girls have to stay with them, do what they want. If she got away from her pimp, she was without papers and we’ve got a suspect – without having one.”

“If we found a victim of a slave trader ring we’ve got something big and a lot of trouble coming up.” Sofia sighed. 

“Scared, detective?” 

“No.” Sofia got closer to Sara without touching her. “Only worried that my CSI is safe.”

“With you by my side nothing can happen to me.” Sara blinked at her. “I’ll bag her stuff, do you want to knock on a few doors and ask the caring neighbors?”

“Only the one that live next door. I won’t let you alone in this dumpster and it’s a waste of time to call an officer.”

“You’re really cute when you worry about me, Sofia.”

“It’s my job, Sara and I’m good at my job; at least I try to be good at it.”

“I’m alive, whenever I was with you nothing happened to me, I guess, you do a damn good job, Sofia.”

“Thanks.” The detective smiled. “I’ll knock on some doors. Give me a call if you need me; no matter as a detective or a CSI.”

“Will do.” Sara opened her kit. It was time to get everything that might be helpful, in the lab to get some idea who was the killer of Cassey/Olga.

“I hate being stuck.” Sara kicked her desk. 

“The desk isn’t your enemy.” Sofia said. 

“No but it is here and I don’t know who my enemy is.”

“I’m glad you didn’t kick me.” They had nothing new on their case and because of that both of them had started new cases this night. Even with Keane involved, they had to go on, there was simply no evidence.

“Let’s go home.” Sofia suggested.

“Yeah. You come with me?”

“I can do that. It was almost an ordinary shift, I’m not that tired, we could actually spend some time talking to each other.”

“We can try. I come over”

“I get some bagels.”

“In that case I start the coffee.”

“Deal.” Sofia walked back to her desk, got her things and knocked off. Ten minutes later she was Sara’s apartment and got her keys out. She had her own pair of keys for Sara’s apartment as had Sara for Sofias. 

With the radio on she started the coffee machine and made up the couch for herself before she jumped under the shower. 

When she came out of there Sara was in the kitchen, wearing some casual clothes and preparing the rest of the breakfast. 

“Sexy in sweat pants and an old colleges t-shirt.” Sofia grinned.

“Sexy in boxer shorts and an old baseball shirt.” Sara shot back with a grin. When Sofia stayed over it was the only time Sara didn’t see her in a suit. 

“I had nothing else here. I need to bring a new bag with clothes.”

“Sofia, I don’t really care what you are wearing.”

“Not? Good that takes the pressure away.”

“Shut up and sit down.”

“I’ll get served?”

“Yes.”

“I like being here.”

Sara brought the coffee to the table and sat in a forty-five degrees ankle from Sofia. 

“I’d ask you some thing about the case, but we’re off. So I ask you something private. Where would you like to go next?”

“Huh? I thought we go to Hawaii.”

“Sure. I mean after that.”

“After that? Why?”

“Sara, I’ve got an apartment close to The Strip, people want to stay at my place. Is there any place you want to go? Not like for a long holiday but for a weekend? We could fly for two or three days to New York. I had somebody from Manhattan asking for my apartment. What do you think?”

“I think it’s your apartment and you should make the decision where you want to go.”

“Come on, Sara, don’t be a spoilsport. I assume we’ll have a lot of fun on Hawaii and being somewhere is always better with somebody you know and like. So stop being a bitch and think of a place you’d like to see. I can tell you, even this two days trips are really nice. New York? Florida? Seattle?”

“What I’d love to do – what you can’t do in two days – is getting a bike and drive up to Chicago, the old Route 66. That would be something I’d love to do. For the little trips, I’d love to go to Disney Land.”

“L.A.? Well, they love to come over for some games, that shouldn’t be too difficult and it’s close by, we can be there in four hours. I’ll have a look what I can find, maybe something in Anaheim. Would you take a photo of me kissing Mickey?”

“Sure.” Sara laughed. 

“Who do you want to kiss?”

“I don’t think my favorite will be there.”

“Who is it?”

“Dory.”

“Dory? Are you serious?”

“Sure, she’s great. She forgets things all the time, that would be annoying when you are with her, but hey, she’s a lovely person, very helpful and concerned about other.”

“You are weird.”

“Okay, I pick Pluto.” Sara pouted. 

“You can kiss Dory if she’s there. You know when I was the last time in the Universal Studios I kissed Scooby Doo.”

“You both like food.”

“Yes. But I am not as coward as Scooby.”

“That would suck in your job.”

“Yeah. Imagine, we’re at a crime scene, there’s a noise and I jump in your arms.”

“Great, we’d both fall.”

“But together.”

“I always knew you’d be my downfall.”

“You are charming today, aren’t you?” Sofia nudged Sara’s knee. 

“Sure I am. Want something more? I should have some fruits or yogurt.”

“No thanks.”

“I bet you’d say yes if I offer you chocolate or ice cream.”

“No, I’m fine. Let me do the dishes.”

“Wow, now it’s service time for me.”

“Yes. Catch your shower, I can see you’re tired.”

“I am. Sleep tight.” Sara got up.

“I’ll try. I see you later, for lunch.”

“Do you stay and cook?”

“Maybe.” Sofia smirked. She could think about that. There was no reason to go back home, not immediately. She had to go home later for changing and packing some stuff for the next time she stayed here at Sara’s place. A big bag and Sara could take it with her tomorrow morning. 

Why didn’t she have the idea of going away for a weekend with Sara earlier? Okay, it was difficult to get two days in a row off together, and it would be even more difficult to get them on a weekend but when they could find somebody flexible, they could take the two days during the week. 

She hung the tea towel over a chair and walked to her sleep place. Hopefully she stayed awake until Sara was done in the bathroom, she wanted to brush her teeth. Her teddy bear, that was living here permanently so that she couldn’t forget it, was waiting for her. With a smile she snuggled with it under the blanket. She had to say for a sofa this one was very comfortable. That was a reason why she slept so often here, she liked the sofa. 

Ten minutes later the bathroom was free and Sofia didn’t feel like sleeping. She brushed her teeth, walked back to her sofa and her teddy bear and looked at the ceiling. Why wasn’t she able to sleep? She was tired. But somehow she wasn’t settled. She was unsteady and nervous. Restless. There was no reason for that. 

Another ten minutes later she took her teddy and got up. With sad puppy eyes she walked over to Sara’s bedroom, finding the brunette in bed, listening to an audio book. The usual way for Sara to fall asleep. 

“I can’t sleep.” Sofia whined. 

“What are you? A toddler?” Sara didn’t bother to open her eyes. 

“Yes.”

“Sounds like.” She moved her blanket a bit. “All right, come here.”

Sofia smiled. That was easy, as far as she could remember her mother had never let her that easy in her bed when Sofia was a toddler and couldn’t sleep. The captain told her, she had to be a big girl and not a whiny baby and sent her away. 

“Thanks.” Sofia commented Sara’s arm around her waist with a smile and closed her eyes. 

“Shut up and sleep.”

“You have a soft spot, somewhere deep, deep inside you.”

“Don’t make me kick you out of the bed again.” Sara warned. 

“You wouldn’t do that.”

“Don’t dare me.”

“I won’t. Night Sara Sunshine.”

“Night Smuggy.”

“Grumpy Smurf.” Sofia bit on her lips when Sara pinched her. Now she could sleep.

Part 4

“Tell me why I can sleep like a baby when I’m in your arms when I only one minute before couldn’t close my eyes.” Sofia demanded to know when Sara’s alarm clock woke them up.

“Because you don’t want to sleep on the sofa, you want to be in my bed and you know, when you come here and whine, I can’t send you away.”

“That sounds calculating.”

“That’s what you are.”

“No…not with a bad intention at least. I like being with you. We’ll share a bed in Waikiki, get used to it.”

“I can still say no.”

“You wouldn’t do that to me.”

“You think?”

“I know.” Sofia got up. “I’ll start cooking, what do you want?”

“Something delicious. Nothing you can order.”

“I won’t react to that and leave you. See you in a few minutes, Grumpy Smurf.”

“Whatever, Smuggy.”

Sara snuggled back in her blanket. Five more minutes. Ten highest. When she could manage to come out of the bathroom just in time when Sofia finished cooking it would be like holiday. 

She put on some clothes, looked at her cell to find out if there were any missed calls and was pleased that nobody had tried to call her. With a smile on her face she walked in the kitchen to join Sofia. 

“I found everything for a vegetarian paella.” Sofia gave Sara the spoon. “All you have to do is looking beautiful – what you already do – and paying some attention to it. It should need another ten minutes but you never know.”

“Okay.”

“That’s my girl.” Sofia grinned and left. 

“She’s crazy – and I like her for that.” Sara opened her freezer and found some ice cream. Perfect. Together with some fruits and chocolate, that would be their dessert. Sara planed to live on ice cream and salad when they were in Hawaii. It was supposed to be always very warm and humid. 

Oh she had to get a guide book of Hawaii and find out where to go. There were a few islands, they’d go to Waikiki, meant they’d go to Oahu. But she was sure there were flights or boot tours to the other islands. She wanted to see a volcano. If she could make Sofia join her on a flight over a volcano? And a Luau. A rainforest tour and…maybe one week wasn’t enough for her and Hawaii. 

Arms from behind were pulled around her and she felt a warm body on her back. 

“Are you thinking again?” Sofia placed her head on Sara’s shoulder.

“A little bit.”

“I hope it’s not the case.”

“No, it was about Hawaii. I was thinking what I want to see and what I want to do…would you join me on a flight over a volcano?”

“Do you want to get hot? I’m sure there are other ways to make you feel hot.”

“I’m sure it will be hot there anyway. No, I’d like to see a volcano, want to walk over lava if it’s possible and…I don’t know. I think it would be great to stand in front of a volcano and see this huge mountain, knowing, it could kill you every second.”

“The chance to get killed is nothing I’d combine with ‘great’ but I get you. Yeah, if we find a flight to a volcano, we can take it. It’s our holiday, I want you to do things, you’d like to do.”

“Ditto.”

“I’m sure we can find things we agree on. If not, there’s no rule that says we have to be together 24/7. We can go separate ways and meet afterwards again. If you don’t find yourself a lover, you’ll end up every night in the same bed with me.”

“You make that sound like punishment.”

“Isn’t it?”

“You know it isn’t.” Sara turned and hugged Sofia. With her lips close to the blondes ears she said: “I’m very happy to have you, Sofia. Very, very happy. I can’t imagine how my life would be without you.”

“Sounds almost like a declaration of love.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. “I love you too, Sara. And I’m as happy as you are to have you in my life. I can’t imagine a better friend.”

“Good.” Sara didn’t want to  let go of Sofia. 

“Is everything alright, Honey?”

“Yeah. I just thought, it’s sad that you don’t tell people who are important to you, how important they are and what you feel for them. You think about these things usually when it’s too late and I wanted you to know before it’s too late. I want you to know how important you are to me.”

“You know, if you cry on my good suit, I’ll  kick your ass.” Sofia chuckled. 

Sara laughed and got out of Sofia’s arms. “I’d never ruin this…expensive suit. I don’t want to know how expensive exactly.”

“I won’t tell you. Are you ready for lunch?”

“Yes.”

“Is lunch ready for lunch?”

“I was taking care of it while I was dreaming, so yes, we can have lunch now.” 

“How are you doing with your case, Sara?” Grissom joined Sara who was working on her new evidence.

“I’ve got her clothes and everything else, that belonged to her. So far nothing exciting. I found some hairs, some fibers, sent them to traces and DNA. They might pop up a name.”

“Keane?”

“Probably. Their were sleeping together for three weeks, I guess there are some hairs of him in the room – even if I doubt he was ever there.”

“The way the room looks on your photos.” Grissom turned the crime scene photos Sara had laid next to the evidence. “I doubt that too. Not his style.”

“No. We called the local health authority.”

“I bet the front desk man is your new best friend.”

“He can be glad that Sofia didn’t get him for sexual harassment after some comments he made.”

“Isn’t she used to it?”

“She is, but that doesn’t matter.”

“No, it doesn’t. You can help her out.”

“She can help herself, she’s the detective.”

“She’s your girlfriend.”

“Huh?” Sara furrowed her brows. “I hope you’re talking of platonic girlfriend.”

“Am I?” She smiled a bit.

“Yes you are. At least as far as I know and I should know who is a platonic friend and who isn’t.” She gave him a good look. “Are you jealous?”

“No.” He laughed. “I was just hoping you’re happy.”

“I am happy. And yes, Sofia is a reason why I am happy, but she’s not making me happy by being my lover. She makes me happy by being a very, very good friend. If you want you can send me all the time to her crime scenes, I promise she’ll take good care of me.”

“I bet she will. Unfortunately I don’t know all the time who is waiting for us at a scene. I’m sure you’ll find some time to meet detective Curtis…in Waikiki maybe.”

“Definitely. If you’re nice to us we’ll send you a postcard.”

“How could I refuse that? Have fun finding one with bugs on it.”

“That will be hard. I’m afraid it will be something like a half naked woman.”

“How boring.” Grissom laughed. “Let me know if you need some help. And Sara? If you don’t find anything big here tonight I’ve to get you off the case tomorrow. I can’t afford to keep you on this all the time, I need you in other cases. You’re too good to be on only one case.”

“Thanks.” She smiled. Nice to hear that he appreciated her work so much, but she hated to move on to another case without having the last one finished. Unfortunately she couldn’t solve every case she was on. There were some – too many in her eyes – that were never solved. 

“Did you find anything?” Sofia had given Sara a few hours for the evidence. While Sara was processing, Sofia had been called to a new case. She had the same problem like Sara, there were more than this one case in Las Vegas and she had to shift her attention towards new cases. 

“I’ve got a hair from Keane that was on a dress.”

“Nothing that surprises me.”

“Me neither.” Sara looked at Sofia. “You have been out.”

“Yeah, new case. Petrol station on the highway, robbery gone bad, one dead.”

“Shit.”

“Greg’s case. Why?”

“Just wondering how busy you are and if you have some time for me.”

“Honey, for you I’ve got all the time in the world.” Sofia grinned. “What’s up?”

“Got another match.” Sara pushed a sheet of paper towards the detective. 

“If you dare to go there, if you dare to investigate in that direction, if you dare to call this person, if you dare…”

“Stop threatening me and come to the point.”

“You won’t do anything, and I mean anything, without me or a few other officers. Do you hear me, Sara Sidle? Nothing. You won’t do anything alone.” Sofia didn’t need much to see the other person who came up, was a member of a slave trade ring. Knowing Sara, the brunette had already plans to see this man. 

“You worry again.”

“Sara, it’s not funny.”

“Calm down, I’m here, I didn’t leave when I got the result. Looks like I was waiting for you, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah.” Sofia took the sheet. “Stay here until I’m back. I need to tell Jim about this.”

“Okay.”

“Promise.”

“You can trust me.”

“I do as soon as you promise me you’ll wait.”

“I won’t go anywhere without you. I promise.”

“Thanks.” With a last look at Sara Sofia left the room and went straight back to the police department. She knew was in the house at the moment and she wanted to catch him before he left again. 

“Jim?” He was  on his desk.

“What’s up, Sofia?”

“You remember our dumpster girl?”

“The case I got you away from? Yes.”

“I think I’m on it again; and so are you.” She gave him the sheet of paper. 

“Suspect?”

“Sara found a hair of him on the girl’s clothes.”

“You know what that means?”

“Jose Albarez was a suspect in a case over a year ago. We were on him because he was suspected to be the head of a slave trade ring, bringing young women from Eastern Europe and Asia in the country. At that time we had four dead bodies, all linked to him but we didn’t have any evidence. He was guilty, you knew it, I knew it. I want him down this time.”

“He has got very good lawyers.”

“We will have good evidence.”

“A hair? It’s a start but need more for him. He’s slimy, he will slip if we don’t have anything to catch him.”

“I want him in the box.”

“You find a judge who will give you a warrant and I’m more than happy to bring him in.”

“I will.” Sofia took her sheet.

“Sofia?”

“Yeah?” She turned. “Don’t go after him alone. He and his men are down and dirty. You and Sara are not the two musketeers.”

“No, we take you and Grissom with us, there are three musketeers and D’Artagnan.”

“Maybe it’s even better when for this lovely story a little army is ready to back-up.”

“Don’t worry I don’t have a dead wish; I’ve got Hawaii coming up, I won’t miss that.” Sofia smiled and left. 

Sara was still working on the evidence.

“I need more than this hair.”

“So do I. A coffee would be a nice start.” Sara answered without looking up. 

Sofia smirked and got them two coffees. 

“Jim says we’ve to take a little army with us, he is in too. And we need something really good for Albarez, we couldn’t get him the last time, I want him now. No go alone, Sara.”

“I promised you to wait.”

“Yeah, for the time I was in Jim’s office. I mean it for the whole case, Sara.”

“You mean it for all cases I work, Sofia.” 

“Yes.” The blonde sighed. 

“I know who our suspect is, I’m not suicidal, I won’t go anywhere without you guys by my side. Can’t help the innocents when I’m dead, can I?”

“No.” Sofia was released that Sara saw it the way Sofia did. “I’ll try to get a warrant as soon as it’s a more reasonable time to call a judge. With more than a hair it would be easier.”

“I got your hint, I’m on it. Concentrate on your other case, detective, I’m alright.”

“I’m back in a bit. Your coffee gets cold, investigator.” 

Sara had some more DNA results back at the official end of her shift. And something from trace. She didn’t call Sofia, knowing the detective would come along as soon as she had some time. Meanwhile Sara could try to find some more, looked for cases, that might be related to the one they were working on now. 

“Can I call the judge?” Sofia came the third time tonight to talk to Sara, who was sitting in the break room, having a coffee and a bagel. 

“It’s early, isn’t it?”

“When you have the things we need it’s not too early.”

“Does she have the things we need?” Grissom came in, took some coffee and joined Sara at the table.  

“I’ve got two more DNA matches, Emilio Sanchez and Pedro Cassias. Both with a rap sheet, attempted rape, drugs, domestic violence. Both known as friends of Albarez.”

“Sanchez is his second hand in his organization, I did some research.” Grissom said. “He was a Marine, we definitely need a little army if we’re going to invite these three men in our lovely place here.”

“What else?”

“You remember that we didn’t find anything on Cassey? Olga.”

“Yeah.”

“She was washed. I got Hodges to tell me with which lotion, nothing special, you get it in every supermarket. Anyway the wife of Cassias owns a supermarket and an officer, who made a little break in there, told me, our lotion is available there. Nothing big, but I thought we start adding the little things until they become big. 

And I’ve checked on these three guys. All three of them have a .45 caliber registered. Another little thing on the list. Unfortunately there were no cases in which one of them had used his gun and we know about it. No match with bullet, no other open cases with dead women, who got shot by a .45 caliber. 

What I’m currently working on is to find out when and where they came in the country. From previous cases we know the ring prefers to get their women in the country via New York. I called the guys in New York and asked if they’ve got anything against our guys. They don’t but they’ve got an eye on them. It seems like the HQ is in Manhattan. According to detective Flack they have somebody on these guys and the last time Albarez was at JFK and came back with a dozen women, is six weeks ago. I think two weeks are enough time to get rid off Albarez and hitchhike through the country to here. These girls have nothing to lose. They find out fast in what kind of shit they’re in and the smart ones go to the police or at least run away. It seemed like Olga could speak English, she took the opportunity and ran. 

The police in New York picked up a couple of women from Eastern Europe and Asia without a visa or any knowledge of the English language. They assume some of them might be from Albarez’ ring. Detective Flack is checking on security cameras and photos his men have taken if there’s anybody who matches Cassey.”

“Damn, you were busy.” Sofia smiled.

“You thought I do nothing else than staring at dirty clothes? You should know me better, detective.”

“Sorry.”

“Flack sent me a dozen photos of women the ring brought in the country the last couple of months. I’d like to go show them to Heather and her colleagues. Maybe one or two of them are in Vegas. And maybe they want to remember that they saw them. Most people don’t want any trouble with Albarez.”

“I know Heather will cooperate, I doubt everybody else will do that.” Grissom said. 

“I know. But if she only remembers one or two of them, it’s another hint, that Albarez is working as a slave trader and not a…what does he call himself? Information and first help guide for immigrates.”

“Funny, all his immigrates are young beautiful woman.” Sofia didn’t hold the sarcasm back.

“Lucky man, many men would kill for a job like this.” Grissom smirked. 

“He does kill. So yeah, it’s six, let’s don’t upset a judge by waking him up, let’s wait until we have asked around and NYPD has called back. Sofia, do you join me to Heathers?”

“Sure.”

“Do you have a list of clubs you want to visit, Sara?”

“Sure Grissom.”  Sara chuckled. She was organized. 

“I’ll get an officer and start at the other end, this way we might hit on something faster.”

“Sure you don’t want to start at my end?”

“No, I’m fine. Two hours, then Sofia can call a judge. Who are you going to call?”

“Mayer.” 

“The man for organized crime.”

“Really?” Sofia grinned wide. She had made her decision for a good reason and the reason wasn’t because she liked the name or it came up first. 

The second time in one week they stopped in front of Lady Heather’s house and the second time, the Lady opened the door herself. 

“Detective Curtis, Sara, what a pleasure to meet you again so soon.”

“Hello Lady Heather, sorry to disturb you again.”

“Sara, you can be sure, whenever I open the door myself, you don’t disturb me. Do you have time for a coffee?”

“Sure.” There was no reason to hurry and it wasn’t polite to decline the offer after they appeared here without any notice before. Lady Heather guided them back in her personal area, offered them a seat on the sofa and got three cups of coffee. 

“What brings you back to me? I doubt it’s private pleasure, even when your shift must be over, the detective is still wearing her badge.”

“No, no private pleasure, Heather.” Sara laughed. “I think if I’d visit you for a private pleasure, I’d visit you in the afternoon, bring some cake along. This time is business again, you’re right.”

“So, what can I do for LVPD?”

“Could you take a look at these photographs and tell us if you’ve seen any of these women or if any of them are working here.”

“Sara, I don’t have any illegal immigrants working for me, you know that.”

“I know. But they do sometimes have really good faked passports.”

“Where are they from?”

“Mostly Eastern Europe, Asia.”

“Countries with poor English. I do have two Asian looking women working here, but both are born in the US. Nevertheless I’ll will of course look at your photos.” Lady Heather took a good look at all photos. At the end she placed one photo in front of Sara and Sofia. 

“I’m not sure but I think I’ve seen these two men.” She pointed on two brown haired women on the photo. “Two months ago. They came in with a Mexican man, asking for work. I don’t take women who are accompanied by men, especially not if these men aren’t simpatico to me. I sent them away, so I can’t tell you where they are.”

“Is any of these three men the man who was with them?” Sara got the photos of Albarez, Sanchez and Cassias out. 

“Yes, he.” Heather pointed on Cassias. “Am I allowed to know who they are?”

“We think they are the head of a slave trade ring, that brings young women from Eastern Europe and Asia on faked passports in the US to sell them to rich men or let them work as prostitutes.” Sofia said. 

“We don’t do prostitution here, detective.” Heather smiled.

“You sell sex, no matter if they have sex with the men or not, they make a lot of money with it and these three men want the money.”

“We sell pleasure.”

“The same.”

“Not every sex is a pleasure, detective and not every pleasure includes sex.”

“Whatever…”

“There is a difference, detective.”

“I’m not here to talk to you about sex and pleasure, I’m here to ask you about slave trade and murder.” Sara’s hand found her way back to Sofia’s hand. Her friend had been so good this time, no need to get angry in the last minutes. 

“So you did.”

“Heather, you don’t happen to know what date exactly they were here?” Sara asked. 

“I don’t think I wrote that down but I’ll have a look for you. Would you please excuse me?” She got up and left the room.

“You know.” Sara’s finger was stroking over Sofia’s hand. “She isn’t trying to insult you, she isn’t trying to test you, there no reason why you are so angry all the time.”

“I’m not angry.”

“Yes, you are, Sofia. As soon as we arrive here, you get angry and you behave like a wounded animal in a cage, trying to bite the one who wants to help. We don’t have to talk about that now, but I’d like to know why you react like that.”

“Sara…”

“Not now, Sofia. This is business and your feelings are private. They deserve better than a minute in between. And you deserve to tell me when you like and not when I ask for it. I don’t want to force you and I don’t judge, okay Honey?”

“Okay.” Sofia smiled a little bit. 

“Good. And I wonder if Grissom has also a leak or if we’re the better ones.”

“We’re always the better ones.” Now Sofia was wide smiling. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t have it noticed. Usually I write down when somebody starts.” 

“That’s alright, thanks Heather.” Sara got up. “You helped us a lot.”

“I hope I helped these poor women too.”

“We’ll make sure you did. Grissom sent his regards.”

“I’ll call him later, we didn’t have coffee for a long time. Care to join us, Sara? Detective?”

“I think, the two of you talk first and we can meet another time later.” Sara smiled. 

“Detective?”

“Why do you want me there?” Sofia asked, trying not to sound too suspicious.

“You’re a close friend of Sara, I like Sara. But you don’t have to join us, if you don’t feel comfortable.” 

“I’ll be there.” Sofia said, ignoring the little laughter of her friend. 

“That would be very nice. Stay safe, detective and take good care of your CSI.”

“I will. Even if she doesn’t make that job too easy.” Sofia grinned. 

“Bla, bla, all lies. Talk to you soon, Heather and thanks again. Come on, detective Gossip, move it. We’ve got some more places to go.” Sara pushed Sofia out of the house and waved at Heather before she entered the car. After Sofia said she would join them for a coffee at one point in the near future, Sara was sure, she’d get her friend to be more polite and less suspicious towards Lady Heather. It was all a question of time, but in this case, the time was working for and not against her. 

When they came back to the police department a surprise was waiting for Sofia in front of the department; or standing. 

“Detective.”

“Keane, what do you want?” She wasn’t happy to see the man again. She had given away the roses, she had made it clear to him, he was wasting his time on her and he it seems like he didn’t understand. 

“As I understood I’m not your suspect anymore.”

“And who told you that?”

“A friend.”

“I’m glad you’ve got friends. Go and see them.” Sofia wanted to go on, but he got her arm and stopped her from walking away. 

“Let go. Now.” Sofia said quietly and controlled. “Otherwise I’ve to get you in for assaulting an officer.”

“I don’t assault you.”

“I won’t repeat myself, Keane.” Her eyes were small. He opened his fingers and gave her arm free. Without a word Sofia walked away, joining Sara, who was waiting a few yards away. 

“Are you alright?”

“Yeah. He can be glad that he’s alright. The next time he touches me I’ll show him what pain means.”

“What did he want?”

“Whatever he wanted, he didn’t get it. Forget him, we’ve got something more important to do.”

Sara wanted to say something but made the decision it was better to let go. It wasn’t the time to talk about Keane, they had to concentrate on their case. They found Grissom in his office, Brass in front of the desk.

“The three musketeers and D’Artagnan are together. “Sofia smiled. 

“What?”

“Jim understands me. Did you get anything, Grissom?”

“A lot of people with bad memories. You?”

“One Lady with a good memory who wants to see you soon for tea. You’re supposed to call her.” Sara said with a smile. 

“Didn’t you visit whorehouses?” Jim asked suspicious. 

“Brass, they’re illegal, we visit places for pleasure.” Sara teased. 

“Yeah. And one of these pleasure sisters knows Gil? You’re full of surprises, old friend.”

“What did you tell Heather?” Grissom ignored Brass. 

“I’ll tell you and you’ll call her. You better do that, Gilbert Grissom. And when you and Heather had a lovely afternoon, Sofia and me will come over for dinner.”

“Is that kind of foursome? If so, Gil is the happiest man in the world.”

“I don’t want my boss talking about me like that.” Sofia furrowed her brows. “Stop that right away and get back to business. Lady Heather recognized two of the women, they were at her place a few weeks ago and they weren’t alone. Cassias was with them.”

“That’s a start.”

“I’ve got this picture that shows Cassias with Cassey, I think that’s reason enough to get him in for an interview.” Sara said. 

“What’s about the warrant?”

“I’ll call judge Mayer soon. So far there’s nothing on Albraz but we can have him in and question him. We need something that places Cassey in his house, I’m not sure if knowing her is enough for Mayer.”

“Add your charm and you’ll get the warrant.” Brass grinned. 

“Would you stop to reduce me to my body?”

“I was talking about your sharp mind.”

“Yeah, sure. Isn’t it enough that this jerk outside is stalking me and trying to get into my life?”

“Which jerk?” Immediately Brass was all cop and serious. 

“Keane.”

“Mister Roses? He’s outside. Why?”

“I don’t know. He started with that he had heard he isn’t  a suspect anymore and when he tried to stop me from walking inside I made it very clear to him, he’d regret holding me back if wouldn’t let me go immediately.”

“He’s quite into Sofia.” 

“There must a language problem between him and me. Every time I say ‘no’ he understands ‘yes, go on.’. I don’t know why. Do I mumble?”

“Sometimes.” Sara chuckled. “When you’re sleeping, but you were very clear to him.”

“Thanks.”

“What else does she do when she’s sleeping?” Grissom asked with a smirk.

“I guess dreaming. I haven’t heard her saying your name, Griss, so I can’t tell you she dreams of you.”

“Well, she changed in front of my eyes – but she said she wore underwear.”

“Hello? Is this the ‘picking-on-Sofia-group’?”

“I’m not picking on you, Dear, I’m on your side. And if you go and call the judge, I call New York back and we meet here with the two busy looking men again.”

“That’s something sensible…why do we work and they don’t?”

“They’re older, they need to rest.” Sara laughed and pulled Sofia out of the office. 

“We’ve got a warrant for Albaraz and his business place.” Sofia said. “It comes through to your office, Grissom.”

“You’re great, Sofia.”

“She knows that.” Sara came in. “She’s even better than great.”

“Thanks Sara. What do you want?”

“Nothing. That was for free. I’ve got the address of Cassias. Shall we both bring in right now and have a look at the business place? New York is working with our information, they try to get a warrant for the business place there and detective Flack is emailing me the whole folder with their investigation information.”

“If we go to Albarez office first, the rest will disappear immediately.” Brass assumed. “We need to get both at the same time. I’ll send some officers to get Cassias, he’ll call for a lawyer what gives us some time for the alpha dog. I’ve no idea how big the place of his is, you think the two of you will be alright in there?” He looked at Grissom and Sara. 

“Sure. If not, we’ve got a back-up CSI with us. Detective Curtis gets some gloves, I’m sure she’s still good in her old job.”

“Grissom, the keyword was ‘old’ job. I’m not a CSI anymore, I’ll stand around and protect you and Sara.”

“How good that your boss is with you and can tell you what to do.” Brass smiled. “We should…”

“Excuse me.” A delivery man knocked on the door. “The man at the front desk told me I can find a detective Curtis here?”

“That would be me.” Sofia got up. 

“I need you to sign here, please.” He gave her a form and a little box.

“What is that?”

“I don’t know, I’m just the delivery boy.”

“Yeah sure, sorry.” She gave him the form back.

“Thanks.”

“Thank you.” Sofia turned the little box. “What the hell is that?”

“You’re the detective, go detect.”

“Very funny, Sidle.” Sofia torn the paper apart and a box, clearly a jewelry box, showed up. 

“I guess nothing good.” She opened the box. A golden collar. “Great.” Her voice said everything but not that she was happy with that gift. 

“That’s looks rather nice. May I?” 

“Sure.” She gave the box to Grissom and took the card. I’m sorry for the misunderstanding and would like to invite you to dinner, detective. Please accept the little gift as an apology. Keane.
“This is gold, and I’m not talking about 8 carat, I’m talking about 24 carat. This is very valuable, Sofia.”

“Yeah? He can put his valuable gold where the sun’s not shinning, I don’t want it.”

“If you had to pay for it, you pay at least a four months pay.”

“Still don’t want it. And, that’s the good thing, I can’t take it. Bribe.”

“He’s not a suspect anymore.” Sara liked the collar and very tempted to put it on. On the other side she could understand what Sofia meant. The blonde was right, she couldn’t keep this one. She would get in trouble for that. 

“This guy is really into you.” Brass looked at the collar. “I wouldn’t buy something like that for a woman. Not even for my ex wife when she was still my wife.”

“Maybe that’s why she’s your ex-wife. “Grissom suggested and put the collar back in the box. 

“In that case I’m happy that I kept my money for myself.”

“Jim, I don’t want to give it back.”

“Sofia, you can’t keep it.”

“I know, I don’t want to keep it.”

“But?”

“But what if I go over to the cash shop, sell it there, get a sales slip and donate the money to the Breast Cancer Foundation? They’re in front of the department and I’m sure they’d like to get this money. It won’t be a bribe then anymore.”

“In that case Keane has bribed the foundation which is perfectly fine.”

“Give me five minutes and I’ll be back…do I need a witness?”

“I’m sure the foundation will give you something when you ask.”

“Perfect. Five minutes and we can leave and do our job.” Sofia took the box and left the room. 

“Smart woman.” Brass smiled satisfied with his detective. 

“Yeah. Most woman would keep it, the others would send it back, she makes him pay without giving him the satisfaction that she keeps his gift. I hope he gets the message.” Sara sighed.

“How bad is he?”

“He’s annoying. She told him she isn’t interested, he doesn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.”

“He follows her?”

“No, that the first time they met without having an appointment. He did send flowers to her apartment and she gave them all away.”

“He’s not a suspect anymore, he can stop bribing the primary. Or do you think he’s really interested?”

“Yeah, as he interested in ninety percent of all women around him.”

“Sofia won’t like that.”

“No, she doesn’t.”

“You take care of her? I mean…” He said when Sara raised an eye brow. “When you’re both off. You’re not there to protect a detective, I mean when you’re both off. You spend a lot of time together…”

“I’ll make sure she’s fine as far as I can do that. Don’t worry Jim, I don’t let my friends down. She knows what she wants and she knows how to protect herself. But I’ll make sure she isn’t too much alone the next time.” That shouldn’t be a problem; after all they spend often enough the time after work together at one’s place. 

Part 5

Together with two officers they entered the house Albarez had his office in. At the same time Brass ordered four other officers to get Cassias in custody to give them no time to call each other and take off. 

“Mister Albarez? LVPD.” Brass called out when they entered the building. No answer. “You stay here.” He ordered one of the officers. “And you go around the building. The detective and me will go in.” 

White walls and four white doors was all they could see. No stairs for the second level, no evidence of anybody around. Brass knocked on the first door and with Sofia behind him, securing his back, he opened the door. An office. A desk, computer, file cabinets, two chairs and a printer. 

“Clear.”

“Looks like nobody is in.” Sofia’s eyes searched the hallway. 

“I wonder if the birds got a tip.” Brass moved to the second door. Another office and nobody inside. 

The third room was a kind of break room mixed with a living room. A huge sofa, a table, chairs and some empty coffee mugs. 

“The sign at the front said open from 9a, to 5pm.” Sara had walked back to make sure they were here in business time. 

“And the door was unlocked. You don’t leave your business alone and don’t lock the door. Not unless you’re in a hurry.” Sofia opened the last door. A bathroom. Quite dirty, but empty. 

“Shit.”

“Control this captain Brass, did you get Cassias?”

“No, nobody is home, captain. We’re still looking around the premises, but so far it’s empty.”

“Thanks.”

“Somebody told Keane he isn’t a suspect anymore.” Sara started slowly. 

“Who was that?” Grissom asked. 

“He mentioned it. A friend, was all he said.” Sofia put her gun away. “Perhaps he and Albarez share a friend and this friend told Albarez, he is a suspect now.”

“You think we’ve got a rat in the department?” Brass wasn’t happy about that thought. 

“A little bribe and some people love to talk. Keane definitely has the money to bribe and I’m sure, Albarez isn’t poor either.”

“It’s kind strange that both are away. I’ll check outside, you stay here Sofia. I mean, we’ve a warrant, no reason why Grissom and Sara shouldn’t have a look around.”

“Okay.” 

“I’ll send an officer inside after the outside is clear and we both can talk to the neighbors.”

“This area looks like everybody wants to talk to the police.” Sofia sighed. She doubted anybody had seen anything, regardless what they’d asked for. 

“I’ll start in the office at the front.” Sara took her kit and followed Sofia to the front, where the detective stayed. 

“What did the foundation women say?” Sara asked through the open door. Usually she preferred to work in silence, this time, the scene wasn’t really secured and she wanted to hear Sofia’s voice. Sara had no idea why she was a little bit jumpy but the voice of the detective calmed her down fast. 

“She didn’t want to believe it.”

“How much was it?”

“Ten thousand.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it was a poor deal for me, my clerk offered me eight first, I asked for twelve, we met in the middle. With a little bit more time I’m sure I’d have got more, but I didn’t have the time for games. Ten grand will help them a little bit and she was more than happy to give me a receipt. I sent it to the Sheriff, after he was the generous man in the name of the police department. Good politics for him.”

“Are you playing politics?”

“A bit.”

“Want to become a lieutenant?”

“Yes.”

“I thought so.”

“I’ll make lieutenant without bribing the Sheriff, don’t worry. That isn’t my style.”

“I know.” Sara tried to open a filing cabinet, but it was locked. “Got your special skills still, detective?”

“And which of my special skills do you need, Sara?” Sofia smiled coy. 

“Get your thoughts out of the gutter, detective. I need you to open this lock.”

“That was exactly what I was thinking of.” Sofia smiled and walked to Sara’s kit while the investigator had the front door in her eyes. She could open the lock herself, but Sofia was faster and left less traces. Sara had no idea where Sofia had learnt how to open locks without keys and with almost no traces left and she was sure, the detective wouldn’t tell or teach her. 

“All yours.”

“Thanks detective, I knew you would come handy one day.”

“Every day.”

“Oh Smuggy.” Sara chuckled and got her attention back to the cabinet. 

Sara opened the drawer and found a lot of files. She opened the first ones, took a few of them and walked back to Grissom. 

“I think I’ve got the menu.”

“We’re in a restaurant?” Grissom looked up. He was lifting finger prints from the table, the cups and the chairs. 

“Anna, twenty-two, five foot six, blond and deep blue eyes, a delicious taste for the man who know what quality is and appreciates a high level of quality. Her rid wine lips will make you more than happy.”

“Can you order her in medium?” 

“I’m sure. Or with cream and sugar.”

“Sounds promising and delicious. Order one for Ecklie, he might enjoy that.” 

Sara had to laugh. “Isn’t that too much torture for the woman? No, seriously, Gil, they sell these women to rich men.”

“They call it immigration help.”

“Sure…what’s that?” She bent down and got a cable, that lead into a cabinet. 

“I don’t know, I wasn’t that far.”

Sara opened the cabinet. A computer screen. 

“I think they saw us coming.” Sara could see how one of the officers took over Sofia’s place. There had to be a camera somewhere above or around the door. 

“How and where did they go to?” Grissom asked. “We were in front of the door, I haven’t seen any other door.”

“Neither have I.” Sara took her cell phone. “Sofia, could you do me a favor before you and Brass go?”

“What’s that?”

“Go to the car and come towards the door. Tell me from which moment on you can see the hallway.” 

“Okay.” Sofia walked under Grissom’s and Sara’s eye to the police car and back. She stopped after only a few steps. 

“Sara? I can see the hallway now.”

“It took you seven steps.”

“Per…how do you know?”

“Take a look around, there must be a camera somewhere. I’ve you on screen and watch every step you take.”

“They saw us?” Sofia looked around. 

“Yes.”

“How did they…I got the camera. It’s under the roof on the right side. Want me to get it down?”

“No, that’s alright. We need to find a way out of this room, were there any footprints under the window?”

“I’ll have a look for you.”

“Thanks.” She turned to Grissom. “Any idea how they left?”

“Open sesame?” 

“Say it again, nothing moved.”

“Maybe words are not the trigger. Remember the case with the baby room?”

“Yeah. This casino guy who had a hidden room decorated like a baby room for his private pleasure.”

“We need to find the secret door.”

Sara looked around the room. “Well, there won’t be one in this wall, it’s to the hallway. That wall brings you in the other office, doesn’t help either when you want to escape from somebody who’s at the front. This wall is to the outside, Sofia hasn’t called so I guess there’re no footprints, which left us to…”

“The northern wall.” Grissom finished her thought. “I wondered the whole time why there are two stories but no stairs. I haven’t seen any outside, so how do you get to the second level?”

“Open sesame?”

“Abracadabra.” Grissom and Sara got to the northern wall and started to run their hands over it. Somewhere had to be something to touch that would make the wall move. Or open a little door. 

“What are you doing?” Both spun around. Sofia and Brass were in the room, watching the two CSIs touching the wall. 

“We’re following an idea.” Sara went on. “If they saw us on the screen, they had to leave the room somewhere. Unless you don’t tell us there are shoeprints outside, we’re looking at the only possibility.”

“No shoeprints, are we chasing David Copperfield now? Or Chris Angel? They are the only ones who can walk through walls.”

“Everybody can with the right amount of money or the right know-how.”

“Are the two thinking of the baby room case?” Brass asked.

“Yes.”

“Baby room? Ewe, the milk and…I remember.” Sofia made a grimace. “Walking milk buffet.”

“Yes.” Both stopped in front of a framed poster of the Statue of Liberty. 

“Too obviously.” Sara shook her head.

“Too obviously works sometimes best.” Grissom got one side of the frame, Sara took the other. Slowly they removed it and smiled. Behind the frame was a kind of safe, but the door was big enough for an adult to climb through it. It was about a yard above the floor. 

“Well, we can try ‘open sesame’ again.” He offered.

“Or abracadabra.” 

“How is you two open that one and we two go inside?” Brass offered, getting his gun. 

“Why do they always get the fun?” Sara asked. 

“They’re big bad ass cops, we’re the brain.”

“I understand.” Sara tried to open the safe but the door didn’t open. “Looks like we need a combination first. Sofia?”

“Sorry, I’m not the one with the brain.”

“Stop bitching around, open the safe.”

“I thought she’s a detective.” Grissom wondered. 

“So did I.” Brass said.

“I’m a sister of the Beagle Boys.” She pressed her ear on the door and turned the combination lock. It took her a minute until a little ‘ping’ came from the door and Sofia smiled. 

“I think you can open it now, Sara.”

“If you get tired of being in the law enforcement, I think I know how you’ll get a lot of money.” Brass eyed his colleague. “You’ll be my prime suspect for every bank robbery from now on.”

“I leave that to my brothers.”

“Where did you learn that?”

“Sorry Grissom, I can’t tell you. It’s my secret. Sara tries to get that one out of me for ages but she’ll never know. A woman needs her secrets.”

“Looks like. Okay, ready?” Grissom got the safe door and waited until Brass and Sofia nodded. Sara had her gun out as well. Carefully Grissom opened the door. 

“At least nobody shoots at us and it’s not a safe.” Sara sighed. If they had just open an ordinary safe, she would be disappointed now. 

“A small room.” Sofia’s head was through the door and the rest of her body followed it. And a door. Looks like this is a double protection. You come through the safe, you’ve to get through the door next.” 

Brass followed her through the safe door, not as elegant as Sofia. 

“You think we’ll be safe in there?” Sara asked Grissom.

“We’re in a safe, where else do you think we’ll be safe?”

“Malibu Beach?” She climbed through the whole. 

“Open sesame.” Sofia turned the doorknob. To all their surprises the door wasn’t locked. 

“Too easy.” Brass said. Inch by inch Sofia opened the door. All they could see was a white wall.

“Shoeprints on the floor.” Grissom mumbled. Somebody had been here recently. 

“I hope there are not forty thieves waiting for us.” Sara got her gun ready. 

“Hallway’s clear.” Sofia was out of the small room. “There’s a staircase.”

“Not the way to the promised land but to the second level.” 

“I like your sense of humor, Grissom.” Brass took the lead. Step by step they climbed up to the second level. It seemed like the place behind the safe door was for nothing else than entering the second level. No other doors, no windows, only a small one on the second level. 

A new door was waiting on top of the stairs. Brass and Sofia got ready, she opened the door, he stepped in. He was barely in the room when a bullet flew through the room and entered the wall only inches away from him. Immediately everybody was down.

“LVPD, get your guns down!” No answer. Instead a new bullet flew through the room, this time it hit the door and ran through. 

Brass got his radio and called for back-up when some more bullets made their way through the door. 

Sara looked at the wall. It was a wooden wall, a bigger gun and their protection was gone, like the door. 

“I’ll get in there.” Without waiting for an answer Brass jumped from behind the door behind a desk, that was a yard away from the door and returned the fire. 

“Get the officers in here.” Sofia’s words were addressed to Sara and Grissom, but only Grissom moved. 

“Sara, get down with Grissom.”

“What are going to do?”

“I’ve got three shooters in here.” Brass called. 

“I’ll follow…” The loud crack let both dove to the floor, Sofia on top of Sara, protecting the investigator, who held her arms and hands over Sofia’s head to give her some protection. Not a bullet, a big rock was only two foot away from them. Where the hell got they a rock from? They were in a room and not in the Rocky Mountains. 

“You’re alright?” Sara asked. 

“Yeah. Get the hell out of here, Sara.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll go in. Go. Now!” She pushed Sara down the stairs. Sara hesitated. 

“Sofia?”

“Sara please, don’t…”

“Take this one if you have to go in.” Sara took off her bullet proof vest and handed it to Sofia. 

“You stay down.”

“Promise.” She saw Sofia putting on the vest. When the detective closed it, Sara was down the stairs, trying to get out of the way of the two officers, who were coming up.

“Three shooters according to Brass.” She told them.

“Thanks.”

Grissom was in the little room, on the phone, calling for back-up. Sara heard the bullets, she heard people yelling but when Brass’s words entered her ears, she felt like the whole world stood still and didn’t hear anything anymore; only the echo of his words. 

“Officer down!” 

It was too early for the two officers, they just arrived, he must talk about…

“Oh my god! Sofia.” Before she could turn and ran upstairs, Grissom had her arm and pulled her towards him. 

“You can’t go there, Sara.”

“They need help.”

“You can’t go there.” He repeated. 

“Where’s your vest?”

“I…I gave it to Sofia.”

“Get the hell out of here, Sara. Now.”

“I have to…”

“Get out! Get the back-up in.”

“An ambulance.”

“I called one already when I came down, they’ll be here soon. Get the back-up in, the sooner the police has stopped the shooting, the ambulance can help Sofia.” He pushed her through the hole, making sure Sara left the room before he went up himself. 

When Sara left the house two black and whites stopped. Remembering that she wasn’t wearing her CSI vest anymore, she held up her badge. 

“They’re upstairs.” Not that the bullets didn’t tell them. “You need to take the last door left and climb through a hole in the wall. 

“Thanks Ma’am. Stay clear, please.”

“There’s an officer down.” It didn’t sound better when she repeated that. A broken window over her let her jump. And Sara wasn’t the only one who had jumped. Through the window came a man, clearly not an officer. He landed on hands and legs, moaned and didn’t move for a second before he started to crawl.

“You stop right there or I’ll shoot.” All she needed was the thought that this maybe had shot Sofia and her voice was very calm and very dangerous. He looked up. Sanchez. 

“Senorita, you don’t…” 

“Don’t move your hand an inch more or I’ll blow your head away.” She saw the gun on his leg. A security gun, like the police wore it. 

“You don’t shoot anybody.”

“No, not anybody, but a man who sells women to wealthy perverts.” The ambulance arrived, but Sara didn’t hear them, nor did she hear anything from above her. She was focused on this man, ready to shoot as soon as he moved. 

Sanchez sensed that too and didn’t move. 

“Tell me, did you shoot the officer?”

A little smile appeared on his face but was gone when a bullet entered the ground an inch from his left hand away. 

“No.”

“Liar.” Sara loaded her gun

“I didn’t, it was Albarez.” He yelled out, obviously in panic. 

“You get on your stomach, slowly, hands in front of you and if you move in any kind of way I don’t like, I’ll shoot you like your friend shoot the officer and believe me, with an officer down, no one in the law enforcement will give a second thought about a dead rat like you.” She waited until Sanchez was lying on the ground, grabbed his hands and cuffed them behind his back. 

Grissom came out of the house. 

“We need the EMTs in here, officer down and two suspects.” The EMTs ran into the house. What if they were too late? What if they couldn’t help Sofia anymore? What if they needed to carry her out of the house? There was no space, they couldn’t move her from…

“Sara!” Grissom shook her. “Get the sledgehammer out of the car, we need to make the hole bigger.” He got Sanchez, pulled him up and got him towards one of the police cars. 

Sara woke up out of her rigor. Grissom was right, she had to do something. With the sledgehammer in her hands, she entered the house, a police officer coming out of the safe door. 

“May I?” He took the sledgehammer and started to enlarge the hole. The wooden wall was thin, he didn’t need much time to get a big hole in it. Sara slipped through and flew more up the stairs than she ran them. She tried to prepare herself for whatever was waiting for her, but she knew, it was impossible. She hadn’t been prepared when she saw Greg on the ground after his attack, no matter that Sofia had told her, he was alright, everything in her had been broken when she saw her younger friend lying there in his own blood. 

There she was, there was Sofia. She was on the stretcher, an EMT next to her. 

“Sofia.” Sara got on her knees. There was no blood, nothing that looked like it belonged to Sofia. But why didn’t she move? Why was nobody doing anything? 

“She’s alright, Sara.” Brass was sitting on a chair, the other EMT on his left arm. 

“What happened to you?” He had his own blood on him.

“A bullet gazed me, don’t worry, I’m used to worse.”

“Sofia?”

“Sara?” Sofia’s voice was thin. The blonde opened her eyes. Pain was in them, but she was alive. 

“Officer, can you give me a hand, we need to bring her down.”

“I can walk…I think.”

“No, you can’t. Stay there, we’ll take care of you.”

“What happened?” Sara asked. 

“She took two bullets, she’ll be fine.”

“She took bullets!?!”

“In the vest.” The EMT smiled lightly. “She’ll be alright, we get her to Desert Palms to make sure she didn’t get anything else.”

“Don’t forget to bring some chocolate when you come and visit me.” Sofia pressed Sara’s hand for a second. Then the EMT and one of the police officers got her up and carried her out of the room. 

“And Sara?”

“Yes?”

“Thanks.”

For the first time Sara had a look around. Two men were on the side of the room. They were stretched out long on the floor and didn’t move. Further in the room, in a small corner, were two women sitting, trembling and didn’t dare to move at all. Sara recognized them from the photos. 

“Albarez and Cassias are dead.” Brass clenched his teeth when the EMT sprayed something on his wound. 

“What about them?”

“They’re alright.” 

Sara got up and walked to the women. Full with fear they tried to hide in their corner. 

“They brought you into the country. I saw photos of you. Two weeks ago, right? Who are you? Where are you from?”

No answer. 

“They don’t speak English.” Brass  informed her. 

“Nobody will hurt you anymore.” She got on her knees. “You’re safe. Do you understand?”

They obviously didn’t. Sara sighed. She had no idea where they were from and even if she’d know, she didn’t speak any other language than English. 

“Sara?” Grissom was back. 

“Yes?”

“Come on.” She got up. “What about them?”

“I called somebody from the immigration office, they’ll bring an interpreter.”

“We don’t know where they’re from.”

“They’ll know what to do.” He got his arm around her and guided her slowly out of the house. 

“This is a crime scene, we have to process it.”

“Dayshift will come in. We go back to the lab.”

“But…”

“Sara, we won’t process this scene, they shoot at us, we’re out. Get in the car.”

After a coffee Sara felt better. She walked to Grissom’s office. Her supervisor was on the phone and signed her to have a seat. Immediately her mind wandered off. She wanted to go to Desert Palms and see Sofia. There was no reason for her to be here when her friend was in hospital and needed her. 

“Sara?”

“Sorry.” She hadn’t heard that he had finished his phone call. 

“Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m…I can cope. Do you want me to write me report now?”

“Now.”

“But…”

“I know it’s procedure. I think we can make an exception today. Nevertheless I have to tell you as your supervisor that you’re not supposed to give your vest away. Especially not when there’s gunfire around us…”

“Gil, she wanted in and I was going downstairs, I didn’t need the vest…”

“It’s a rule to keep on your vest, Sara.”

“I know.” A stupid rule. 

He got up, walked around the desk to her. “As your supervisor I need to tell you that you violated the rules – again. I have to tell you if you do that again there might consequences and I’ve to reprove your for that.” He got down to be face to face with her. “Do you feel reproved for all what you did?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He smiled. “That was what you supervisor had to tell you. And now let me say you as your friend and your supervisor, I’m very glad you did what you did. You might have saved Sofia’s life by giving her your vest. It’s true, she needed it more than you and no time to get her own. You did everything right, Sara. You saved her, you probably saved Jim too because he needed Sofia’s help. Thanks for saving my friends lives.” He hugged her. 

“Gil…”

“I’m sorry I had to do the first speech, you know, politics.” He kissed her cheek. “And now get the hell out of here and see Sofia. She’ll need you and you need to see her. I can see your thoughts are only with her.”

“Thanks.” She smiled relieved. Of course he wasn’t mad at her. 

“Sara?”

“Yeah?” She stopped in front of his door.

“I’m glad you’re alright too. I don’t to imagine to lose you.”

“Same to you, Gil. And call Heather for Christ’s sake. You can do your paperwork and politics later, see her and have lunch with her. Or whatever.”

“I’ll consider that.” He smiled. 

“Good. You better have seen her before I see her the next time.” Sara blinked at him and left. Without paying attention to the people around her, she made her way as fast as possible to the car park, got in her car and drove to the Desert Palms. 

“Sara Sidle, I’m with the crime lab, I need to see Sofia Curtis. Detective Curtis.” She demanded at the front desk. 

“One of your colleagues is already upstairs. Room 5 – 3 – 5. Take the elevator to the fifth floor and left.”

“Thanks.” Sara hated elevators, she hated hospitals, she hated the smell here. Right now she hated most the waiting. For the elevator to come, for the doors to close and open again. 

Ignoring again all people around her, her eyes pinned on the numbers on the door, she walked fast the hallway down. Why gave a hospital her every time the feeling of being ill? Weren’t these places there to make you feel better? Well, it was the opposite with her. She felt sick and/or reminded of her childhood when visits in a hospital was something that happened more often to her than a visit in a cinema or a museum. 

She wasn’t sure  if she had really waited until she was called into the room, she knocked and the next thing she realized was, she was in the room. Sofia was on a bed, no doctor or nurse around her. 

Wordless Sara went to her, got Sofia in her arms and pulled her deep in her arms. There she was, her friend. She was alright. Nothing suggested that Sofia was seriously harmed. Finally the tears were coming and Sara had no intention to stop them. 

“Could you let me go only a tiny bit?” Sofia gasped. “Please. Half an inch?”

“No.” Sara denied. She didn’t want to let do. Right now she wanted to have Sofia as close as possible. 

“Sara, you hurt me if you go on like that.” 

Immediately Sara let Sofia go and stepped back. 

“Not so far, stupid.” Sofia took Sara’s hand with her right hand and opened her hospital shirt a little bit with her left hand. 

“This one is a little bit painful when there’s pressure on it.” A bruise was on the belly of the blonde. “It’s growing and I called it Sara because I’ve got it because of you.”

“Me?” 

“Yeah, your vest. Two bullets next to each other. Without your vest I wouldn’t be the best looking patient. I’d be with Doc Robbins.”

“You’d be the best looking body he ever had.” Sara smiled a little bit. Sofia was smug again, the blonde couldn’t be too bad. 

“I know but the thought he sees me naked is a little bit disturbing.”

“It’s more than disturbing.”

“So let’s be happy I’m the best looking patient. And get me in your arms again, Grumpy Smurf. Now!” 

“Smuggy.” Sara got Sofia back in her arms. 

“Stop crying, there is no reason t cry.” Sofia caught a tear with her finger. 

“When Brass called officer down, I thought you were dead and I wanted to be dead too.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to go on without you. Where’s the sense in life when you lose your best friend? And a trip to Waikiki.” Sara added to make it sound less dramatically. 

“If you get my apartment you can go to Waikiki. You have no idea how my will looks like.”

“I don’t want to be in your will, I want to be with you in Waikiki.”

“Consider yourself as lucky, you’ll get both. And now get me out of here.”

“Can you…?”

“Sure. I need my clothes and I can go. They said I’m fine, will feel sore the next few days, especially around my colorful Sara, but I’ll survive. And I need to take a day or two off.”

“I don’t like that you call a bruise after me.”

“Get used to it. I even took a photo of it and I’ll take one every day. Imagine how it will look tomorrow.”

“You’re sick.” Sara laughed. 

“No, sssshhh, don’t say that here.” Sofia grabbed her clothes. “I’m sorry but I don’t have your vest anymore. There was a CSI – the wrong CSI, not mine – and took it with him. Evidence.”

“That’s alright, I got my trouble already for giving away my vest.”

“Really?”

“Yes, Grissom told me off; officially.”

“An unofficially?”

“He thanked me for saving his friends lives.”

“As soon as I’m better I’ll tell you off too.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. “Come on, I need to sign at the front desk and then I could need somebody to drive me home.”

“I could be that somebody.”

“That’s what I hoped for.”

The man at the front desk didn’t want to let Sofia go first because she hadn’t seen her doctor after the examination. 

“Well, I was waiting for an hour, tell my doctor I’m home. I feel fine, I sign whatever you need to let me go and you can give my bed to somebody who needs it. I’ve got all I need.”

“It’s you own responsibility.”

“That’s alright.” Sofia signed a form that she wanted to leave the hospital without the last words of her doctor. 

“Home?” Sara asked when they were in her car.

“Yes. Could you do me two favors?”

“To the one I’m already doing you?” Sara smirked. “Let me hear.”

“First, could we stop at Ben’s Best Burgers? It after noon and I’m starving and I don’t want a coffee and a bagel, I want something fatty, unhealthy, some burger I can never manage to finish, a bowl of French fries with too much salt and a gallon of coke that I’ll drink before I’ve the same amount of beer later at home.”

“Except for the beer we can do that. You’re on pain killer, you can’t drink.”

“Spoilsport.” 

“What’s the second favor?”

“Would you stay with me? I know, we barely spent any time separated this week and you’re sick and tired of me right now…”

“Shut up. I had no other intention than staying with you, Sofia.”

“Thanks.”

“So Ben’s Best Burger?”

“Yes. Please.”

“I hope they sell salad.”

“They do, but the burgers are better.”

“Of course they are.” Sara held Sofia’s hand while she navigated her car to the drive through of the fast food restaurant. 

Sofia got her x-large burger and Sara wondered how many burgers the blonde got when she took the bag with their food. It looked bigger than bags for whole families. 

“Do you want a shower first? I’ll make you your favorite dressing and mix us a few non alcoholic cocktails.” Sofia offered. 

“Sounds good to me.” Sara put the bag on the table and went into Sofia’s bathroom. Like the blonde in Sara’s apartment, had Sara some of her clothes in Sofia’s apartment. It was no problem to change here, there were enough clothes for a whole week. 

When she came back in the kitchen Sofia had set everything on the sofa. 

“Where’s the food?”

“Oven. I kept it warm and your salad in the fridge. Care for some croutons on your salad?”

“Do I get spoiled today?”

“A little bit.”

“Yes, I’d love to have croutons.”

“Good. I also boiled an egg for you. Your salad looked so…poor, I thought I’m gonna pimp your salad.”

“Cheese?”

“Of course. Have a seat on the sofa.”

“You’re the one who fresh out of the hospital.”

“Yes, I’m out of it, so I can be treated like a human.” Sofia pushed Sara towards the couch. “Take the cocktails with you, will you?”

“Sure.” She waited until Sofia had placed all the food in front of them. The burger was huge, Sara guessed over a pound of meat. 

“You’ll never be able to eat that all.” Mayonnaise and tomato sauce were all over her Sofia’s French fries. 

“I know, food for two days.”

“You wanna warm that up?”

“Yes.”

“You’re disgusting.”

“I know.” Sofia tried to get her burger between her jaws and failed pitiful. She managed to get a slice of meat, some tomato and a piece of cucumber, the rest dropped onto her plate. 

“Need fork and knife?”

“It’s fast food, you don’t use fork and knife for fast food.” 

“No, you make a mess out of your plate and your face.”

“Eat your salad.” Sara threw a slice of tomato on Sara’s salad. 

“I will. I can even lean back while I eat.” Sara leant back on the sofa with the salad on her lap. 

“So can I.” Sofia dropped some fries on her plate, leant back, snuggled onto Sara’s shoulder and started to eat her burger layer by layer. 

“You’re red and white.” Sara took a salad leaf and got with it some of the mayonnaise from Sofia’s cheek. 

“Do I look good with it?”

“Is there anything you don’t look good with?”

“Actually no.” She grinned. “Even with my own Sara.”

“Could you find another name for your bruise?”

“No. I’m very glad I have it. It was the bruise or two bullet holes.”

“The next time you take your vest with you.”

“I think you are the only who wears the vest all the time.”

“I know why.”

“You’re a smart woman.” Sofia finished another meat layer. Next on her list were the cheese slices and the bread. Without a second look she left the vegetables on the plate and got her attention back to the fries. If she could help it, she would ignore all these pseudo healthy things and eat the real things. Nobody bought a burger because of the tomato slices or the cucumber. They all wanted the meat and so did Sofia. 

“The tomato won’t kill you.”

“I know. Neither will the fries.” 

“Like a child.”

“Careless and free.”

“Dirty and stubborn.”

Sara got up and got some paper towels for Sofia. 

“Thanks mom.”

“If I’d be your mom you wouldn’t eat this stuff.”

“I’ve never thought I’d be thankful to have my mom.” Sofia grinned and put her plate away. 

“I’ll remind all these nasty little comments, Sofia.”

“Of course you do.” Sofia got Sara’s empty plate away and climbed in her arms, putting her own arms around Sara’s neck, resting her head on the brunette’s shoulder. 

“Tired?” Sara asked. 

“Mhm. It was a long shift.”

“It was a hard shift with thankfully a happy end.”

“Thanks to you.”

“I’ve to take care of my detective.”

“No, it’s not your job.”

“It’s my job to take care of my friends. And if my best friend happens to be a detective, well I’ve to take care of her. I don’t want to lose her.”

“I don’t want to lose you, Sara.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. “Thanks again for the vest and saving my life.”

“I’d do it anytime again.”

“I hope so.”

“The next time you take better care.”

“I promise.”

“Good. I don’t want to lose you, Sofia. I love you too much.”

“I love you too.” Sofia held on close to Sara. “Could you do me another favor?”

“Which one?”

“Stay with me and don’t sleep on the sofa. I would like to be in your arms so that I’ll know in my dreams I’m still alive and when the nightmares come and I’ll get shot, a part of me will remember I’m alive and you’re there.”

“I’ll stay with you.”

“Thanks. Do you carry me?”

“No.” Sara laughed. 

“Why not?”

“We’re not married, I don’t carry you over the threshold.”

“Pity. But hey, we’re in Vegas, we can do that within an hour.”

“I think I prefer just to sleep with you.”

“That sounds…”

“Sleep with you in one bed and meaning real sleep.”

“…relaxing.”

“Have you always been that dirty and nasty?”

“Yes.” 

“Thought so.” Sara pushed Sofia from her lap and got up. “Come on, time to brush your teeth and some sleep.”

“Yes mom.”

“Don’t mom me.”

“No sexy.” Sofia slapped Sara’s ass.

“Sofia Curtis, one more thing like this and you’ll be in trouble.”

“Can’t wait for it.” Sofia grinned, hugged Sara and kissed her lips. “Punish me, baby. I always wanted to be punished by you in bed.”

“I should leave.”

“You won’t.”

“I know, that’s the disaster.” Sara smiled. “Bed. Now!”

“I love it when she sends me to bed – with her.” 

“Shut up!” Five minutes later they were in Sofia’s bed, the blonde snuggling in Sara’s arms. 

“Are you comfortable?” Sofia asked.

“Yes. Are you?”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. Get some sleep, we’ve got around eight hours.”

“I’ve the next two nights off. Would you like to stay here? I’d wait for you tomorrow morning with breakfast.”

“I can do that.”

“Thanks. Sleep tight, Sara. Love you.”

“I love you too, Sofia. Don’t get any nightmare, I’m here to take care of you.” Sara kissed Sofia’s earlobe. “I’m happy to have you here and not to see you anywhere else.”

“All your fault that you’re now on my bed.” Sofia took Sara’s hands in hers and closed her eyes. Sara had saved her life, she was her guardian angel. And now her guardian angel was with her and would make sure, she was alright. Sofia really doubted she could find a better friend than Sara. 

HAWAII 05

Part 1

Hawaii, one of the most popular holiday spot dreams in the world. The islands in the Pacific were part of many fantasies, part of many ideas of a perfect holiday spot. Waikiki Beach apparently one of the most beautiful beaches in the world. The Island Oahu with Honolulu the first stop for most tourists to discover the Hawaiian islands. 

“Are we still in America?” Sofia lifted her shades and looked around. 

“Well I can’t remember that we were asked for our passports, although there was a lot of fuzz when we arrived, but the last time I checked, Hawaii was a part of the United States.” Sara yawned. They had worked the last night and drove from the department straight to the airport to catch their over six hours flight to Honolulu. Yesterday the couple who was staying for this week in Sofia’s apartment arrived in Las Vegas and they had met each other. Sofia had showed them around, told them something about Vegas and got the keys and useful information about Hawaii. Now, in the early afternoon of this Monday, they were standing in front of the airport in Honolulu. 

“All I see is Japanese. Japanese people, Japanese signs, Japanese flags. And why didn’t I get one of these flower things? What are they called?”

“Lei.”

“Lei? What is a lei?”

“It’s the Hawaiian word for ‘garland’. And it looks like you don’t get one if you’re not in a Japanese tourist group.”

“We should join them then.”

“Yeah, we both look absolutely Japanese. Especially you, blondie.”

“Shut up.”

“That would be ‘damare’ in Japanese.”

“Why do you speak Japanese? Isn’t it enough that you know everything?”

“I’m smart and open-minded.” Sara found a sign - in Japanese – and looked at it for a few seconds. “The shuttle bus is nine dollar one way and fifteen return.”

“Show off, I don’t believe you a single word.”

“Whatever. Do you believe me we’re right here because everybody seems to wait here.”

“Yes, I do believe that.” Sofia sat down on her suitcase. What a strange place. Everything was in Japanese and it seemed like, the tourist industry didn’t bother to put up English signs. Everybody, who wasn’t Japanese, was supposed to guess where the busses stopped and how much they were. It made no sense to her, all Japanese people she had seen so far, were in groups, they didn’t need these signs, they got picked up and escorted to their – probably Japanese – hotels. 

“What was the name of the shuttle they have told us off?” Sara asked.

“Baskin Robbins?”

“Honey, you think of ice cream and not of a bus.”

“It’s hot enough for ice cream.”

“Roberts Hawaii?”

“Almost like Baskin Robbins.”

“Sure. There’s a bus of them.” 

Sofia got up and watched the greenish bus that stopped a few yards away from them. A man with a lei got out. Immediately people were around him and handed their luggage over. 

“They don’t get anything from him, I’ll save two seats for us.” The detective left her suitcase with Sara and entered the bus. Hot. It was humid in here, air-condition wouldn’t be too bad. But the bus was turned off and no air came in it. Maybe it would have been better to wait outside with the suitcases. Now it was too late. She sat down in the middle and closed her eyes. 

Being awake for twenty-four hours let her wish for a bed and a shower. Why had they made the decision to take the shuttle bus instead of a taxi? They saved money on accommodation, they didn’t have to save it on everything. 

“I wonder how long we’ll have to sit in the bus until we’re at our flat.” Sara let herself drop next to Sofia. 

“So do I. I’m afraid I’ll fall asleep while we’re in here.”

“I might do the same but I’ll try to stay awake. What did they say? Half an hour drive?”

“With the car, yes.”

“Great. We’ll be on the road for the rest of the day.” Sara closed her eyes. Now she was on Hawaii and was too tired to enjoy it. Life was a bitch.

“May I have your attention?” Sara didn’t bother to open her eyes. She could listen with her eyes closed and if it was anything important, this woman would make sure, she’d do what she said.

“If you want to have a single ticket it’s nine dollar per person, if you want a return ticket it’s fifteen dollar.” Sara opened one eye and looked at Sofia.

“Okay, you were right, I’m sorry.” 

“I’ll get us two return tickets.”

“Thanks.” Sofia’s head fell on the window. She wanted a shower and a bed. How was she supposed to watch the sunset when she was this tired? And sleeping was wasting time. They were on Hawaii, for Christ’s sake, they couldn’t sleep.

“So tell me why can you read Japanese?”

“I had  a Japanese roommate in college. For a year. I picked up some things. To be honest, the sign was more a guess. I saw the nine and the fifteen, thought we’re at the shuttle stop so it makes sense these numbers are connected to the shuttle.”

“Smart but not that smart.”

“Damare.”

“What?”

“Shut up.”

“Oh yeah, I’ll try to remember that. Did you know this Island is like a Japanese colony?”

“I read the guide but it didn’t really say so. Or I didn’t read it.”

“Impossible. Sara Sidle reads everything, she’s a geek.”

“As a former acting supervisor you are the bigger geek.”

“I didn’t get this job because I was so great. I mean, I am always great…”

“Smuggy.”

“…but that was because the Sheriff pulled my papers. And Ecklie wanted somebody who is exact.”

“Up his ass.”

“One more comment like that and our friendship is over. I suffered enough under you and your hate the first weeks.”

“I didn’t hate you.”

“You did. And you didn’t trust me.”

“I wasn’t that nice.”

“Just like right now.”

“Right now I’m nice. I joined you, I got our tickets back, I make sure you won’t miss our stop and I’ll let you use the shower first.”

“Otherwise I’d join you under the shower.”

“I’ve to share a bed with you, I think that’s enough.”

“Other people would pay for that.”

“There’s a word for woman who let them do that.”

“Rich.”

“Yeah.” Sara laid her head on Sofia’s shoulder. “They did say we can use their food in the fridge, didn’t they?”

“Yeah, everything in the fridge is for us to use. We don’t have to go shopping today.”

“Good. I want a shower, a short nap and then the sunset on the beach.”

“Do I have to go there too?”

“Yes dear, I want you in my arms when I take the picture of the sunset. The sunset and us, to be exact. We have to send that to the department, make them all jealous.”

“You want to make yourself some more friends.”

“Yes.”

“And Grissom will never let you go on holiday again.”

“Not with you.”

“Don’t you dare to send anything to him! I’m planning some more trips with you.”

“You’ve got plans with me?” Sara chuckled. 

“You bet! Quite a few. Even for this trip.”

“Like what?”

“Snorkeling, swimming with dolphins, skydive, a luau, parasailing and a sunset cruise on a yacht.” 

“I’m with you. Sounds like fun.”

“Oh and a lot of soaking sun, burying feet in the sand and a huge sunshade for the beach. I don’t want to be burnt when we are too lazy to walk back.”

“You’ll get one.”

“Thanks.”

***

“That looks beautiful.” Sara sighed happy. They had make it to the beach and found a spot at the water to watch the sun slowly going under in the ocean. 

“It is.” Sofia had her arm around Sara’s shoulders, leaning lazily on Sara. “Do we get some sushi when we go back?” Their apartment was only a five minute walk from the beach. They couldn’t see Waikiki beach because of all the huge hotels in front of them, but that didn’t matter. Four blocks and their feet were in sand, that was more worth than an ocean view from a mile away from the beach. 

“If you want.”

“This place is full of Japanese, the sushi must be perfect.” 

“Rice beer.”

“I can’t imagine that tastes good.”

“We’ll give it a try.”

“And then we’ll sleep. Real sleep! I don’t plan to be awake longer than 9pm.”

“Right or left side of the bed?”

“I don’t care. Where would you like me to be?”

“Left side so I can see the sunshine on your face when we wake up tomorrow morning.”

“Awww, that’s sooo sweet.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. “You can be really cute, do you know that, Sara?”

“It’s the damn sunset, it has a bad influence on my personality.”

“It makes you not bitchy”

“As I said, bad influence.”

“I like that. But I also like Grumpy Smurf.”

“Smuggy, watch your tongue.”

“It’s safe where it is, you can’t do anything to it.”

“Don’t be too sure.”

“That sounds like sexual harassment.”

“Didn’t you tell me it’s only harassment when you don’t like it?” Sara countered with a laugh. 

“Shit, I knew I should have kept that to myself. This woman is too smart, she reminds things like that.”

“You bet.”

“Didn’t I also say real friends bring breakfast to my bed in the morning?”

“Oh, you’ll do that for me? That’s sweet, Sofia.”

“I thought about you…never mind. We’ll have both breakfast in bed. Eight o’clock?”

“Latest.”

“I thought this is holiday.”

“We’ll lay around at the beach, the whole day.”

“Right. Paradise. A beach, an ocean and you.”

“Cocktail, fruits, swimming.”

“Do we have to go back to Vegas?”

“I’m afraid so.”

Sofia sighed. She wouldn’t mind staying here. Maybe they should sacrifice an hour or two to find out if the law enforcement here needed  a detective and a csi.

“Getting up that early really sucked but being here and having this great spot is mag.” Sofia turned the sunshade so that their towels were out of the shade. The first hour they could try the sun, after that they needed the shade. 

“Yeah, right next to the water. We won’t give this spot away.” Sara got the suncream out of the bag. 

“Some protection?”

“Of course. I always use protection.” Sofia smirked. 

“That’s really good, Sofia. I’m proud you listened in school when the teacher told you to protect yourself. Is that your way to tell me, you want to get lucky tonight and I won’t see you until the late morning tomorrow?”

“I told you, this is our week. No guy will come between us. It’s only us. We, sunshine, beach and a real relaxed time.”

“Just wanted to make sure.”

“Why should I look for a guy when I can share my bed with you?”

“For all these things I won’t give you.”

“They don’t mean nothing compared to your time, your company.”

“Now you a slimy Smuggy.”

“And yours. All yours.”

“I’ll think of what I want to do with that.”

“You could simply love me.”

“I do, Sofia. I do love you.”

“Awww.” Sofia hugged Sara and transferred her suncream on the brunette. “I share my security with you.”

“Be a good friend and give me my own. It’s better for both of us.” Sara gave Sofia the suncream and turned. 

“My pleasure.” Sofia allocate the suncream on Sara’s back. 

“Ladies, you don’t have to do this hard work, we can do that for you.” Two men in their late twenties stood in front of them, wide grinning. 

Sara just looked at them with annoyance and made the decision to ignore them. What a cheap way to start a conversation. Guys like that weren’t on her holiday list.

“Thanks guys but no thanks. I take care of my lady myself.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her cheek. “Am I doing a good job, honey?”

“You always do a very satisfying job, sweetheart.” Sara purred, shooting a look full of love to Sofia. “You are simply the best and the cutest.”

“Dykes.” The guys turned and walked away.

“They are not really nice, aren’t they?” Sofia said dryly. 

“Nah, they’ve to improve their manners and have to watch their language”

“The funny thing is, it was meant to insult us. Do you feel insulted? Love, if you do, I’ll go after them and kick their asses. Nobody insults my csi.”

“No, I don’t feel insulted, detective. You can stay with me. It would have insulted me if had made themselves comfy next to us.”

“Yeah, would have sucked and destroyed the whole scene.”

“The whole day.”

“Thanks God we’re dykes and they don’t like us.”

“We shouldn’t forget that. Remember the next time you go out to look for women, honey.”

“I’ll try to. Maybe I can get started with a guy with a big female touch?”

“He’ll be gay and not into you.”

“Damn. Life is difficult.”

“If you want to get laid, yes.”

“In that case I’ll have sex free holidays. I’m sure we can enjoy them anyway.”

“So am I.” Sara grinned and lay back. Time to let the suncream soak in and relax. In half an hour she could start to be active.

“Excuse me?” Sofia lifted her head a little bit and opened her eyes. Two young women were standing next to her. 

“Yes?”

“May we sit down here?” The black haired one asked. 

“Sure, why not?”

“We just wanted to make sure if it’s all right. We don’t like getting comfortable right next to somebody this close without asking if it’s all right.”

“Make yourself comfy.” Sofia looked to Sara who was asleep. Her active csi, who had been to the tourist information center after they had seen the sunset yesterday and got information for their week here while Sofia went straight to bed. And Sara had been up earlier to get some fresh coffee. 

It was the best time for a swim. Not bothering to wake Sara up, she took her fins, mask, snorkel and camera and left with a smile to the two women. Her new camera, her new toy. It was waterproofed and Sofia could drop it into the sand. And if she didn’t drop it from higher than two yards, it was also shock proofed. The perfect camera for her. 

Their trip to the beach wasn’t just any trip and not just any beach. They had taken bus number twenty-two to Hanauma Beach, the best known snorkel spot on the island. And because of this it was crowded with people and they had to wait a few minutes to pay their fee to use the beach. 

Sofia’s goal for the day was to take a picture of one of the green sea turtles, that could be spotted in the bay. And of course a lot of colorful fishes. She had space for over one thousand photos and she was sure, at the end of the week she had used the whole space. 

Swimming not too far away from the shore she was first very busy not to touch any of the corals and not to bump into somebody else. She wondered if there was a kind of limit for people or the ranger would let everybody inside who paid. If there was no limit she was quite happy that on her side of the towel these two women were and not guys like the ones they had seen in the morning. 

When Sofia came back twenty minutes later Sara was awake and in a conversation with the two women. 

“Hey, you’re awake.”

“Yeah, our neighbors woke me up. There was guy taking photos of  me sleeping.”

“Oh. Can he still walk?”

“Yes, I was really nice, I called an officer, who was only a few yards away.”

“Not in the mood to handle the guy yourself?”

“We’re on holiday. By the way, Sofia, say hello to Alison and Mandy. Ladies, that’s Sofia.”

“She allowed us to put our towels next to you.” The black woman, Mandy, smiled. “We didn’t want to make ourselves comfy so close to you without asking.”

“Oh, it’s a public beach. You can sit wherever you want.”

“Yes, but it’s nicer to ask if you’re that close.”

“They asked nicer than the guys earlier.”

“You had guys asking for that place?”

“Actually they wanted to sit with us on our towels. We refused their offer and they walked on.” Sofia grinned to make it clear, it hasn’t been that easy. 

“Some of them don’t understand a ‘no’ as an answer.”

“We never said no…we made only very clear, we’ve fine and don’t need them.” Sofia took two clothes-pins out of her bag and pinned her towel on the sunshade to dry. Then she let herself fall next to Sara on their towel and gave her the suncream. 

“Back please.”

“Am I your slave?”

“Yes, suncream slave. Pretty please? Or do want me to get burnt?”

“No, I don’t want to have your whine around me for the rest of the week.” Sara started to allocate the suncream on Sofia’s back. 

“That is smart.” Alison, the blonde one, pointed to the towel. “It will dry faster this way.”

“Yes.”

“Her technique works only as long as I let her sit on my towel.” Sara grinned.

“You wouldn’t kick me in the sand, would you?”

“Not with all these cream on you, you’d look like a chicken piece from KFC.”

“You’re a vegetarian, you won’t eat me.”

“Somebody else might.”

“That would violate our deal for the week.”

“Right.” Sofia took the bottle. “Want some too?”

“Yeah the hot spots. I’ll have a swim in a few minutes.”

“Take the cam, I took some great pics.”

“Could you have a look after our clothes while we’re in the water?” Mandy asked.

“Sure. We’ll take care of it.”

“Or she’ll do when I’m in the water. Our stuff will be very safe, she’s the best detective in the world.”

“In that case we can take a long swim. Come on, Hon.” Mandy pulled Alison on her feet and hand in hand they walked to the water. 

“If our admires saw that they’ll have some nasty comments about us.” Sara grinned.

“Yeah, the dyke place.” Sofia paused for a few seconds. “They’re not hitting on one of us, that can’t be the reason why they wanted to be next to us. I think, they think we’re a couple.”

“Why?” Sara furrowed her brows. 

“When you were sleeping I had my left foot laying on your leg, you know I like to have it on something so I used you. They might have thought I do that to have some contact to you, to feel your body.”

“Did you?”

“Feel your body? Yes. Did I want that? It wasn’t the main reason but I definitely don’t mind. I like you, I like having you close to me, I don’t want to hit on you.”

“You’re breaking my heart.”

“I’m not. I’ll pretend to be your lover, that way we won’t get hassled the whole time.”

“You could at least give me a chance. You’re supposed to try everything ones.”

“There are some things in life I don’t want to try.”

“Thanks.” Sara pouted and turned away. Sofia simply pulled her arms around her and dragged her closer to herself. 

“I wasn’t talking about you, Silly. I was talking about something negative. Suicide. I don’t want to try that one.”

“You compare me with suicide?”

“No, I said, I don’t want to try suicide, I never said I don’t want to try you.”

“Are you sure you’re not hitting on me? Are you lost in your own little play, pretending to be my lover?”

“No – for being lost in a play. I know reality.”

“Good. I’ll jump into the water. Take care of our stuff, detective.”

“I will. And I’ll spare an eye for my csi. Have to protect my csi too, it’s my job.”

“It is and you never fail in your job.” Sara smirked and got up. Time for some snorkeling and photos. 

“Your veggie burger.” Sofia handed a veggie burger to Sara.

“Thanks.” 

“And ordinary burger for you girls.” She gave two hamburger to Mandy and Alison.

“Thank you very much.”

“No big deal. We all deserve something fatty and unhealthy; except Sara, she stays healthy.”

“I’m the conscience.”

“You want to stay beautiful.” 

“Fat and fast food can’t make ugly, you eat nothing else. Well, only when I cook for you something else or order you to buy something healthy. And you’re a very beautiful woman, Sofia.”

“You’re so nice to me today. You’re good for me that’s why I took you with me.”

“I thought so.”

“I’m sure there’re more reasons why you wanted Sara to be around.” Mandy smiled.

“Being alone on holiday is boring and she’s usually nice to me. She takes care of my stuff when I’m away, that’s my way to say thanks.”

“You paid a week Hawaii for her? Wow.”

“Well, all we needed to pay for so far was the flight. I exchanged my flat with a couple from Waikiki, so we can live in a flat for free while they’re in my apartment in Vegas. It’s a cheap way of having holidays.”

“You don’t live together?”

“No.” Sara laughed. “I think you’ve the wrong picture in your mind. We’re not a couple, we’re friends. Close friends, but nothing more.”

“Oh.” Mandy turned red.

“We thought…Sofia had her leg linked to your leg…”

“She didn’t do that do be closer to me, she did that because she always has her leg on something when she’s reading. It could have been anybody else than me.”

“That’s not true.” Sofia protested. “I don’t link my leg to anybody. But it had nothing to do with being closer to her, no. Sorry.”

“That’s all right.” Alison laughed. “In that case we don’t have to ask you girls to join us tonight at the club. It’s strictly women only.”

“The last time I checked I was woman.” Sara said dryly.

“So was I – at least this morning.”

“There might be girls hitting you.”

“As far as I remember the rule was not getting involved with boys. Did we mentioned anything about girls?” Sara asked with a smirk.

“No, that would have meant, we can’t talk to each other.”

“Right. So yeah, I wouldn’t mind. What do you think, Sofia?”

“I’ll be wherever you are, honey.” Sofia smiled. She liked parties, she liked dancing, she liked spending time with Sara, there was nothing about this plan she didn’t like. And Alison and Mandy seemed to be nice, there was no reason not to spend some time with them.

“Go on like this and nobody will hit on you because they think you’re a couple.”

“That is our strategy for the whole week.”

“Worked already with this two guys.”

“Will work with the girls too.”

“That’s good. We’ll go home alone like good girls should.”

“Leave the sins in Sin City.” Sofia finished her burger. Now she felt much better. A little sleep and she could have another swim.  

Part 2

„I am tired. do we really have to get up now?“ Sofia’s head was half under the pillow. 
“No, we don’t have to. you can stay in bed and I’ll do the shopping all by myself, we’ll have a very healthy week. I’m sure you appreciate salad, vegetables and water. and of course a lot of fruits as a replacement for chocolate.”
“I hate you.”
“I know. You will hate me the next minutes, after your shower you’ll love me again. come on, move your stunning body and I’ll prepare the breakfast.”
“At least you said stunning body.” Sofia got up, grabbed her clothes and walked in the bathroom. 
Sara’s followed her for a few seconds before she turned her attention back to the kitchen with a smile. it was already after eleven, time to get up if they wanted to do any of the things they had planed today. Because of their night out – it was after three when they left the club with Mandy and Alison – all they wanted to do was some shopping and the sunset dinner. the groceries, which were left in fridge were almost empty and Sara didn’t find anything she really liked. it looked like the owner of the apartment, Ted and Moira, shared more Sofia’s taste of food. 
With Ted’s car they’d drove after their late breakfast to the Alohoma shopping center. according to Moira’s information list, it was the cheapest place to get groceries and the biggest choices. and because there was much more to shop in the biggest shopping mall in Honolulu, Sara and Sofia were likely to spend some more time there. Sara loved already the air conditioner, she would have around her there. the temperature wasn’t as high as it was in Las Vegas but the humidity was high and she felt the whole time like she was in a sauna. 
“You know we could buy us something to eat in one of these ABC shops. or there was a subway down the road…”
“Sofia, we won’t buy and eat the whole week fast food, you wanted to go on holiday with me, you have to live with healthy food.”
“My mom will love you.”
“Why should I meet your mother?”
“Honey, we will find a reason, or I will mention your name often enough and she will have her own ideas why I talk about you all the time and she will be there very soon. Meet the mother.”
“If you set some stupid ideas in your mother’s head…”
“They are not stupid.”
“They are wrong.”
“Wrong isn’t stupid.”
“Eat your toast and your apple.”
“Coffee?” 
“I’ll bring you some.” Sara poured coffee and when she turned to walk back to the bench, she slapped the back of Sofia’s head. “Behave yourself.”
“I’m on holiday.”
“You’re with me on holiday.”
“And I love it.”
“I knew it.” Sofia grinned. she knew she was a challenge in the morning. first she was grumpy and after her shower she was too active and playful. lucky for them, Sara could handle these different moods without a problem. 
“I’ve got a text from Alison, they’ll be here in a few minutes. she asked if we have a nice spot and some space for them.” Sofia put her cell phone back in her bag.
“We do. And we’ll wave to them when we’re later on the vessel and they watch us from here. I wonder where we’ll go.”
“As far as I can remember we start here in Waikiki, go over to Honolulu and then further north. I hope we’ll see some dolphins jumping around.”
“Do you plan to jump into the ocean and swim with them?”
“I’d love to, but there are these nasty animals with the triangle on their back, that love to have a bite of us. So I think I can manage to sit still – or more jump around – and watch them from the save place, take photos and have a cocktail. it sounds so cool, having a cocktail on a vessel while the sun sets down and I can watch the beach, the ocean and all the people around me.”
“You’ll play diva again.”
“That suits me.”
“It does.” Sara placed her head on Sofia’s belly. “And you’re very comfortable, I think I’ll stay here, it’s nicer to read this way.”
“That’s all right with me. I stick to my audio book, why reading when somebody else reads for me?”
“Show your independence.”
“Says the one who has her head on my belly.”
“I like to be close to you.” 
“And you girls wonder why people think you’re a couple.” Alison started laughing after she heard the last sentence. 
“Hey ladies, you look tired.”
“The active one kicked the holiday seeker out of bed at half six for the sunrise and the room service woke us up at half nine. We really need some sleep now.”
“Don’t fall asleep on the beach after dark, it’s not the best place to sleep.” Sara said.
“No, it will get cold. what did you do?”
“Shopping. it was supposed to be grocery shopping and ended as a souvenir and clothes shopping. The blonde bought a few sarongs, some skirts and tops while the sensible brunette was happy with a top and a skirt. and a huge fluffy towel with a Waikiki beach motive.”
“So Sofia will put her clothes in your suitcase?”
“Probably.”
“That’s the base of a good relationship, isn’t it hon?”
“Yes. and we’ll share your pay.”
“I’m not sure about that.” Sofia had one hand on Sara’s hair and petted it. she felt a little bit like she had a dog on her lap, not sure if she should tell her that. To avoid any comments she didn’t say anything at all. 
“What are your plans for tomorrow?” Sara asked. “Or will there be another long party night and you’ll sleep the whole day?”
“No, no party tonight. Dinner, one or two drinks and then we want to be early in bed. we tried to book an island tour today, but all the tours we were interested in, were full or don’t run tomorrow. So we’ll rent a car and explore the island together with our guide book. Ali has this book that has several tour in and long explanations with it.”
“She can be a tour guide.” Sara grinned.
“Yes, all I need is a driver.”
“If we would drive you, would you be our guide?”
“You’ve got a car?”
“We can use Teds and we wanted to do the island tour tomorrow too.”
“Well, if we can share a car that would be great. you provide the car and we pay the fuel and Ali can tell us where to go.”
“Is there anything special you want to see?”
“Everything. There are some beaches mentioned in my guide book, I’d love to see the north shore, even when the huge waves are not here and some of the spots where they shot movies.” 
“I think theses things are mentioned in my book too.”
“Perfect. Sofia, what do you think? We’ll make the tour together?”
“Sure. as long as I get my lunch and dinner on the beach.”
“We won’t be between you and that.” Mandy laughed.
“There’s a bus that goes around the island in four hours. we were thinking of that one too, to get out whenever we see some place we’d like to stay. The bus runs every thirty minutes, it was a good alternative.”
“No need for a bus when we can share a car.”
“And have dinner on the beach. unhealthy dinner.”
Sara rolled her eyes. “We’re fighting about the food the whole day. Miss Sophie here wants unhealthy stuff, I prefer healthy food. you can imagine it’s not easy for us to find something we both want.”
“Don’t call me Miss Sophie.” Sofia protested. “I’m not that old.”
“Old?” Mandy asked.
“There’s an old TV show with an elderly lady and her butler. The lady celebrates her birthday each year and because she’s quite old all her friends are dead. she insists the butler to serve for her friends, so he has to drink all the different drinks for them and gets more drunk with every minute. At the end, the whole show is around ten minutes, they vanish together upstairs. Same procedure like last year, Miss Sophie?” 
“Same procedure as every year, James.” Sofia answered.

“You two are truly not boring.” Alison laughed. 

“You know you’re absolutely stunning and take my breath away in this outfit and this ambience.” Sofia handed Sara a cocktail. The brunette wore her new white skirt and a yellow blouse. Her hair was softly flying in the wind.

“Thanks.” Sara smiled. They were on the vessel, had finished their dinner and watched the sunset from the upper deck, leaning on the railing. Two hours were planed for the trip, around an hour for the dinner and one hour for the rest of the trip. As soon as the sun was down, they’d go back to Waikiki, close to the beach to see all the lights of the hotels. 

“You don’t look too bad yourself.” 

“Thanks.” Sofia got her hair out of her face. She wore a long red dress, that reminded herself a little bit of the one she wore the evening when she got the first time in touch with the grave yard shift. 

“Can I do anything else for you?”

“No. Why?” Sara laughed.

“I’d like you to have the perfect evening.”

“Can it be anything else than perfect when I spend it with you?” Sara asked with a smirk. 

“You tell me.” Sofia did not react to the obvious teaser. 

“I don’t think so.” Sara got Sofia in her arm. “Thanks again for getting me here, Sofia.” She kissed Sofia’s cheek. 

“You booked the trip, Sara.”

“I mean the whole Hawaii thing.”

“You’re welcome. I don’t think I’d enjoy it this much without you.”

“You would”

“No, I wouldn’t. And who would take care of me? I need my guardian angel by my side.”

“You can take care of yourself, you don’t need me.”

“Last month it looked different. You saved my life, Sara. This holiday can’t make up for that but I hope it makes you happy.”

“It does. And you don’t have to make up for giving you my vest. I’d be really pissed off with you and me if you’d be dead by now.”

“Would you?”

“Yeah. Losing the best friend I ever had isn’t something I want.”

“I’ll try to make sure you’ve to put up with me for a long, long time.”

“You better do.”

“And now I’ll get you a new cocktail.” Sofia took Sara’s glass, smiled and walked towards the bar on the lower deck. 

Sara turned and watched the beach. The vessel moved slowly in the north-east direction, leaving Honolulu behind. The sun wasn’t far away from touching the ocean in the east and a lot of people had gathered around the railings to take photos or watch the sunset. 

It was something special to watch the sunset on the beach. They had plenty of sand around Las Vegas, but the ocean was too far away. What didn’t mean, a sunset in the desert wasn’t stunning too. It was kind of the same and so different at the same time. 

“We need a photo of us here.” Sofia’s lips almost touched Sara’s ear.

“Okay.” She took the cocktail. “What is it?”

“Tequila Sunset.”

“Sunset?”

“Yeah, usually they take OJ for Tequila Sunrise, to get the darker color they used blood orange juice here.”

“Interesting. And fits perfect to this evening.”

“And your outfit that still looks magnificent on you, Sara.”

“Are you flirting with me, Sofia?” Sara smiled amused. 

“Yes. Blame it on the sunset.”

“Maybe I should call Keane…”

“Don’t mention this name.”

“He still send you roses?”

“I haven’t heard from him in a few days and I’m really happy about that. It looks like he finally understood I don’t want anything from him.”

“Or he’s getting prepared for the next round.”

“Please not. Can’t you do anything?”

“Like what?”

“Like telling him to get his hands off your woman?”

“I can do that, no problem. If he believes me is another story. And how are you supposed to get married if I’ve to scare away all the men?”

“Not all, only this one…and the ones who try to hit on me while we’re on holiday…and the jerks in the clubs…and…okay…I get your point.” Sofia laughed. “I’ll have to come up with a plan B.”

“You better do so.”

“You know what? If we’re both not married when we’re forty, I’ll marry you. This way we don’t end up alone.” Sofia grinned with a wide smile. 

“Is that a proposal?”

“It’s the offer to get one in a few years.”

“Okay.” Sara laughed. At least she had some time to think about that proposal. 

“Well, we’ve got some time until we’re both forty, but I’ll think about that. That would be a chance to get married when I’ll still look stunning in a long white dress. A very important fact.”

“Yeah, for a narcissist.”

“Can you spend the rest of your life with a narcissist?”

“I already share a big part of my life with a smug narcissist, I think I cope quite good.”

“Alright. I can live with Grumpy Smurf, I think. Your or my apartment?”

“We’ll get our own house.”

“That’s a part of the arrangement I’ll love.”

“Like your wife?”

“Uhm…yes.” Sofia laughed and got her camera out. “Stay there, future wife, I’ll find somebody to take a photo of us.” Sara laughed and waited until Sofia had asked an elderly man to take a photo of the two of them and was back, placing her arm around Sara, smiling in the camera. 

“Give it your Sunday smile, Sara, we’ll send it back to Vegas.”

“They’ll kill us.” Sara laughed. 

“No, they’ll die first because they’re so jealous.” Sofia walked back to the man and thanked him for the photo. Together with Sara she reviewed  it. Or them. He had taken two photos for them, one horizontally and one upright. 

“I love it, I think it will end up in a frame.” Sara sighed. She needed some new and nice decoration for her apartment, why not using the photos from her holiday? Especially if she and Sofia would go on holiday more often, make some day and over night trips. 

“We’ll get your wall covered in great photos.” Sofia read Sara’s mind. “There are so many beautiful places all around us, we don’t need to fly to see something beautiful. What do you think if we take a trip to the Grand Canyon? It’s one of the seven wonders of the world. We can try to see them all if you like.”

“Are you talking about the ancient, medieval or the modern world?” Sara grinned.

“Okay, geek time. You tell me which wonders belong to which time and I’ll tell you which one I want to see.” Sofia took a big sip of her cocktail. Would there ever be a time when Sara wouldn’t try to teach her something? She had this history holidays with her parents, she didn’t need it now as an adult. 

“The Great Pyramids of Giza, the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the statue of Zeus at Olympia, Temple of Atermis at Ephesus, Mausoleum of Maussollos at Halicarnassus, Colossus of Rhodes and Lighthouse of Alexandria for the ancient world.”

“Nothing that makes me want to go there. Try the next one.”

“Stonehenge, Closseum, Catacombs of Kom el Shoqafa, Great Wall of China, Porcelain Tower of Nanjing, Haiga Sophia and Leaning Tower of Pisa.”

“There was something with Sofia, that sounds lovely.”

“Other spelling, Dear. Okay because we’re more into nature I’ll give you the list of the seven nature wonders of the world. Grand Canyon, Great Barrier Reef, Harbor of Rio De Janeiro, Mount Everest, Aurora, Paricutim Volcano and Victoria Falls.”

“I’ll take them. The GC is next door, where the rest? Well, the harbor of Rio is obvious, Mount Everest is somewhere in Asia, Greet Barrier Reef in Australia. What about the other ones?”

“Northern or southern polar lights are the aurora. Paricutin Volcano is in Mexico, so not too far away and the Victoria Falls are in Africa, between Zimbabwe and Zambia.”

“Where exactly do we have to go for Aurora?”

“It will be cold.”

“Can we exchange that one for the Eiffel Tower?”

“The Eiffel Tower is on no list.”

“I’m sure the French have it on their list. I’d like to see the Great Barrier Reef, Rio when it’s carnival and the Mount Everest…well I like hiking but not that high. Same for the volcano, aurora is too cold, leaves us with the Victoria Falls. Are they better than the Niagara Falls?”

“Apparently.”

“Oh well, we’ll be very busy traveling, Sara Sunshine.”

“I know, Sofia Sunset.” Sara grinned. “I’m sure there’re a lot of other stunning things to see.”

“Me.”

“Of course, how could they forget to as the eighth wonder of the world?”

“I’ll forgive them the mistake.” Sofia smirked. “Another cocktail?”

“You spoil me. I could think you’re trying to get me drunk.”

“No, I’ve to share a bed with you, I don’t want you drunk. Only ditzy.” 

“I’ll bear that in mind.” Sara gave the blonde her empty glass. She couldn’t complain about Sofia tonight. She bought her all the cocktails and had taken enough photos for both. Maybe it was about time she should do something for the blonde. Sara was sure, she’d get some chocolate somewhere. The best thing to make Sofia happy. 

Convinced Sofia would need more time for the cocktails then she needed for a bar of chocolate, Sara left her place and walked to the bar. 

A scream let her forget her plans. 

“Oh my god! Oh my god! She’s dead!” The voice belonged to a woman and came from the direction of the cocktail bar. Sara immediately changed her plans and turned to the cocktail bar; like obvious ninety percent of the rest of the people on the vessel. Before she could reach the open door a security man showed up and stopped people from coming closer. 

“Please leave, we need some space here.” A colleague of him got other people out of the bar area. 

“What happened?” Sara asked a man who came out of the area.

“There was this blonde, ordered a cocktail, took a sip and dropped dead.”

“Blonde?” Sara’s heart stopped beating and she felt numb. 

“Yeah, really good looking woman, what a shame.” He moved on.

“Sofia.” Sara mumbled, unable to move. A good looking blonde. She was sure there were a few good looking blondes on the vessel, but her good looking blonde was at the bar, she wanted to get the cocktails. She…

Sara pushed her way through the people, still gathering around the door. The security man stopped her.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry, you can’t come through.”

“I’m a CSI, I work for the crime lab in Las Vegas. Maybe I can help.” 

“Got a badge?”

“What do you think? I’m having a sunset dinner in my holidays on Hawaii, where do you think my badge is?”

“Okay.” He let her through. Some people were still standing around so that Sara couldn’t get a look at the body first. She had to push some people away. Red dress, long blond hair and black heels. Black heels! Sofia’s were white. She was sure about that, she had helped the blonde to pick them yesterday. This wasn’t Sofia. This was somebody else, Sofia had to be…

“Sara?”

“Sofia!” Not bothering what people might think she got Sofia in her arms, pulled her close and kissed her cheek. 

“I thought it’s you.” No matter how hard was fighting there were tears in her eyes.

“Me? Why me?”

“A man came out and said a blonde died when she had a sip of a cocktail. A beautiful blonde.”

“Awe, Sara, you know I’m a stunning blonde, not only a beautiful one.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheeks and caught a tear with her finger. “No need to cry I’m here.”

“I know. Thanks god for that.”

“What can possible happen when my guardian angel is with me?”

“A lot.”

“Yeah, a lot of good things. So, how did you get here?”

“I told them I’m a CSI. You?”

“Eye witness and detective. Let’s do our job.” Sofia pressed Sara’s hand and turned to an elderly man. “Sorry Mister Walsh, that’s my friend and colleague Sara Sidle with the Las Vegas crime lab, she thought I’m the vic, being a blonde on her way to get cocktails.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt.” Sara said a little bit embarrassed. 

“Well, you thought you’re friend is dead, I can understand when you are happy because she’s alive.”

“I am. More than happy. Can we help you?”

“I gave the captain the order to turn immediately and go back to Waikiki. Could you help us to secure the scene? Our security guys are not trained for a…case like this.”

“Sure.” Sara took a look around. “We need the statements of all eye witnesses, of the bartender, people standing at the bar. Do you have gloves and plastic bags?”

“I can have a look of there’s something in the room for the cleaner.”

“I take a notepad and start with the statements.” Sofia said. 

“Did you see something?” Sara asked her friend. 

“No, I was at the other side of the bar.”

“Did you hear a shot?”

“No and there’s no blood and no visible wound.” Sara knew Sofia thought the same like her. It wasn’t likely that somebody suffocated the woman and nobody noticed it. They both went for poison in the cocktail.

“Mister Walsh? We need the people to stop drinking their cocktails.” Sara looked up. 

“I’ve got some of my guys walking around collecting cocktails. Detective Curtis mentioned the same.”

“Of course.” Sara smiled slightly. “Sofia?”

“Yeah?”

“What did she drink?”

“I’ll get the bartender, don’t worry about that and start the scene.”

“Can’t do much.” She didn’t want to mess up somebody else’s crime scene. And without her kit she was quite helpless. All she could do to help the CSI from Honolulu was keeping people out of the crime scene area. 

“That was not exactly what I understand under holidays.” Sara let herself fall backwards on the bed. They had stayed with the police for four more hours, had helped with statements, Sara had worked the scene, Sofia interviewed people. 

“I’m with you.” Sofia dropped next to Sara. “Sorry for that evening.”

“Did you kill her?”

“Huh? No.”

“Then you don’t have to apologize, Sofia. Until somebody killed her it was a perfect evening. Thanks for that.” 

“You’re more than welcome. I liked the evening too.”

“The sunset was great.”

“It was breathtaking; as were you in your outfit.”

“Shut up.”

“Why? I’m not lying, Sara.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever.”

“You should learn how to take a compliment.”

“Whatever.” Sara got up. “I’ll get ready for bed.”

“Alright.” 

When Sara came out of the bathroom Sofia was already in her sleep shirt and shorts. 

“Don’t make the bed too warm.” She warned Sara before leaving to the bathroom.

Sara made the decision to turn on the air-condition until Sofia was back to get some cold air in the room. They didn’t like it running the whole night so Sara had turned it on last night and when they were ready for sleeping, she had turned it off and the fan on. This way they had some circulation; even if the colder air was gone within an hour. 

“Fresh air, you’re the best.” Sofia came back. “Shall I?” She looked at the air-condition. 

“Yeah.”

“Perfect.” She turned off the air-con, the light and jumped into the bed, climbing over Sara and getting under the thin sheet. 

“I’m glad the air is better in Vegas.”

“I’m not sure if it’s better but you can sleep better. Dry heat is more comfortable than this humid one.”

“That’s what I mean.” Sofia turned to see Sara’s face. “Can I ask you something, Sara?”

“Since when you do ask?”

“Sometimes I have a polite moment.”

“Ask.” Sara laughed. 

“Why don’t you believe me when I say you look breathtaking?”

“Because it’s not true.”

“Not, that’s not true. What I said is true. You do look breathtaking. Why can’t you take a compliment? I mean, you know me, I’m your friend, it shouldn’t be too difficult to believe me. Why should I lie to you?”

“I don’t know.”

“You know that I don’t lie to you.” 

Sara sighed. 

“You don’t have to tell me but I thought we were over this secret thing and could talk about everything.”

“I think it’s a thing of my childhood, teenager time.” Sara started slowly. 

Sofia got her hand on Saras. Sara’s childhood was a topic that was very complicated. They had talked about Sara’s childhood, Sofia knew about her friend’s parents, what happened when Sara was young, the foster homes and everything. But there were still a lot of things she didn’t know, she would never push Sara to to tell her. 

Sara snuggled into Sofia’s arms. It was easier to remember unpleasant things when you felt safe. 

“My parents never told me that I did anything good. They weren’t like most parents, telling other people what a great child they had. All they told me all the time were the things I did wrong, what I didn’t do good enough and how stupid I was. When I came to the foster homes it wasn’t better. They had most of the times own kids and these kids were above everybody. I could do whatever I wanted, there was always something not good enough, wrong or another child did it better, faster, nicer. 

If I heard something nice it wasn’t meant that way. They were ironic, were mocking me, making it clear they meant exactly the opposite of what they said. I never learnt how to take a compliment because nobody ever gave me an honest compliment.”

“Sara, if I tell you you’re beautiful I mean it. I don’t tease you, I don’t lie to you. You know that. You know I’d rather bite off my tongue than hurting you. Forget all these fuckers from the past, you’re in the present and here are no parents, no foster homes, no trophy kids, here are you and me and I tell you, Sara Sidle, you looked breathtaking tonight. Actually, you usually look breathtaking but if I tell you too often you’ll get smug.”

“And that’s your job.”

“It is.” Sofia kissed Sara’s ear. “I love you Sara, just believe it and believe me when I say something nice. I promise I won’t do it too often.”

“Thanks.” Sara chuckled. 

“You’re welcome, beauty. Do you know that I adore you sexy little gap?”

“Sofia, if you don’t stop talking things like that I’ll get the impression you’re hitting on me; again.”

“I prefer that you believe I hit on you than you think I don’t like you.”

“I know you like me.”

“I love you, Sara.”

“I love you too.” 

“See. That’s a lovely way to finish a good day, a astonishing sunset and a not so nice evening. Sleep tight, sweet heart, we’ve a long day coming up tomorrow.”

“I know. I look forward to explore the island.”

“So do I. With you and the two girls it will be fun.”

“Yes it will. Night Sofia, if you want you can keep me in your arms.”

“That was my plan until it gets too warm – like in ten minutes.” Sofia laughed. As soon as the cold air from the air-con was gone she needed a lot of space between Sara and herself. There was no way she’d put up with Sara’s body heat. 

Part 3

Sara and Sofia had met Alison and Mandy at eight in the morning and started their tour by leaving Waikiki towards the southeast direction. The first stop was Diamond Heat. The volcano was a famous spot for hiking with a height of 760 foot and the crater rim. Because of all the other things they wanted to see – and Diamond Heat was close to Waikiki – they made the decision to spend more time up in the north and do the hike the next day. 

“Why do people always take photos of lighthouses?” Mandy asked when they stopped at Makapuu Point. Here in the north of Sandy Beach their feet were the first time in the sand. 

“I don’t know.” Sofia took a photo of the lighthouse in the distance. “Maybe because they’re not that common. Most of them are not that beautiful.”

“You took a photo of it.”

“Yeah, we don’t have them in Vegas, it’s something special; somehow. I really don’t know.” 

“I know something special.” Sara pointed at an area about three-hundred yards of them away. 

“What is it?”

“There are two seals on the beach.” Sara had her binoculars out and was looking in every direction for something special. It seemed like she had found something. 

“Really?”

“Yeah, the red and white barrier tape is around them.”

“I want to see a seal.” Alison grabbed Mandy’s hand and dragged her fast down the beach. 

“A seal is better than a lighthouse.” Sofia smiled. “Are you alright, Sara?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“You’re quiet today.”

“Had some weird dreams, not really nightmares, but weird dreams. They keep coming  back in my mind, but I do enjoy the day.”

“I hope so. Want to talk about the dreams?”

“If they’re still there tonight, yes.”

“We’ll have a date together tonight anyway.”

“Do we?” Sara raised an eyebrow. 

“Of course we do. We have every evening a date in bed. We share a bed.”

“Crazy detective.” Sara laughed and nudged Sofia. 

Mandy and Alison were at the barrier tape and took photos of two not moving seals. They were lying in the sand, every now and then a bigger wave hit them, but they didn’t mind. Neither did they mind the two dozen people standing around and taking pictures. 

“They are the real stars.” Sara grinned. On a stop at the blowholes only half a mile before Sandy Beach, they had seen a TV crew working on a scene. A wooden wall, painted and made up like a house front was supposed to be the house over the cliffs of a Hawaiian beach. They had watched the actor and the actress playing a romantic scene and were amused about the play and the location. At least they were above a famous movie spot of the sixties. Sofia had forgotten the title of the movie, but in the little lagoon beneath them had been two people kissing in the waves, one was married to somebody else and…a huge scandal at that time. 

Driving past one of the main areas where ‘Jurassic Park’ was filmed they arrived Laie. It was time for some culture here with the Mormon Temple, the first one build out of the main land of the USA and the Polynesian Culture Center. Like with Diamond Head they made the decision not to go in because of the lack of time. 

In Kahuku they bought their late lunch and made a break on the beach. 

“We’re almost at the north beach area.” Sara said. “Close to all the great surfer.”

“Yeah, the waves won’t be 30 feet high but I bet they’ll be better than at Waikiki. What a pity that it’s not winter and a competition is on. We’d see some gorgeous…waves.” Sofia grinned. “I’d stay the whole day at that beach.”

“Are you sure you’d be interested in the waves and the sport and not in the bodies of the surfer?” Sara asked sweet. 

“Sara, please. Of course I’m serious interested in the sport. When gorgeous bodies come with the sport, well I can’t blame the sport for that, you have to be open-minded and accept that. I mean I’d try to concentrate on the board and the waves and ignore the young god on it.”

“Sure.” Sara laughed. 

“I’m not interested in watching men surfing and if there would be hot women on the boards, my better half here would tell me off.” Mandy sighed. 

“Oh yes, love, you bet.”

“Are you that jealous too?” Sofia looked at Sara.

“Me? Jealous? No. I don’t mind if my partner is looking at somebody else as long as it is nothing more than looking. Getting some appetite and eat at home.”

“What ever lucky bastard gets you should treat you like a queen to keep you. Otherwise he’s a complete idiot.” Sofia held a slice of pineapple in front of Sara’s mouth. 

“Thanks.” 

“The two of you would make such a nice couple.” Alison grinned. 

“No.” Sara shook her head. “As much as I love Sofia and as much as I enjoy spending my time with her, no.”

“Honey, which mistakes do disturb you? Maybe I could change for you.” Sofia chuckled. 

“Let’s start with you’re smug and arrogant.”

“Sorry, can’t change that.” 

“See, no change.”

“It’s okay. After we made the decision yesterday we’ll get married anyway I don’t mind waiting.”

“You want to get married?” Mandy almost dropped her sandwich. 

“Yeah, when we’re both single with forty we made the decision to marry each other, that we we’ll both look stunning in our wedding dresses. And we’ll get a house…”

“Separate bedrooms.” Sofia interrupted Sara. “But maybe we can adopt a dog together.”

“We can talk about that, yes.”

“Getting married because of the dresses, I haven’t heard of something like that.” Alison laughed. “But I’m sure there are worse reasons to get married. And you love each other, even it’s only a platonic love, it’s more than some couples have. Why not?”

“Exactly. Why not? Grissom will be so jealous.”

“I really doubt that.” Sara laughed.

“Who’s Grissom?”

“Her ex.” Sofia grinned wide. “He’ll see what let go.”

“You don’t like him?”

“Oh, I do like him, he’s a colleague and I always enjoy working with him. I just can’t understand why he could let Sara go. He won’t get a better woman.”

“I think he’s quite happy.”

“Heather.”

“I don’t say a word.”

“It must be her. He exchanged you for a dominatrix…or did you leave him because of Heather? Because he needs a dominatrix?”

“Sofia, I won’t tell you anything of Gil’s private life.”

“I ask about your private life.”

“We separated because we had too different view of our relationship and the love turned into friendship again. Nothing more, nothing less. He didn’t hurt me, he didn’t leave me, I didn’t hurt him, I didn’t leave him. No scandal for you.”

“No, only more time with my best friend. I like this separation.”

“Then stop annoying me.”

“Ouch, she gets bitchy. Let’s change the topic.”

“Might be better. Did you guys hear that last night somebody died on one of the vessels?” Alison asked. “It was a trip like you’ve booked, with dinner and sunset.”

“I was our tour.” Sara answered. 

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“On my god. What did happen?”

“We don’t know for sure but it looked like somebody had poisoned her cocktail.”

“The bartender?” 

“Maybe. We were there, helped to secure the scene and after that a little bit with taking statements and collecting evidence. What they found so far in the lab, no idea.”

“Poor Sara thought it was me who got killed.” 

“Why?”

“Because a man said a beautiful blonde was killed. Sofia was at that time at the cocktail bar, it could have been her.”

“My dear friend forgot that I am a stunning blonde and not a beautiful blonde.” Sofia smiled and petted Sara’s hand. 

“Some people might think you’re only beautiful and not stunning. Probably they’re blind, but it can happen.”

“Yeah, they must be blind.”

“See girls, that’s what I mean with she’s smug and arrogant.” Sara sighed and rolled her eyes. 

“Curtis.” They had taken a walk at the Pipe, the place in winter were a lot of surfing competition when Sofia’s cell phone rang.

“Okay…no, I ‘m sorry we can’t come along now, we’re up in the north…yeah…yeah I think so…wait, I ask…Sara?” Sofia help the cell phone away. 

“Yes?”

“Can we come to the police station tomorrow morning?” They wanted to go hiking but they were witnesses in a homicide, holiday had to be on pause for that. 

“Sure.”

“Okay, we’ll be there…ten sounds good. No…we’ll find it…yeah we’ve some maps…okay, thanks. Bye.”

“Sorry ladies, no hiking with us tomorrow morning.”

“You need to go to the police?”

“Yes. They want to talk to us again before we leave on the weekend.”

“Do they have the killer?” Sara asked.

“They didn’t tell me. If it was really poison, it has to be the bartender or somebody who was right next to her.”

“Or it was in one of the ingredients she had in her cocktail. Do you know what she had?”

“I saw only the broken glass, it was something with orange juice, can be a lot.”

“What can kill you this fast?” Alison asked. “I mean if somebody poured something in her cocktail, what is so strong that it kills her a few seconds later?”

“You get a teaspoon of potassium cyanide in her cocktail and she’ll lose consciousness within ten to twenty seconds. Death follows in a few minutes, no change to do anything. I know she dropped from her stool, hit the floor, a few seconds later somebody called for a doctor. A high dose and she was gone before a doctor, who was on the vessel, reached her and tried to help. Fast and safe way of killing.”

“You can scare me with facts like that.”

“She used to work as a CSI, she knows about poison and how it works, no need to worry, it wasn’t something she was interested in privately.” Sara told Mandy. “What also can be possible that she died of a stroke. I mean, you can get it when you’re young, there’s no safe age for strokes or heart attacks. Some people just drop dead and it’s nobody’s fault. We’ve no evidence so far it was a homicide for sure. If there’s poison in her drink or any other drink, it was a homicide. Just when somebody that young dies in front a bar, people assume a murder. I go for murder too, what the autopsy had told them the truth.”

“How can you surround yourself the whole time, day by day with killer and violence?”

“Somebody has to catch the bad guys otherwise they’ll take over and nobody wants that. It’s a good feeling when you put a killer behind bars, even when ten new ones are outside waiting and killing. We’ll get them one by one and send them to prison.” Sofia said. 

“You keep Vegas safe.”

“Vegas is not one of the safest cities in the US, it’s more the opposite. But we’re working on it.”

“Having the best detective on holiday the city must be a mess right now.” Sara smirked.

“Yeah, the best CSI is gone too, a good time for bad guys.”

“You’ll be busy when you’re back.”

“We’re always busy. I can’t remember the last week we had without overtime and double shifts. No wonder we accumulating overtime like other people collect stamps.”

“Thanks god I’m a pen pusher, do my forty hours and that’s it. I need a private life.” Alison said.

“Private what?” Sofia looked confused. 

“Yeah, that’s what I mean.”

“I wouldn’t change my job even with these hours.”

“Neither would I. I love the science and I love helping the dead ones. They can’t help themselves anymore, they need somebody to help, somebody they can talk to.”

“That was an amazing day.” Sara poured some wine for Sofia and herself. 

“It was.” Sofia got cheese and cracker and carried it to the balcony. It was after ten in the evening, they had brought Mandy and Alison home and sat down now for some quiet minutes to handle the day.

“The island is amazing, so green. I didn’t expect it to be that green.”

“A positive shock after being in Vegas for so long.” Sofia lit u a few candles. Not only for light but to keep mosquitoes away. 

“Absolutely. And Mandy and Alison are fun to be with.”

“Yes they are. I’m glad they asked if they could sit next to us. Imagine we had these two guys instead of them.”

“The guys would have taken us to other kinds of trips.”

“Yeah in their hotel room. I’ve to say it’s not too bad to be on holiday and having no men around. No holiday flirt, no little affair. It’s…I don’t know, can’t say more relaxing, it’s, less pressure is also not the right word…”

“I understand what you’re meaning.”

“Thanks. The island is great, the weather is perfect, the flat has everything we need, the beach doesn’t need any more words and I’m close to ask the captain tomorrow if they need a new detective.”

“Moving from Las Vegas to Hawaii?” Sara laughed.

“Could be worse.”

“That’s for sure.”

“I’d leave Las Vegas if they offer me a job and I can take my most important things with me.”

“Which are?”

“My teddy, my pillow, my coffee machine and you. Saved the  best for last.”

“Me?”

“Yes. I wouldn’t leave without my best friend.”

“Sounds like an oath you make as a child.”

“I know. But I mean it. Even if I don’t – and don’t get me wrong when I say that like this I can’t find better words – like that I’m that attached to you, I am so I won’t go anywhere without you. Somehow you managed to become in less than two years the most important person in my life. I can leave my family in Vegas, but I can’t leave you. I’d miss our time together too much. No, I need the time we spend together talking. I need them to handle my job, to cope with all the things the job brings and I’m sure I can be a better human and a better detective when I have you by my side.” Sofia looked straight into Sara’s eyes. There was no evidence of mock, only seriousness and truth. 

Sara got up and hugged Sofia. “I think that’s the nicest thing somebody ever said to me.” She whispered in the blonde’s ear. “Thanks Sofia. I don’t want to be without you either. I know you have already made me a better person. But I’d appreciate it when we stay in Las Vegas, I kind of like the place and the job. We’ve got a great team.”

“So we come back for holiday? After me have seen all the other things we want to see.”

“Sure.” Sara chuckled. “We need some more time for all the other islands.”

“You know I’m not that big fan of flying.”

“I’ll hold your hand again.”

“Thanks darling.” Sofia snorted. Sara had held Sofia’s hand on their flight when the plane had took off and for landing. It wasn’t like Sofia went crazy in a plane, she just didn’t feel comfortable being caught in the thing 30.000 feet above the safe ground. 

“My pleasure.” Sara got back to her chair. 

“Am I getting emotional more often since we’re on holidays?” Sofia furrowed her brows. She noticed she was quite emotional and needed to be in Sara’s arms quite often, needed her friend to be close regular. 

“Want a serious answer?”

“Yes.”

“You’re like that since the day you got almost shot.” 

“Oh.” The day Sara’s vest, the brunette had insisted Sofia to wear, saved her life. “Really?”

“Really.”

“Sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

“I shouldn’t be that weak, getting shot is one of the benefits of the job.”

“You’re not weak, you got almost killed. If you’d go on like nothing had happened, I’d worry about you. And I don’t mind you being emotional. I’m so happy you’re fine, I’m more emotional since that day too.”

“You’re still bitchy to me.”

“You’re still smug.”

“Grumpy Smurf.”

“Smuggy.” Sara smirked and took Sofia’s hand. 

“You know what? I’ll get you a t-shirt with Grumpy Smurf on it. You personal sleep shirt when you sleep over at my place.”

“A good reason not to sleep at your place anymore.”

“You only have to wear it when you sleep on the coach.”

“Cheap trick to get me in your bed, I stay at home.”

“Why don’t you get me a t-shirt with…I don’t know? Who’s smug?”

“Nobody is as smug as you are.”

“I take that as a compliment, Miss Sidle.”

“Of course you do, Miss Curtis.”

“Detective Curtis.”

“Being a detective isn’t anything special. Become a lieutenant.”

“Why?”

“I’m attracted to power and authority.”

“I don’t need you to be attracted to me, I need you to love me and you do that already.” Sofia smirked. “No need to deny that.”

“I won’t.”

“Good.” Sofia got serious again. “Wanna tell me about your dream?”

“It was nothing special…”

“A nightmare?”

“No.” Sara smiled a little bit. “I don’t have these nightmares of my childhood and teenager time when I’m with you, you make them disappear.”

“Good.” Sofia smiled and took Sara’s hand. She had witnessed one of Sara’s nightmare once; not the actually dream but what it did to Sara. Sara had been asleep and didn’t know that Sofia was about to come along. When the blonde opened the bedroom door carefully to make the brunette was at home and she won’t wake up Sara, she had found Sara tossing and turning in her bed, crying and talking in her dreams. She had woken Sara up immediately, had held her, tried to calm her down, desperately to get the horrible pictures out of Sara’s head. 

“It was only a strange dream. I knew this girl in upper high school, we were friends, spent some time together. After high school I went to Berkley, we stayed in touch of a while, but lost contact. I know from somebody else she got married quite fast after high school and became a mother of two. I haven’t talked to her in over fifteen years but last night I dreamed I visited her and that she just had lost a baby daughter. She has got two boys, that’s what I know, I’ve no idea if she has a daughter, if she has really lost one…it was only a dream, but it shook me a little bit. Frankly I don’t know why I dreamed something like that.”

“Now you would like to know if your dream is true or only a bad fantasy.”

“Yes. Stupid, isn’t it?”

“Can I ask you something before I answer your question?”

“Sure.”

“Did it ever happen that something you dreamed of happened in reality?”

“Yes. Also a quite stupid dream. I was obsessed with a movie and desperately wanted the book of it. I was a teenager, the internet wasn’t available, I had no idea how to get this book, if it existed at all. The next day I was in a shopping center and found this book on discount. Actually that happened twice with books.”

“That was something positive.”

“Yes.”

“Anything negative ever happened that you dreamed of?”

Sara thought about that for a while. Her whole life was negative before she went to Berkley, but she had never dreamed of that. “No.”

“In that case I can answer your question now. No, it’s not stupid, but it seems like you don’t dream negative things that happen. And one more thing, Sara. You can check on her.”

“I can’t check on somebody without a reason.”

“You’ve got a reason.”

“A dream isn’t a reason.”

“If you say to Ecklie you want to check on an old friend because of this dream he won’t understand, if Grissom walks in while you check, he’ll understand. So will everybody else. I can do it if you want.”

“I don’t even know her new surname, I only know her maiden name.”

“You know that’s enough with the date of birthday.”

“I do know her birthday.”

“See. Check it out next week and you can be sure.”

Sara said nothing, thinking about what Sofia had said. 

“What am I going to do if I’m right?”

“It’s up to you. Would you like to have any contact with her?”

“We were friends but I don’t know if we still have anything in common. She’s a mother, has a family, is a housewife, I’m…the opposite of everything she is.”

“I don’t think you were friends because you were both students. In that case everybody from your high school was your friend. I somehow doubt that.”

“You’re right.”

“Of course I am. I am a good detective and a former CSI, I know something about people and I do know a few things about you, Sara.”

“You know more than anybody else.”

“Does that make you uncomfortable?”

“No, not at all.”

“Good.” Sofia smiled and got up, not letting go of Sara’s hand. “Come on, honey, time to go to bed. It’s almost midnight and we’ve an appointment at ten sharp. I don’t want to have less than eight hours of sleep when I’m on holidays.”

“Anything else you want or not want?”

“I want breakfast in bed.”

“We might have that.” Sara got up and followed Sofia with a smile. It was a good to have a friend like her. Sara was sure for most people her story about the dreams sound ridiculous, Sofia didn’t laugh, she took Sara’s concern serious. She was really happy to have her. 
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It wasn’t often that the officers arrived at a scene and the suspects were still there. Today was a case like that. Sofia could hear the fight the gangs had before she saw how many of them were around. 

“We need some back-up.” She ordered through her radio before she left the car. Two black and whites were already here, she passed the corner and saw around two dozen teenager yelling at each other. So far it seemed like nobody had tried to assault anybody, what didn’t mean, it would stay this way. 

“Hey, hey, excuse me!” She tried to get the attention of the teenagers. “LVPD, shut the fuck up!” Four officers were trying to keep the two gang separated. 

“Get lost!” At least somebody noticed her. She placed herself in between the two gangs, eyeing them and picked the one, who yelled at her. 

“What’s this about.”

“Not your damn business.”

“You made it my business by being that loud.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s not…” Before she could continue to talk a stone flew from behind her into the group of the people in front of her. The attack got responded immediately Sofia found herself in the middle of a battlefield. 

“I know it’s not my business but what went wrong with your last shopping tour?” Sara looked amused at the blonde detective. 

“Very funny.” Sofia wore a jumper that was at least two number too big for her.

“No seriously, what happened? Are you pregnant and bought the outfit for later?”

“I had a white blouse and somebody managed to spill a lot water of whatever it was, over me and I don’t have to tell you what happened to a white blouse when it gets wet. It wasn’t the best thing to wear and I didn’t have anything else handy, the press is all over the place, I took the first thing somebody offered me.”

“Okay, that sounds better. Who wears a baby blue jumper from your officers?”

“None of them. There was a young woman and she gave it to me.”

“You took a jumper from a suspect?”

“I don’t think she is a suspect, I think she was a bystander…I’ve to find her, to know where I’ve to return that jumper…” Sofia looked around. The woman should be here, she was a possible witness. 

“You do that. Anything you can tell me about the case?”

“Two street gangs, when I arrived they were just yelling at each other, four officers tried to keep them separated, suddenly a rock or something like that flew and they all started fighting.”

“That’s where you got your lovely black eye from.”

“I’ll come back to this guy personal. Believe me, this will be the black eye he’ll regret for the rest of his life.”

“Bad ass cop.”

“Go and investigate the crime scene, Sidle. There is one db and enough evidence.”

“Sure thing, Tyson.”

“I’ll bite in your ear if you don’t move now.”   

Sara grinned and walked away. She had to start the scene alone, Greg was supposed to help her, but had to finish another scene first. It was a messy night.

A young man was lying on his back, blood was all over his t-shirt and pants. David was on his knees next to him.

“Hey David.”

“Hi Sara, how are you?”

“Quite alright. What do we have here? Stabbed?”

“Yes, there’s a deep and wide wound on his chest. Somebody must have forced a knife or something like that in his chest and drag it a few inches through his body.”

“Looks like a y-cut gone wrong.”

“Very wrong. I can’t remember seeing anybody at university cutting that bad when we had our first y-cuts.”

“You were all good students with time, these were street kids, with no time and only one goal: kill the enemy. Do you know how many are wounded?”

“No.”

“A dozen.” Sofia was back. 

“What about officers?”

“We’re all a little bit bruised, one got a broken nose, but the back-up was here fast and we got them separated.” 

“Back-up wasn’t fast enough for him.” Sara angled a wallet out of the back pocket. “Jermaine Rice, eighteen. Not old enough to drink and already dead. All for a stupid gang fight.” She couldn’t understand how people could waste their life for a gang. 

“They were having fights the last two or three weeks.” Sofia said. “The Black Hoods were trying to get some area of the Red Ribbons.”

“Black Hood? Red Ribbons? What are these kids thinking? The more stupid the name is, the cooler is the gang?”

“Kind of. 

“Well, this Red Ribbon is now yours.” Sara gave the driver’s license to Sofia. 

“Talking to the parents. My favorite part of the job.” The blonde noticed the address and gave the license back to Sara. 

“I’ll go and find out if his address is the same like his parents. Do you need me here anymore?”

“No, thanks. I’ll see you later.”

“Yeah, I need to be back in the department ASAP, there’re a lot of suspects to talk to. Would be nice if a talented CSI could give me something to work with.”

“I’ll ask Greg when he’s around.” Sara smirked and blinked at Sofia, who rolled her eyes. Did Sara have something strange in her dinner?

“I’ve got some DNA samples in the lab, a shoe print from the back of the vic’s shirt and can tell you, you’re looking for a knife, one sharp side, one blunt, around an inch wide and at least four inches long. That was the deepest part of the wound.” Sara gave a notepad to Sofia. 

“Thanks.”

“More later.”

“That’s a lot for two hours.”

“I thought you’d appreciate the fast work, Greg was a real great CSI.”

“I don’t want to make Greg bad but you know I was talking about you.”

“Were you? Thanks.”

“Wanna come with me for some interviews? Playing smart ass investigator while I play bad ass cop.”

“Yeah, I can do that. If you need me.”

“Always.”

Sara chuckled and followed Sofia to an interview room. When the blonde opened the door she stopped right away. 

“Who’s that?” She asked the officer.

“Nico Thomas. She doesn’t talk.”

“What?”

“All she did was giving us a passport, she isn’t from here. An interpreter is here in a minute.”

“And she doesn’t talk?”

“Not a word.”

“Why…”

“I’m sorry, I came here as fast as I could.” A woman in her late forties came in the room. The visitor pass showed her name was Kellerman and she was the interpreter. 

“We just arrived ourselves. Have a seat.” Sofia got a chair from the wall to the table, let the interpreter sit next to the young woman. The same woman, who gave her the jumper. Was she more than a bystander? But she was obviously a foreigner, why should a foreigner be involved in a gang fight? 

“You were the one who gave me the jumper.” Sofia said to the young woman. Her dark blond hair was a little bit messed up, it touched her shoulders and fell almost in her eyes in the front. 

The interpreter started to talk to the woman in a language Sofia and Sara had no idea of what it was. It wasn’t Spanish. 

Sofia’s cell phone rang. She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Curtis….okay, I’m on my way.” She looked at Sara. “They went on with this fight, one more db. You come with me?”

“Sure.”

“Sorry Mrs. Kellerman, we need to get you another detective.” Sofia got up. What was wrong with these guys? They had half of the gangs in custody and the other half simply went on fighting? 

“You gonna love what I’ll tell you now.” Sara came to Sofia, who had just finished talking to a witness. 

“What?”

“What do you know about the area here?”

“Industry. There are two factories around, this is the backyard of the one on the left, they produce material for casinos, pool tables, poker tables, all made in Las Vegas for an exquisite taste and even moiré exquisite money. Why? Why will I like that?”

“The owner is Keane.”

“Wonderful.” Sofia sighed. She had thought she was away from this man, he hadn’t called or sent her anything since four weeks, now she would have to talk to him.

“You can send anybody else to his house to talk to him.”

“I know, the problem is, he’ll find out that this is my case and he will use that. Can you imagine what he’ll do with the knowledge, I sent somebody else to his house so that I don’t have to go there? He’ll be delighted.”

“So we go?”

“We?” Sofia smiled a little bit. Talking to a witness or owner of a crime scene wasn’t anything she had to take a CSI with her. 

“Sure. I won’t let you go there alone. Even if he won’t see me, so it will be like you’re there alone.”

“Don’t you think he knows you don’t have to be there?”

“And?”

“He’ll think you are there to protect me.”

“Detective, you and your ego. Get over yourself, I don’t want you to go there alone, I offer you to come with you, take the offer and don’t make such a fuzz about it. You don’t like the way this guy tries to get you in his bed, you feel better with me around, where’s the problem?”

“I’ve to separate private dislike from business.”

“Okay.” Sara rolled her eyes. “Your decision.”

“Sorry, but thanks.”

“Yeah, whatever.”

“Don’t bitch me.” Sofia got her hand on Sara’s arm to stop her from walking away. She would prefer to take Sara with her, damn, she wanted to work with Sara all the time but it wasn’t always possible. Sometimes she needed to go alone at some places, no matter how much she wanted Sara to be by her side. 

“Tell me something about the vic.” The blonde asked. 

“It’s a Black Hood, he got shot. Looks like the gangs made the decision to arm themselves better for the second round. I really hope there won’t be a third round coming up.”

“There will. This is the area of the Black Hoods, they won’t tolerate that one of their men got killed by a Red Ribbon. I’m not that into the gang stuff, not more than any other cop in this city, but I heard something like, the Black Hoods and another gang want to get together and expand their territory. If that’s true, other gangs might join forces and they’ll have bigger gangs colliding on Vegas’s streets and killing themselves and bystanders.”

“You know how to make my day, don’t you?”

“I try my best.”

“Great. It was a .38 caliber that killed the boy, we didn’t find a wallet or an I.D., but he looks like he’s twenty highest. Shot from a close distance, can only guess right now, not more than five yards, bullet entered the skull, no exit wound. If we’re lucky Doc Robbins can give a bullet that guides us to the shooter. No guns or bullet cases in the area, we searched it. But plenty of weapons of choice, probably used by gang members. We’ve got two pales, from a fence a of the other side, a baseball bat, some rocks, a shovel and a knife with a broken tip. I called dispatch, they are calling hospitals for any vics of stabbing.”

“A wonder there’s only one body.”

“There was a lot of blood, Sofia, I wouldn’t bet on only one body. Maybe they couldn’t get more bodies or injured members away before the police arrived.”

“Do you have anything good for me?”

“I told you about the bullet in the skull.”

“That’s all of your good news?”

“Shift is over since an hour?” Sara smiled slightly. 

“Yeah, I bet that doesn’t mean anybody here will be home soon. I go back to the department, give me a call when you’re back at the lab, I’ll come along.”

“Don’t you have to go to  Keane?”

“I will. I’ll get an appointment, in his office.”

“Very official.”

“I hope he’ll get the hint.”

“He will and he’ll ignore it. I’m sure there’ll be roses waiting for you later.”

“That’s not funny, I’m a detective, not a gardener.”

“You’re the rose lady.”

“Sometimes I wonder why I’m your friend and don’t hate you.”

“Because you love me.” Sara blinked at Sofia and walked back to the crime scene. She liked to have the last word in conversations like that. 

“Detective Curtis?”

“Yes Emma?” It couldn’t be good when Sofia got called to the front desk the second she came back to the department. 

“They need you in interview room one.”

“Me? Okay. Are they still having interviews with the gang members?”

“Apparently.”

“Thanks Emma.” Why did she has to do the interview? Or, why did they wait for her? Did they find the killer? Then it would make sense. 

Sofia opened the door and didn’t believe her eyes. 

“What are you still doing here?” There was the same young woman sitting, she had left four hours ago, with the interpreter, another man by her side and an officer standing at the wall. 

“She refused to talk to anybody else than you.” The interpreter said. “Your colleague tried to threaten her, so she ordered a lawyer.”

“If there’s a lawyer it doesn’t matter who’s here. The lawyer can talk.” Sofia shook her head. The woman talked to her interpreter. 

“She says, she wants to talk to you.”

“Alright.” With a loud sigh Sofia sat down at the other side of the table. Again the woman talked to the interpreter.

“Alone.”

“We are alone.” Another short conversation. 

“She wants the officer, the lawyer and me to leave.”

“And who will translate for her?”

“I don’t know.” The interpreter looked helpless and tried to convince the woman to let her stay. 

“No, we are supposed to leave.” She looked at the lawyer. “All of us.”

“Well then.” The lawyer got up and walked to the door. 

“I’ll be outside, she’ll find out soon enough that it won’t work this way.” The interpreter followed the lawyer. 

“Great, now we’re here and I’ve no idea how to talk to you.” Sofia said. She caught the eyes of the woman, who looked at the officer. 

“What? Oh, come on…okay, could you please leave the room?” She asked the officer. “I think I can handle her, she’s not armed.” The officer left the room. 

“Okay, now we’re alone, what doesn’t help with the communication problem. You don’t understand me, I won’t understand you.”

“Your English isn’t that bad and I hope you can cope with mine too. We can try it at least, don’t you think, detective Curtis?” 

Sofia’s mouth dropped open. “You DO speak English?!”

“I never said I don’t. I gave the officer at the scene my passport, thought it made it clear that way that I’m not involved into a gang fight, but all he did was getting me in a black and white, called an interpreter and brought me in. So I figured out, if they think I don’t speak English, I wait for the interpreter. And well, your colleague wasn’t that nice, I had no intention to talk to him.”

“You speak fluent English.”

“Yes I do. I worked for a few years in an English speaking country, so I think we should be fine. If I don’t get you, I’ll ask and I’m sure you’ll find other words or describe what you mean.”

“Where are you from?”

“Netherlands.”

“You don’t speak English there, do you?”

“No, we speak Dutch but we learn English in school.”

“Okay. What were you doing at the crime scene?”

“Sounds unbelievable but is one of my weaknesses: being at the wrong time at the wrong place. I’m pretty good in ending up in the wrong areas of the places I am.”

“So you were there by accident?”

“Yes. I was wandering around, came along the place and saw two groups of teenager, obviously not friendly with each other and called 911 from the nearest telephone booth – do you know there are not so many in Las Vegas?”

“Everybody has a cell phone.”

“You can’t use your European or other cell phones here, there’s no signal.”

“So you called 911 and then?”

“Then I found myself a safe place, or I hoped it was a safe place, and waited for the police to arrive.”

“Why did you stay?”

“Curiosity.”

“That can kill you.”

“Life ends deadly all the time, it wasn’t my time last night.”

“And you knew that before?”

“Yes.”

“I hope you won’t be wrong one day. Did you see who killed the boy?”

“If I tell you he wore a black hood it doesn’t help at all.”

“No, we were that far. Anything else?”

“I tried to keep my eyes on him but there were all running around, I lost him. Average high, average build, nothing distinguish.”

“Miss…Thomas…”

“Nico.”

“Nico, where do you stay?”

“Why? Want to visit me now that I speak English?”

“I still have your jumper.” Sofia ignored the comment and the mock in the voice of the young woman. 

“Keep it as a souvenir.”

“You’re the tourist.”

“I know.”

“Are you going to answer my question? I need your address for your statement and in case we have to ask you some more questions. A telephone number would be good too.”

“I told you, non-American cell phones don’t work here.”

“Any other number?”

“Three – eleven – twenty-nine.”

“What’s that?”

“The other number, address, whatever you want to call it. Stratosphere, building three, level eleven, room twenty-nine.”

“How long will stay there?”

“I don’t know, I booked it for two months.”

“You’ll stay two months in a casino? That is a strange place for a holiday. Or are you into gambling?”

“No, besides, I’m old enough to gamble. I’m kind of working there.”

“I hope it’s not what it sounds like.”

“Prostitution is illegal in Clarke County.” Nico said with a smile.

“Thanks for the update. What are you doing for a living?”

“I’m a writer and I need some impulse, some input, stimulation for my books and I figured, Las Vegas will give that to me. That’s why I’m wandering around, to get ideas.”

“You got a good one from fighting street gangs?”

“Actually yes, I’m writing a crime book, so this is very interesting, give me a great possibility to learn something about the American law enforcement.”

“A tourist who wants to write about American crime. I guess nothing is impossible in Las Vegas. I’ve to ask you not to leave the city in the next few days.”

“I told you, I’ve got a room for longer. Besides a day trip every now and then I will be here in Vegas.”

“Get a cell phone.”

“You want to call me, detective?”

“If I have to ask you some more questions, I need to reach you. Being a person who wanders around in the wrong areas, a cell phone might be handy for you and your safety.”

“I’ll think about that. Thanks detective.”

“And now answer me one more thing, please.”

“What’s that?”

“Why did you wait four hours to talk to me?”

“Your colleague, Nelson, wasn’t that nice.”

A little smile escaped from Sofia’s corner of her mouth. In that case she understood why the woman waited. She had gotten the worst possible detective for an interview. If Sofia had been in her shoes, she would have refused to Nelson too. 

Sofia wasn’t surprised that she found Sara in the lab after noon. 

“You’re working since almost sixteen hours, go home.”

“Ditto, detective.”

“I will after this appointment. Keane is waiting in his town office. Want to join me?”

“Didn’t you tell me you want to be independence and alone?”

“Independence is overrated, I want to have lunch with you after that short meeting.”

“Short meeting?” Sara smirked.

“It’s only his property, he isn’t a suspect. In and out in two minutes.”

“Probably sounds familiar to him.”

“Ouch, he wouldn’t like that if you tell him that to his face.”

“If you do, he’ll prove you wrong.”

“In his dreams.”

“You go and have your two minutes fun and I’ll go home, prepare some lunch and you come over. We’ve to be back soon, I reckon, let’s safe some time.”

“I love to have my own housewife. I want steak, fries and a small salad, wife.”

“Maybe you should stay with your lover.”

“I plan to do so, that’s why I tell you what you are supposed to cook for me, dear.”

“Only because we might get married it doesn’t mean I’ll be your housewife, detective.”

“I’ll show you what you have to do as a good wife. See you soon.” 

“If I haven’t changed the locks, yes.”

Sofia grinned and left. 

Sara rubbed her face with her hands. She was tired, but she wanted to finish this thing. They had so many blood samples, she wanted to compare the DNA results she had already with others from the data bank. And she was looking for some fingerprints she had collected from both scenes. The gang members weren’t cooperative, none of them had given the police names or reasons. The other gang was in the wrong area, that was all both had said. 

“You know you can overwork?”

“Really?” Sara turned around. “And how long haven’t you been home, Grissom?” Sara smiled. 

“I’m almost gone.”

“So am I. A few more minutes.“

“Did you find something new?”

“A few fingerprints on baseball bats, rocks and whatever they’ve used to trash each other. Nothing that brings us closer to our killers.”

“The suspects they had in custody didn’t help?”

“They suggested to lock away the whole other gang.”

“Sounds like a good idea for both. The D.A. goes with that?”

“I’m sure he’d love to, but no, we need one killer or evidence that there was more than one person who pulled the trigger, respectively who stabbed the boy. But they do have a name on the second victim.”

“Better than nothing.”

“What about your case?”

“Brass and me caught the killer half an hour ago. All I’ve to do is writing my report and I can go home.”

“Sounds good.”

“Do the same.”

“As soon as you’ve finished your report I’m done with my work.”

“Do you want to invite me to lunch?”

“Sorry, you’re too late for that.”

“Ouch. I’m sure it’s a beautiful blonde who was faster than I was.”

“A stunning blonde, she insists on that.”

“She’s right on that. Tell her hello.”

“I will.”

“See you later…or let me say it this way: I don’t want to see you before the new shifts starts.”

“That won’t be a problem, just take another way out.” Sara laughed and got Grissom laughing too. 

“Didn’t I order lunch from you?” Sofia was sitting on the bench, watching two pots on the stove and reading a newspaper. 

“Sorry, I got…stuck.” Sara couldn’t stop herself from looking at evidence, every time she had started something she had promised herself it was the last for the shift and then she had taken another one and another one. 

“Thought so.” 

“I’m really sorry.”

“I bought some Thai soup.”

“Thanks.”

“Come here.”

“Why?”

“Don’t ask, just come here.”

Sara walked to Sofia, who wrapped her arms and legs around the brunette. 

“Tell me something nice, please.” Sofia buried her face in Sara’s hair. Sometimes she just needed to be close to her best friend, to hold her, be to hold by her. 

“Grissom thinks you’re stunning.”

“Of course he does, he has got eyes.”

Sara laughed. “What’s the matter, Sofia?”

“Keane.”

“Oh yes, how was your date?”

“Say something like that again and I’ll pretend to be a vampire and bite you.”

“You’d kill me?”

“No, I’d give you eternal life.”

“My little vampire, what did your admire do to you?”

“No, don’t.” Sofia held on to Sara when she tried to get out of Sofia’s arms. 

“What’s the matter, Sofia?” Sara started to be a little bit concerned. What did Keane say or do to Sofia that the blonde was so…strange? 

“He asked me if I want to come with him to New Orleans.”

“Oh.” On one hand Sara was happy that it wasn’t anything negative, there were the worst thoughts coming up her mind. On the other hand, she knew how much Sofia wanted to go to New Orleans, she was looking for somebody to exchange flats for quite a long time and was close to just book a hotel room there. Offering her a trip to New Orleans was very tempting and knowing, she’d stay in a hotel she could never afford made it not easier for her. 

“What did you say?”

“I said ‘no’ of course.”

“And he told you he’s not a suspect, you can meet him whenever you like and there won’t be any problems for you.”

“Yes.”

“So you told him you don’t want to be one in million, you want to be the one and he smiled and told you’ll be the only one when you’re in New Orleans and he’ll show you and make you feel like the only one.”

“Have you been there?” Sofia pulled Sara a little bit away.

“No, I haven’t.” Sara laughed. “But I know you and I know what guys like Keane say.”

“I’m not going.”

“Why not?”

“Because after this trip I’ll be nothing more than a number on his list.”

“If you get yourself a guy on your nights off for some fun it’s alright?”

“That’s something different. Then it’s never supposed to be more than a one night stand.” And this guy wasn’t annoying her with flowers and letters for weeks, wasn’t trying to make her believe, she’d be the one, didn’t want her on his list. It was too personal with Keane, she knew him, had talked to him, he couldn’t be a one night stand. Damn it, he appeared in her life all the time, no one night stand did that. 

“See this trip as a two night stand.”

“Two nights are an affair and I don’t do affairs. And that means.” Sofia’s face turned into a huge grin. “We’ll have our wedding night/honeymoon sex and after that we’ll be in separate beds.”

“I didn’t know we’ll have a wedding night/honeymoon sex.” Sara laughed.

“Honey, if I get married, I want the full program. The dress, a kiss in front of the preacher and the wedding night/honeymoon sex. That belongs to a wedding.”

“I’m afraid you’ve to book the ‘light’ version of a wedding if you want to marry me.”

“Okay, you don’t have to wear a dress, you can be naked if you want…”

“Even less likely.”

“Bugger.” Sofia giggled. 

“You can do all these things with Keane.”

“If I do that I want a marriage without a contract to get half of his money.”

“You’re after his money?”

“Sure. I get his money and we both will retire somewhere in the sun. What do you think about that?”

“Sounds good to me. Does that mean you’ll go with him to New Orleans?”

“Under two conditions: First I want my own room and I’m not talking about a room in his suite, my own room, with own bathroom, own door. And second, it won’t be a date and it doesn’t mean he’ll get anything from me. Only my company and that’s it. If he can agree with that, I might consider to fly with him to New Orleans.”

“That will give him the kicks.”

“I’ll kick him if he gets any wrong ideas.”

“I don’t doubt that. So did you tell him you’ll think about it?”

“I told him I won’t do it.”

“He’ll ask again.”

“I know.” Sofia grinned. “This guy really tries to get me.”

“Do you enjoy that most or the fact that you will tell him he won’t get anything he’s hoping of?”

“I’m not sure yet…let’s have lunch over it.” Sofia pulled Sara back in her arm, wrapped her legs around her. “Carry me!” 

“I’m not Keane!”

“That’s why you are allowed to carry me. I won’t allow him to come this close to me.”

“I’ve to feel honored?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t.” Sara poked her two index fingers in Sofia’s sides which made the blonde squeak and let her let go of Sara. 

“That was mean, Sara Sidle.”

“That worked so perfect, Sofia Curtis.” Sara got two plates out of her cabinet. 

“I hate you.” Sofia grumbled and got the pots on the table. 

“Of course you do, that’s why you’re here.”

“I’m here because of the food.” 

“Yeah, the soup only tastes good here, you can’t eat it anywhere else.”

“It tastes better in good company.”

“What are you doing here? You said you hate me.”

Sofia grumbled something Sara couldn’t understand. 

“I know you love me.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms and kissed her. “And I’m glad you’ll go to New Orleans.”

“Why?”

“Because you want to go there. It was your favorite future holiday spot.”

“And you refuse to join me.”

“Sorry, I saw it before the hurricane, I don’t want to see it now. It would destroy the beautiful pictures I’ve in my head.”

“But we’ll go away together again, don’t we?”

Sara wanted to laugh when she saw these sad puppy eyes of Sofia, but she couldn’t. Softly she stroke her hand over Sofia’s face. 

“Sure honey. I’m collecting a lot of overtime, Ecklie will be pleased when I tell him, I don’t want all paid. Give me a few more weeks and I’ll have two weeks of overtime and some extra money.”

“Really? You’d spend two weeks with me?”

“If you choose the right spot, yes.” Now Sara laughed. 

Sofia cocked her head. “Want to try something special with me?”

“Yes.” Sara smirked. “What do you have in mind?”

“Australia.”

“Sounds interesting.”

“Two weeks will never be enough but it is a start and we can see the Great Barrier Reef. You know, our wonders of the world travel thing.”

“Of course I remember that.” Sara smiled. They had made that decision when they were in Waikiki. So far they had managed to see the Grand Canyon on a long day trip and wanted to go there again, because they had seen the south rim, but not the bridge over the canyon. 

“I think we should get a trailer there, being at only one place would be a waste.”

“You think you can exchange your apartment for a trailer?”

“For you I can do everything.” 

“That’s my Smuggy.”

“Sure Grumpy Smurf. Do I get a kiss for that idea?”

“I’m sure Keane will be delighted to kiss you for every word you say.”

“That was mean.” Sofia laughed and nudged Sara before she hugged her. It was a good idea to come over to Sara’s place; again. Sometimes she wondered if they really needed two separate apartments because fifty percent of the time they were at her or Sara’s apartment together. .

Part 2

“Did you find anything that points toward the killer?” It was almost ten in the evening when Sofia walked into the room where Sara was working on her evidence.

“No. Do you have any witness?”

“No…well, the woman who gave me the jumper…oh, I didn’t tell you. Nelson came in after we left her and she refused to talk to him. She made everybody wait until I was back and sent all out of the room because she wanted to talk to me alone.”

“She doesn’t speak English.”

“That’s what our colleague thought because of her passport. She wanted to tell him with that, that she’s not from here and not into gang fights. He sent her to the department, got the interpreter and she played that game until Nelson appeared and she shut up. So when I was back, she sent away her lawyer and the interpreter, made me sent the officer out and we talked without any problems. She saw a Black Hood stabbing the boy but they all looked the same and she lost the killer out of her eyes. He was average high and weight, nothing special.”

“Pity.”

“Yeah.”

“What’s about a cell phone? They take pic and movies…”

“She said her cell phone isn’t working here…but the camera should work even without a signal.”

“She didn’t say anything about a movie or a pic?”

“No.”

“You asked?”

“No.” Sofia took her cell phone. “Can you have a look for the number of the Stratosphere?”

“Sure.” Sara opened a new tab and got Sofia the number.

“Detective Curtis, LVPD. I need to talk to Mrs. Thomas… room number…uhm…something with 29…yes, three, eleven, twenty-nine, that’s it….thanks…” Sofia was quiet for a few seconds. 

“She’s not answering the phone…hello? Yes, she doesn’t answer. Could leave a message please? She should give me a call back, no matter which time. Thanks. Yes, she has the number.”

“Maybe she’s out. It’s Vegas, people get active at night time. Like last night, when she was out around midnight.”

“I told her to stay inside.”

“You did? Cute.”

“Shut up! She gave me her jumper I can pretend to be nice…and should give her the jumper back…care for a joyride to the Stratosphere? I’m sure the view from the tower deck will be magnificent.”

“Ecklie will love to pay me for that.”

“It’s work related…kind of…”

“Do you have her prints? DNA?”

“No.” Sofia grinned. “We might need them to rule them out, there are a lot of unknown DNA and fingerprints.” 

Sara smiled without saying something. 

“I think you found a reason why you have to join me. Such a smart CSI.”

“Thanks. You’ve got the look, I’ve got the brain, that’s why we work so perfectly together.”

“Honey, you’re beautiful and I’m not stupid. We both have both.” Sofia grinned and offered Sara her hand. 

“Give me ten minutes to finish this up, will you?”

“All the time in the world. I can get the car and you come down and just jump in it.”

“Perfect. Ten minutes.”

“Take twenty, we’re not in a hurry. She wasn’t there.”

“Right. Half an hour?”

“I’ll be waiting for you.”

“Uh, that sounds so nice, sweetie.”

“I know, dear. I miss you with every beat of my heart when we’re apart.”

“Get lost!” Sara laughed. 

“Do you think somebody will realize we were on the tower? If we sneak up for ten minutes?” Sofia asked when they stood in front of the Stratosphere.

“We are entitle to have a break, aren’t we? We could have a break on the top deck of the Stratosphere…care for a little ride?”

“No, I don’t want to do the rides.”

“Why not? If you fall you’ll be dead, that’s for sure.”

“Exactly. I want to live a little bit longer. Don’t forget New Orleans and our wedding.”

“Right. Let’s go and detect and investigate.” Sofia opened the door and immediately they were in a world of slot machines, colorful lights, the ringing sound, smoke in the air and hundreds of people around tables, at slots or at a bar. 

“World three…I didn’t know they’ve got different worlds. But if their world three is like the one I think of, I can understand why Nico can afford to stay two months.”

“Nico, huh?”

“She told me to call me that, yes.”

“Since when do you do what suspects ask for?”

“She isn’t a suspect, she’s a witness. This way.”

“And she gave you her jumper.”

“I have it with me.” Sofia held up a bag. “Cleaned and dried.”

“What a service.”

“Stop teasing me, Miss Sidle.”

“Make me stop, Miss Curtis.”

“It’s detective Curtis, Miss Sidle.” Sofia got closer to Sara as soon as the elevator door was closed. “And I can make you stop teasing me within a second.”

“You could. The question is, could you handle the respond?”

“You mean a passionate kiss of you? I think I had worse experiences.”

“I was more thinking about my knee in your stomach.”

“You’d never hurt me, Sara. Not even if I’d kiss you right in front of Ecklie.”

“He’d hate that what gives me some fun.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do. Get out of here.”

“I’ll wait for my kiss until the wedding, when I’ve to kiss the bride...”

“I hope Keane will get your head straight; and the rest of you.”

“Who said I’m not straight?”

“The words coming out of your mouth.”

“You just understand them the wrong way….twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty…what is that?”

“A note for you.” Sara looked at the note. 

If you come along, detective, I’m on the deck. The view is breathtaking. N. 

“She was expecting you.”

“I told her I’ll bring her jumper back…well, looks like the tower is a work stop. Sometimes I love my job. I’ll take photos of us up there.”

“Of course you enjoy your job.” Sara laughed and bagged the paper. “And I’ve got fingerprints.”

“Smart CSI.”

“Of course.” Sara grinned. Now all she needed was some DNA. 

After a second thought they didn’t buy the tickets for the elevator to the tower deck in the name of LVPD, they simply used their badges and got free entry. 

The second the elevator started they knew why it was one of the fasted in the world. Sofia felt like she was flying and had to fight back the urge to grab Sara’s hand. 

“That was fun.” Sara grinned. She had seen that the detective got slightly paler in the elevator.

“Mhm.” Sofia rushed out of the elevator. 

“Still don’t want to use the rides?”

“Big Shot?”

“The highest thrill ride in the world? Deal. But not while we’re on duty.”

“Spoilsport.”

“Reliable.”

“That’s the same.” 

“We’ll have another elevator ride, that’s fun too.”

“No, not really.”

“Poor sensitive detective…”

Sofia gave Sara the evil eyes and started looking for Nico. It was quite full on the deck, most people came here when it was dark and Vegas was a night city. 

“There she is!” Nico was leaning at the railing, watching the Strip. 

“Why didn’t you call back, Miss Thomas?”

“You don’t like the view, detective Curtis?” Nico didn’t turn.

“That’s not the point. You left a message for me that I can find you here, why didn’t you call? I left you a message.”

“What time?”

“Around an hour ago.”

“I’m up here since sunset.”

“But…the note…”

“I knew you’d come along sooner or later.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“How come?”

“You told me you want to return my jumper.”

“I could have left it in front of your door or at reception.”

“You could. But you lovely companion wants a DNA sample.” Nico finally turned and smiled at Sara. 

“And you know that how?”

“I was there, you need my fingerprints and DNA. I’m sure you took the note for the fingerprints.”

“After you know so much, you surely don’t mind giving me a DNA example, don’t you?” Sara asked. 

Before Nico could answer a scream got their attention. A man only a few yards away from them was on the railing, ready to jump. 

“He’ll jump, he’ll jump.” A woman screamed.

“Would you please stand clear?” Sofia got her badge out and tried to get the people away. 

“Sir, what are you doing?” Sara asked. 

“Stay away!” He yelled. “I’ll jump.”

“Why?”

“Because…my life is worthless…there’s no reason to go on…my wife left me, she took away all my money, I lost my job, my best friend was the reason why my wife ran and I lost my son last year…”

“Sir, you shouldn’t…” Sara started not really knowing what to say. That wasn’t her job. She wasn’t trained to talk to people who wanted to kill themselves. 

“May I ask you something?” Nico hadn’t turned away like all the other people. She had kept her distance to the man. 

“If you try to stop me, save your breath.”

“I’m just wondering, how did you survive so long with all these things in your life?”

“What do you mean?”

“What gave you the strength to keep going so long?”

“First my wife and then…the day she left I found this kitten in front of my door.” He opened his coat and a kitten was in his hand.  “It was almost dead because nobody had fed it, I took it inside the house, fed it and like I gave it it’s life back, it gave me power.”

“So why do you want to give up now? The kitten is still there.”

“My life can’t be because of one kitten.”

“It is important enough for you to take with you here. Why should you jump with the kitten and kill it after you saved it’s life? That makes no sense. You said, you saved it and it saved you. Do you believe in angels?”

“What?”

“Guardian angels. Maybe this kitten is your guardian angel, it came to you when you were down, when nobody else was there for you. It needed you like you needed somebody. And now look at it, it doesn’t try to escape, it trusts you. Do you want to disappoint it? It would stay with you until the end, do you want to end your and it’s life?”

“You think I should take up with all the crap because of a cat?”

“No, not because of a cat, because of your kitten. It’s not any cat, it’s yours. Your responsibility. The life that depends on you. What is it’s name?”

“It hasn’t have one…yet.”

“Well, I think you should name it. This is a great place for a naming. All these stars, the lights, a glass of champagne. I mean, you’ve got somebody who loves you so much that he or she would die with you, isn’t that something? Most people don’t have that. I don’t know anybody who would die with me if I want to kill myself.”

He looked at her for a long time. “You think I could get out of the shit?”

“On a scale from one to ten, one worst, ten best, were you when your wife left you?”

“One.”

“And after you found the kitten and saved it’s life?”

He thought for a few seconds. “Two.”

“And the first time it was playing with you in your flat? Showed you it trusts you, loves you?”

“Three.”

“So you increased from one to three within a month. A few more month and you’ll be at nine. Doesn’t that sound good to you?”

“You think I can do that?”

“Nobody will stop you from becoming happy. Only you can stop yourself.” She smiled and offered her hand. Very slowly he took it and came down the railing. 

“Thanks…uhm…I’m sorry if I scared you…”

“I’m fine, don’t worry. But your little tiger looks like it could use a meal and a name.”

“What’s your name?”

“Oh no, you won’t give the cat my name.”

“Why not? You saved our lives.”

“Yeah, exactly, there’s always something bitter with it. Think about something nice, something you want to see, want to go to.”

“Rio.”

“See, there’s your name.”

“Rio?” He lifted the cat and looked at it. “Do you like that name?” A little meow came from the cat. “Sounds like he likes it.”

“You should bring Rio home, I’m sure he also likes to run around and play with you. This isn’t the right place for a cat. It’s too cold.”

“True.” He looked at Sofia and Sara. “Officers…?”

“Just go.” Sofia sighed. 

“Thanks. I’m sorry.” He walked toward the elevator. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt your conversation  with the man, Miss Sidle.”

“Uhm…that’s alright, you did a good job. Are you a psychologist?”

“She’s a writer.” Sofia said. “Interested in crime books.”

“With a degree in psychology.” Nico smiled. “Most people need to be remembered about the good things in their life, the things that have kept them going for so long. The strength they have, what they’ve reached. That gets their thoughts away from the bad things. You know detective, he could use some kind of social care, somebody who comes along and makes sure, he’s fine.”

“Do you want me to run after him?”

“You can’t just jump down the tower and fly like superwoman to the ground? You disappoint me.” Nico smirked and Sara started laughing. That was a nice comment on Sofia’s ego.

“Get her DNA, investigator.” Sofia grumbled. 

“First I take his fingerprints.” Sara lifted the fingerprints of the man. “Maybe he’s in the system, then we can send somebody over who will look after him. Then I can take the DNA if I’m allowed.”

“Do you have these sticks with chocolate taste?”

“No.” Sara laughed. “If they’d taste like chocolate Sofia had eaten them all.”

“Stop teasing me.”

“Sorry. I promise it will taste like nothing.”

Sofia’s pager beeped. She took a look and sighed. “I need to go, they want me at a homicide scene.”

“I’ll take a black and white when I’m done.”

“Thanks. I see you later and you.” She handed Nico the bag. “Thanks for the jumper.”

“Every time again, detective.”

“I think I’ve to talk to the security guards, Sofia had held them back, they want a report for their documents. It might be that you have to come down to the police station again, in case they want something official.”

“As long as you don’t keep me there or I’ve to talk to this strange guy of yesterday it’s fine with me.” Nico smiled. 

“I’m sure there’s a way to avoid him – and an interpreter.”

“I never asked for one.”

“You could have told them.”

“They could have asked me. I thought American expect everybody to speak English.”

“Do we? I don’t know. Maybe the passport confused him.” Sara got up and got the DNA sticks out of her kit. 

“Maybe.”

“May I?”

“Your government has already my fingerprints when I came in, you have them too, now you want my DNA. Is that the way you treat tourists in America?”

“Sorry, you don’t have to. If you want I’ve to get e court order…”

“A lot of running and paper work.” Nico opened her mouth. 

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome…and it doesn’t taste good.”

“I promise the next time I ask for your DNA I’ll have something that tastes like chocolate. A Starbuck’s hot chocolate plastic mug or something like that.”

“I love Starbuck’s hot chocolate. How about tomorrow afternoon? I prefer to have my afternoon hot choc around four. You can book a DNA test for me at that time.”

“I’ll make this submission to the chief of the police.”

“Great. Give me a call, you know the number of the hotel.” 

“Yeah, but I’m afraid he won’t like it.”

“I think so too, but I’m sure he’ll look funny if you ask him.” 

“If I ask and take a photo of his face I need a new job.” Sara chuckled. And if she wasted more time up here, her job was in danger too.

***

“Sofia, there’s somebody waiting for you.” Brass came to Sofia’s desk. 

“A witness?”

“No, I don’t think it’s business.”

“I’ve no time for personal things. Besides, it’s in the middle of the night, don’t people sleep anymore?”

“Ask him.”

“Who is him?”

“Keane.”

“What?” Sofia buried her face in her hands. “What the hell is he doing here?”

“Looking for you?”

“Can you tell him I’m busy and I don’t have time for anything that isn’t case related.”

“Does he give you a hard time?” Brass’ voice was more like a concerned father than a boss, who wanted his employees at work. 

“He wants to take me to New Orleans. I said no, he doesn’t take a ‘no’ as a answer, I guess.”

“What does Sara say to this?”

“Jim, please.” Sofia sighed. 

“I mean as your best friend.” He patted her shoulder. 

“She wants me to go, to make it clear to him, he won’t get anything and enjoy New Orleans while he pays. I feel cheap by doing that.”

“In that case, let him pay the flight and your room and you pay the rest for yourself. He has to pay something, he invited you.”

“I can’t go with him to New Orleans?”

“Why?”

“He was a suspect, I’m sure there are some files with him as a suspect and I’m sure, he did enough wrong to deserve all these files and…do you want me to go there a kind of undercover? To find out what he’s up to, to find a way to get him?”

“I want you to get this guy out of the department. And if you tell me, you want him out of your life, I’ll get him out of your life.”

“I’m not a baby.”

“No, you’re my best detective…what reminds me, when will you finally make lieutenant?”

“What?” Sofia starred at him.

“Not what, when? Sofia, you’re a great detective, you can become a lieutenant without a problem. If you want to be one.”

“It’s somewhere on my way to be a captain.”

“See.” Jim smiled and put a file on her desk. “Fill that out, make the test and become one of the new lieutenants in the department. Your own office, more money.”

“Do you think…?”

“No, I know! You’ve the experience, you’ve got the talent, you can do it. And you have Sara who will make sure you’re private life is in a balance, just like you do the same with her. And now kick his ass or let him pay a weekend in New Orleans. There’s no objection from your boss for this trip. Make up your mind and make him understand. You can handle smug guys, men like Keane are no challenge for you.” He blinked at her and left. 

Sofia was puzzled. Jim thought she’d be a good lieutenant? He wanted her to become a lieutenant? He was pushing her to get a step higher in the department…and to get rid off Keane or go with him to New Orleans. Should she really…? 

“Keane.” 

“Detective Curtis, what has a man to do to get you?”

“He has to be not you.” 

Keane smiled. “As I mentioned before I like your attitude. Not many women get me to run after them. My mom and my grandmother do occasionally.”

“I’m touched.”

“If you want, I can touch you.”

“If you want to spend the rest of the night in custody.”

“Ouch. Did you make up your mind about New Orleans?”

“I told you my answer.”

“What can I do to change your mind?”

The best and easiest way was to say ‘nothing’ and send him away. As far as it was possible to send Keane away. 

“I want my own room, own keys, own bathroom and I want you to understand that nothing, and I mean absolutely nothing, will happen. If you want to take me to New Orleans, fine, that won’t mean I’ll end up in your bed. I will not even come close to it or in your room.”

He smiled. “You really don’t trust me.”

“Do your business partner trust you?”

“No.”

“You think I’m not as smart as they are?”

“Actually I think you’re smarter. When would you like to take the trip?”

“I’ve got two days off as soon as my desk isn’t that full anymore…let’s see how flexible you are…the day after tomorrow?”

“I like challenges. See it as booked, detective. There’s a lovely festival this week in New Orleans, I’m sure you’ll like it.”

“Don’t be too sure about the things I like and I don’t. And now excuse me I’ve to work.”

“I’ll see you in two days, detective. You’ll get a note by the end of your official shift when we can leave. Good night.”

“Good night.” She turned and walked away. Okay, half of the department knew now that she’d go with Keane to New Orleans, but she preferred it this way than having anybody find it out later and starting to set rumors in the world. She was sure she made herself very clear that she had no interest in him or becoming one of his bed bunnies…or however he might call them. 

“Tell me I made no mistake.” 

“You made no mistake.” Sara got her arm around Sofia. 

“I told Keane I go with him to New Orleans.”

“Make sure you’ll take pictures for…no, don’t. I look at my old ones. Make sure you’ve got fun!”

“I was hoping when I tell him I want to go in two days he’ll say it’s to short noticed, but he was fine with that.”

“He’ll be happy to have you finally where he wanted you to be.”

“He’ll never get me there!”

“He has you with him to New Orleans, that’s a start. That won’t get anything more, he won’t believe until he’ll find out.”

“He will find out he’ll get nothing.”

“What time do you fly?”

“At noon will his limousine pick me up. Can you imagine that? Me in a limousine. Crazy. The flight is at two.”

“You’ll be there for dinner.”

“Candle light dinner.”

“How romantic.”

“How less will it help.”

“And he doesn’t take ‘no’ as an answer.”

“In that case I’ll tell him we’ll get married. That should scare him off.”

“Or give him some more ideas.”

“Sara, please.” Sofia sighed. 

“Come on, you little love bird, I make some breakfast and you catch a shower.”

“How come you had time for a shower?”

“I finished in time.”

“Luxury.”

“I know. Go.” Sara pushed Sofia in her bathroom. 

Sofia had a trip to New Orleans coming up. Sara smiled. It was a good decision. She didn’t doubt that her friend was capable of showing Keane his limits and would make it very clear what she wanted and what not. And even if he would get her into his bed, where was the problem? As long as Sofia had fun, there was no problem. They were both singles and Sara couldn’t see a big difference between Keane or a man Sofia met on an evening off and took home for one night. Only this time she would wake up in luxury and room service. 

Would she refuse an offer like this? Sara wasn’t sure. There had been nobody special in her life since she and Grissom split. She was happy being by herself, she could focus on her job and with being this close to Sofia, she never felt alone. Besides, she wasn’t in a mood for a relationship with anybody out of the law enforcement. She didn’t need all these arguments about her work hours. Who should be fine with them? A doctor? After Hank, she was done with men from the health department. 

Anybody from the law enforcement? Who? Certainly not her colleagues. They were friends, like brothers, no way she could imagine to have a love relationship with them. The police department? The good ones were all taken, that was what happens when you’re over the middle of thirty and were still single. In a few years some of the guys would be back on the market, she could wait for that. How did Sofia call them one night? Second hand husband or remold men, like they were tires. 

“What are you thinking of?”

“Where to find a proper boyfriend.” Sara laughed.

“You can have my admire.”

“No, he’s yours.”

“I don’t want him.”

“I’ve the same problem you have, I don’t like to be one in a million.”

“That’s the problem with women today, they think and have their own opinion.”

“I think a pope a few hundred years ago said women shouldn’t go to school. When they know too much their womb shrinks.”

“Yeah right.” Sofia hugged Sara. “Shall we find a man for you the next time we’re out?”

“I don’t want a drunk or who’s in any other kind of drugs, I don’t want a gambler, I don’t want a womanizer, not somebody who turns around for each skirt he sees, not somebody who is unreliable, unfaithful or insensitive.”

“Honey, you want a woman. Lucky you I’m available.” Sofia grinned. 

“You’re not forty yet.” Sara smirked. 

“In that case you have to wait another ten years.”

“Sure, ten years…somebody is lying about her age.”

“Thirty and a few months…”

“Like what? Two-hundred?”

“That’s mean…and wrong…that makes me around fifty! I’m far away from fifty.”

“Of course you are, otherwise we’d be married but you’d still look that stunning.”

“Oh, I love you Sara.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. “And your breakfast, I can smell eggs on toast with bacon.”

“All waiting for you.”

“Did you find your muesli?”

“Sure.”

“I bought all kinds because I couldn’t remember which one you prefer.”

“I like variety, I’ll try them all. Thanks Sofia.”

“Thank you for cooking.” Sofia got their plates and carried them over to the table. She’d miss her time with Sara when she was in New Orleans. 

Part 3

“Don’t you feel alone in the nights and days?” 

“I beg your pardon?” Sara turned and looked confused at Brass.

“Without Sofia.”

“I think I can manage two nights without her.”

“What about the days?”

“That will be hard, I was thinking of going to a meeting for left alone lovers, but their meeting time was at the same time like my work time.”

“That bad?”

“Worse!” Sara rolled her eyes.

“Did she call you?”

“No, she sent me a text.”

“Is she alright?”

“Do you worry about her?” Sara chuckled. 

“Yes. I don’t like this guy. I mean she can take care of herself, but I’d feel better when you would be with her.”

“What kind of date would that be?”

“I’m sure Keane knows some nice man for you too.”

“Thank you, but no thank you. Could you turn your attention to the case?”

“The victim is Hernando Valdez, twenty-seven, banker, not married and was missing for two days. His mother reported him missing yesterday.”

“Who found him?”

“The brother.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll knock on some doors.”

Sara took her kit. Her crime scene was in the north of the city, a middle class area, a small house. The owner of the house, Hernando Valdez was lying dead on the attic. 

“Hey Dave.”

“Sara, alone again?”

“Yeah. Nick has a night off, Greg is still busy with his old case, Grissom and Cath are out with other cases. We need another CSI.”

“Try Hodges.”

“Maybe we’re fine.”

David grinned. “You’re not the only one who says that.”

“Hodges…is fine in the lab, he does a great job but…I don’t want to be with him out in the fields.”

“Understandable.”

“What can you tell me about the vic?”

“There’s a bullet in his chest, I’d guess a .9 millimeter, something in the size. No exit wound, so I’ll get it out for you ASAP.”

“Thanks.”

“No gun so we can rule out suicide”

“Most people don’t shoot themselves and walk away.”

“No and – I mean it’s not my job to tell so – but it doesn’t look like he walked around. I’ll be wild today and guess, this is the first crime scene.”

“So far I’m with you on your wild trip.” Sara laughed. She took some photos. 

“I noticed some lipstick on his collar, looks like there was a female close to him. A banker, they change their shirt daily, don’t go with lipstick to work…”

“Means, he got it after work. He was missing for two days, what does rigor tell you?”

“Out of rigor, again a guess, he’s dead since the night he left.”

“Got himself a girl, wants too much, or she wanted more than he wanted to pay, she kills him.”

“A hooker with a gun?”

“Wouldn’t you have some protection if you’re working the streets?”

“Shouldn’t her kind of protection look slightly different?”

“Better safe than sorry.” Sara smiled. 

“He is sorry now. Can I turn him?”

“You want a hand?”

“Should be fine.” David turned the body carefully. “See, no exit wound and the rigor marks suggest he wasn’t moved. Shot and left here.”

“Who takes a hooker upstairs in the attic? The bedroom isn’t even next to the stairs.”

“I don’t know.”

“The room doesn’t lock disturb, there are no defensive wounds, who waits until somebody kills you?”

“Again, I don’t know. He knew the killer?”

“Yeah. He knew the killer and he knew the killer well enough to go with him here. You don’t take a girl here.” Sara looked around. Some old furniture, old disks, record player, poster from bands of the eighties, an old guitar, a Knight Rider car on a side board. 

“Of what does this remind you, David?”

“The murder?”

“No, the room.”

He looked around. “Old music stars, Knight Rider, guitar, a boy’s room. Remind s a little bit of my old room, beside the fact I had other bands on the wall…more the Doors, Stones.”

“Yeah. A boy’s room. A little memory in a gray banker world. With whom do you spend time in such a room? An old school friend or…”

“A brother.”

“A brother who found you by accident. I want a talk with his brother.”

“Maybe the brother has any idea who owns the lipstick. Having a hot new girlfriend, you tell your brother or best friend first.”

“David, you would be good in the fields.”

“No thanks, Misses Phillips prefers stories from the morgue.”

“A lovely woman.”

“That’s why I married her.” He smiled. “Can I get him out?”

“Yeah.” Sara started to take photos of the room. She’d get fingerprints from the door handle, the railing of the stairs, the doorknob. Who ever killed Hernando Valdez had to enter and leave the house. At least when the killer left, he or she had to touch something. Maybe Sara was lucky and got some prints.”

“Valdez was an active part of his neighborhood, he had no enemies, none his neighbors knew of and helped the elderly couple two doors down with their lawn.” Brass came back in the house. Sara had lifted some fingerprints and taken photos of the whole house. 

“What are you doing down here?” They were right behind the front door.

“Whoever killed him had to leave. If we’re lucky we’ll get the killer’s prints.”

“Got a bullet?”

“No exit wound, David gets it out and will send it to ballistic. Jim, the attic looks like a boy’s room, who would you take back in the past? With whom do you talk about school, girls, first cigarette.”

“Nobody.”

She cocked her head. “Don’t sound like Grissom.”

“An old friend, somebody I spent time with when I was young, a brother…you like the brother?”

“First witness, first suspect.”

“I talked to him, he’s outside.”

“Let’s talk to him and get his prints.”

“We need to eliminate him as a suspect.” Jim grinned.

“That’s what we’ll tell him and after that we’ll ask some more questions.”

“Do you start to interrogate a suspect? You spend too much time with Sofia.”

“It’s for our own best.” 

“Tell her to become a lieutenant.”

“She told me you want her to do the test and I’m with you. You can count on my support.”

“Thanks. I’d like to have her as my successor.”

“Did you tell her?” Sara was surprised. Not that Brass wanted Sofia as his successor, but that he was thinking of retirement.

“I won’t retire any time soon but I’d like to go with the knowledge somebody good is doing my job. We can get her to be a captain within the next ten years.”

“We?”

“You do the mental and private work, I’ll take care of the police work.”

“Deal.” Sara grinned. That sounded like a good idea. Sofia wanted to become a captain, if it was for her own sake or more to please her mother, Sara wasn’t quite sure. Whatever the mean reason was, the blonde had the talent to be a captain, she needed to use this talent and Sara was more than willing to make Sofia use her resources to succeed.

“Mister Valdez.” Brass walked to a man in his early twenties. He was sitting on the hood of a car. 

“Yes?”

“This is Miss Sidle with the crime lap, she needs to take your fingerprints.”

“Why?” He looked confused at Sara. 

“Because you were in the house, we need your fingerprints so that we can eliminate you as a suspect. We might find several prints inside the house, if we can match as many as possible of them to your family, we can concentrate on the prints of the killer. Do you know when your mother was the last time in the house?”

“A week ago, I think.”

“We need her prints too.”

“Okay.” It was clear he wasn’t that he wasn’t happy with her taking his fingerprints but there we no reasons for him to refuse. 

Sara took prints of all ten fingers. “Thanks. Can you tell me what you did when you came in the house? I mean, your mother reported your brother missing yesterday, why was nobody looking for him here?”

“I was here. I was downstairs, called out for him. It never crossed my mind to have a look up in the attic.”

“How come your mother reported him missing? Does he visits her daily?”

“No, usually on Sundays. She said, he wanted to get her two nights ago, they wanted to see a show, when he didn’t show up, she thought he might forgot. She was angry, called the next day his work place, his boss told her, he hadn’t showed p for work. So she asked me to look for him. When I didn’t find him here, she reported him missing.”

“Why did you come back?”

“I thought, if he wanted to run away, there might be some hints of his destination up there. He kept is like our room when we were little, I thought, he might have left a note or whatever, that could help us. And then…then I saw him…” He was shaken but there were no tears. Not everybody cried with tears when he or she was sad. Some people couldn’t cry like anybody else. 

“Did you touch him?”

“I saw the blood, I think…I think I tried to find a pulse. There was none, he felt so cold, I called 911 and ran out.”

“Did your brother has any enemies?”

“No, I don’t think so. He was such a nice man.”

“Was there a girl in his life?”

“He’s a good…was a good looking man, there were some girls in his life.”

“Anything serious?”

“Not that I’m aware of it.”

“Do you still live at home, Mister Valdez?”

“No, my fiancée and me share an apartment, not too far away from here.”

“Is she home?”

“Yes, she’s in bed. I…I didn’t tell her about this.”

“Where have you been two nights ago?”

“What?” He wasn’t confuse, he looked a little bit angry.

“Routine, we need to ask that every family member.”

“I was home with my fiancée.”

“She can verified that?”

“Sure.”

“What is her name?” Brass asked after he had listened with a hidden smile Sara’s interrogation. The brunette investigator certainly had something of the blonde detective, it was obvious for somebody like Brass, who knew both women very good, to see where they had learnt from each other and taken over some things of the other. She wondered if Sofia had taken on some of Sara’s idiosyncrasy. 

“There are the prints of Hernando Valdez, his brother, mother and the girlfriend of his brother in the house.” 

“All the people who told us they were there in the last two weeks.” Brass took a sip of his coffee. 

“When you have guests, where are they in your house?”

“Kitchen, living room, bathroom.”

“Bedroom?”

“No.”

“There’s the difference between you and Valdez. I found the prints of his brother’s girlfriend in his bedroom. On the handle from the inside, the nightstand and there are her prints on the bedposts; so was a rope I took in.”

“Was there anything special on the rope?” Brass asked knowing had found something on it otherwise she  hadn’t mentioned it.

“Skin particles. They are in DNA, I bet it’s a female donor and when we ask his brother’s girlfriend for a DNA example, we’ll get a hit.”

“Sounds like you want me to bring her in.”

“I have some question for her, don’t you?”

“You bet. I’ll get over and bring her in.”

“I’ll be there in half an hour, I try to get a little bit more, push DNA, so that we’ve got more in our hands. Even if I’m very curious already how she will explain her prints on the bedposts.”

“Get us some more and we can finish this case within the next hour.”

“In a hurry?”

“A full desk.”

“Tell me about it. See you in a bit.”

“Later.”

Sara turned back to her evidence. No unknown fingerprints so far suggest that Valdez had no girlfriend; no other than the one of his brother. Sara had taken an example of the lipstick they had found on the shirt, if it was from the brother’s girlfriend and she had only one lipstick, she would be able to get a match this night. Knowing Brass her had already asked for a warrant for the woman’s belongings and DNA on his way out of the department. Sara had only to worry about more evidence. 

“I’ve got your bullet, it’s a .9 millimeter.” 

“What are you doing in ballistics, Hodges?”

“I’m the competent proxy.”

“Really? Competent?”

“I ran your bullet and got you a name, how you do call that?” He held a sheet of paper, refusing giving it to her now. 

“Depends on the name.” 

“Mario Valdez.”

“I don’t call that competent, I call that case-breaker.” She grinned and got the sheet.

“Thanks you very much.” Hodge smirked.

“Thanks to you, that was good and fast work.” Sara took her cell phone. She needed Brass to bring the brother in and a warrant to search the apartment of the brother. 

“We will hold them down town as long as possible. Both want a lawyer, that gives us some time. Their DNA is on the way to the lap, I remembered how to do that and somehow there was a basic kit in my car; no idea how that ended up there.” He smirked. “Find something, Sara.” Brass opened the door of the apartment of Valdez’s brother and his girlfriend. 

“Don’t make it sound like I’m a dog.”

“I’ll give you a treat if you give me something to nail these guys.”

“Jim!”

“I’ll convince Gil to let you go for two weeks to have some holidays with Sofia.”

“That’s black mailing.”

“Do we have a deal?”

“We have a deal! Now get out of my way!” Sara pushed him aside with a smile. She hadn’t talked to Grissom about her two weeks off, simply because of the reason, she and Sofia hadn’t really talked about their holidays. It seemed like the blonde had mentioned it to her boss and Jim had approved. 

The apartment wasn’t big. After entering the house Sara found herself immediately in a living room of the size of five by five. From here the door to the right was to the bathroom, the left one to the kitchen and the one at the other end of the room to the bedroom. 

“Do you think Valdez and his future sister-in-law were dancing in the sheets only in his house or even here?”

“The brother is a truck driver, long hours.”

“Okay, I’ll get the sheets if there’s any trace on it. What is she doing?”

“She’s a good housewife. So much time, no boyfriend around, good looking brother of boyfriend lives around the corner, time, opportunity.”

“Don’t you believe in relationships made of trust and faith?”

“Sure, in fairytales.”

“Cynic.”

“Realist. But I’m sure you and detective Curtis have a better…I’ll have a look for the weapon.” Sara’s look made him stop immediately.

“You better do.” She took her kit and walked in the bedroom. There were some places people usually hide a gun. A smart killer got rid off the gun, in that case she hoped to find anything that put a gun in Valdez’ apartment. She had the registration of the gun, which didn’t mean he still was in possession of a gun.

“Try to think like a woman, where would you keep something you want to keep secret from your boyfriend.” Brass said when he entered the bedroom. 

“Try to think like a man where would you hide your gun?” She answered sweet.

“In my car.”

“In my diary.”

“Did you find a diary?”

“No, not yet.”

“I’ll check the car and the garage.”

“Hey Jim?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re almost as useful as Sofia.”

“Thanks Sara. You’re almost as good as Grissom.”

“Thanks. I’m not a supervisor, I don’t have to be that good.”

“She isn’t a captain – yet.” Sara opened a drawer. Too easy for a diary. He could find it here too. She was sure, if there was a diary, it was on a place, the boyfriend wouldn’t look at. A place men don’t look at…Sara smiled and got up. She left the bedroom and walked to the kitchen, opened the door to the lumber-room and smiled. The place was packed up with cleaning stuff, bottles, vacuum cleaner, broom, iron, iron board. No way a man touched things like these. 

Piece by piece Sara got everything out of the lumber-room and smiled when she found a box of a floor cleaner. 

“What are you doing?” Brass was back in the house. 

“You’ve got a gun.” Sara pointed to the gun he had in his handkerchief. 

“Honey, it’s not a gun, it’s a .9 millimeter, it’s evidence. So why are you in the lumber-room? Want to clean up the mess you left with your fingerprint powder?”

“I found a box of Best Brush Cleaner.” She held the box up.

“Oh great…since when are you into housewife stuff?”

“Since this cleaner is off the market – five years. And there’s no dust on the box, somebody uses it on regular base.” Sara opened the box and got a book out. 

“It’s looks like a diary to me. What about you, Jim?”

“I think we both need to go back to the department. You have to read a little bit, Bobby has to match a gun to a bullet after you’ve taken the prints and then we’ll talk with tow love birds who might not that be in love anymore.”

“What about my mess?”

“I’m sure you can leave it – this apartment won’t be in use for a long time.”

“That won’t be points for my housewife duty list…” Sara grinned and bagged the diary. 

“Mister Valdez, can you tell me something about your gun?” Brass was sitting opposite of Mario Valdez, leaning casual back on his chair. Sara was next to him. 

“My client lost his gun a few months ago.” The lawyer said before Valdez could answer. 

“Really? Where?”

“Somewhere in the desert.”

“What is your client doing with a gun on the desert?”

“Shooting on cans. Nobody gets disturbed there.”

“Very thoughtful to treat neighbors good. Like cars. I was impressed, Mister Valdez, your car looks like new. I never take that good care of my cars.”

“Do you want some tips from client how to take care of your car, captain Brass?”

“No, I’d prefer to know why your client has a secret shelf under the driver seat.”

“Cars get stolen when valuables are open in the car. A shelf under the seats keeps things safe, wallet, passports, money.”

“Guns.”

“I told you my client has lost his gun.”

“And I’ve good news, I found it. In this secret shelf under the seat. You knew that, didn’t you, Mister Valdez? You got quite nervous when I mentioned your little secret shelf. Being a cop for this long time you learn how to read people. So it’s a surprise for you that I’ve got your gun and what can I say? There are only your prints on it, no need to let your lawyer tell me a story I wouldn’t believe. Your prints. Only your prints. It’s a .9 millimeter, the same caliber your brother was shot with. Crazy coincidence, isn’t it?

Another crazy coincidence is the bullet in your gun and the bullet your brother got killed with are the same. They match perfectly. I’ve got a weapon, I’ve got evidence that connects you and nobody else to the weapon and I’ve got a motive. Your girlfriend and your brother had an affair. When did you find out about it?”

“My girlfriend has no affair.” Mario Valdez grumbled. 

“Not? Your girlfriend is the woman who lives in your apartment, isn’t she?”

“Of course she is.”

“Do you like cleaning, Mister Valdez?” Sara asked. “Sweeping, dusting?”

“Am I a woman? That’s woman’s stuff.”

“That’s why I checked your lumber-room and all the stuff inside. Guess what I’ve found: the dairy of your girlfriend. She and your brother had an affair for weeks. You’re a truck driver, you’re away a lot. They used that to have some fun. And you found out. She wrote it in her diary. She wrote down that you yelled at her, you took the gun and drove to your brother’s house. On the night of the murder.”

“She killed him.”

“Her prints are not on the gun.”

“She wore gloves, these crime shows are all over the TV and she does nothing else than watching TV.”

“Your brother was shot in his attic, there was no reason why he should have taken your girlfriend up there. We found her prints in his bedroom, all over the bedroom. And the kitchen table. I bet that made you angry. You’re out, working hard, long hours and your brother, Mister Banker, he sleeps with your girl.”

“She didn’t love him.”

“She wrote different. And the thing with women is, they tempt to write the truth in their diary, especially when they hide it that good like your girlfriend did. She told you she wants to leave you and move in with your brother, didn’t she? That’s when you realized they were betraying you for months and snapped. You drive to your brother’s house, you knocked on his door, he let you in, you went up to the room that reminds you of your childhood and you shot him. Why there? Why not somewhere else in the house? Kitchen? Living room? Make it look like a burglar came in, surprised him.”

“My client won’t say anything else.” The lawyer said.

“Why not the bedroom? The place he betrayed you. As a symbol? Why not where they had sex all the time while you were away? Why the attic.”

“This fucking bastard did the same when we were kids. He took my girl and let her fall. Only to hurt me, to show me he can take away everything I have without a problem. He was doing the same. But this time I showed what happens when he wants to take away what’s mine. He’ll never ever touch something that belongs to me.”

“You won’t have much that’s yours the next years.” Brass sighed. “If you don’t get the needle, you’ll have a long time nothing more than an orange overall.” 

Sara was satisfied with herself and her work when she came back home at eight in the morning. She had closed a murder case in one night on her own. She deserved a special treat for breakfast. 

As soon as she opened the door she stopped. The air was circulating and that wasn’t because of an open window. She got her gun and walked carefully in her apartment. The door to her balcony was open. She lived in the third floor, but that didn’t mean somebody could try to climb up the wall and break into her apartment via the balcony. 

Before she saw anybody she could smell cigarette smoke and heard the radio playing old rock songs. A blonde head was behind the window. Sara got her gun away and walked on the balcony. 

“I could have shot you.”

“You’re too good, you look first and shoot then.”

“Your luck.” She took the cigarette Sofia held in her hand, inhaled the smoke and threw the cigarette away. “You stopped that stuff, detective and it doesn’t taste good.”

“Doesn’t matter.” She took a sip of beer before she offered the bottle to Sara, who also drank a bit and spilled the rests in her flowers. 

“It’s too early for beer.”

“You worked all night, it’s evening for you and I was awake the whole night, it’s evening for me too.”

“Come on Honey.” Sara offered Sofia her hand. The blonde took it and got pulled into Sara’s arms. 

“I’m sorry I should have called you and tell you that I’m here.” Sofia mumbled. 

“It’s alright, don’t worry. Let’s have a shower.”

“You mean, you and me together?” Sofia grinned a bit. 

“Let me rephrase it: Take a shower, Sofia.”

“Are you telling me that I stink?”

“I’m telling you, I’ll make some pancakes for you if you obey; chocolate banana pancakes.”

“Sara Sidle, you truly know how to impress women and how to get your way to their hearts!” 

“Do I? I don’t think so. But I know what makes your heart happy. Go.” Sara blinked at Sofia and turned towards the kitchen. 

She started to make the dough for the pancake, peeled two bananas and searched for her chocolate spread while the first pancake was in the pan. 

When Sofia came out of the bathroom a pancake was on her plate.

“Smells good.”

“So do you.” Sara smiled.

“I stole some of your CK shower lotion.”

“I’ll get revenge the next time I stay at your place and steal some of your Armani lotion.

“You know I can’t resist Armani.”

“Then you have to.” 

“Ouch.” Sofia furrowed her brows. “Why is there a toothpick in my pancake?”

“You mean in your with a lot of love made pancake, spread with rich chocolate spread and rolled in banana? Just in case you need another cigarette.”

“I’m too scared you’ll tell my mom.”

“Your mom is a smoker.”

“Yeah but we had this bet that I quit…I can’t start again, it’s about honor and the captain takes honor very important.”

“Talking about captain, when will you become a lieutenant?”

“Brass talked to you.”

“Oh yes. He wants you to take over his job when he retires. You need to start to climb a step higher, Sofia.”

“He gave me the forms for the next test, if I’m good enough I’ll be a lieutenant in six weeks.”

“You are more than good enough, that’s no question.”

“Thanks. I will give it a try. How was your night without me?”

“Jim and me had some fun, we caught a murderer. A young man shot his brother because when he was out working his brother and his girlfriend had too much fun together. I found her prints in his bedroom and the bullet matched to the gun of the brother. The poor mother lost her two boys because one couldn’t keep his pants on and the other one couldn’t control his temper. 

Enough of that, tell me why you are here. You are supposed to be in New Orleans now, having a huge breakfast and a lovely trip through the city with a private tour guide. What made you change your mind?”

“Keane.”

“I guessed so. Care to tell?”

“Not while we have breakfast. Don’t let us spoil that.”

“Okay, so we go back to some nice topic…Jim will talk to Grissom. You have told him about our two weeks holiday plan?”

“Yeah, I thought I find out what he general thinks of letting me go for two weeks and he liked the idea as soon as I mentioned your name. He really likes you, Sara.”

“He likes seeing us together.”

“I know…he makes silly comments about our relationship, I keep telling him he has too much fantasy, but he keeps going and enjoys it like a little child his toys.”

“I know. I prefer it this way than the other way round.”

“So do I.” Sofia took Sara’s empty plate. “Catch your shower, I’ll take care of the dishes.”

“Thanks.” 

“Thank you for the breakfast.”

“You’re welcome.” Sara patted Sofia’s shoulder and left the room. Something had happened with Keane and Sara was a little bit worried about Sofia’s last night. What could he have possible done to make her leave? Sofia was a fighter she could take a lot before she gave up. Did he try anything she didn’t want? Did he try to force her? Fact was, if he had hurt the investigator, had done anything bad to her, Sara would make him pay. 

“What are you still doing here?” Sara had finished her shower and found Sofia sitting on the bench in the kitchen, wearing her pj, staring into the nowhere.

“Huh? Do you want me to leave?” Sofia was confused.

“You should for this stupid question. Come on, Blondie, I want you in my bed!”

“When a guy says that I kick his balls.”

“I don’t have balls, come on.” Sara opened her bedroom door and waited for Sofia. 

“I can take the couch…”

“Get your firm ass, your stunning legs and the rest of your smug body in my bed. Now!”

“She’s getting bossy, very sexy.” Sofia got down from the bench and walked into Sara’s bedroom. The brunette pushed the blonde in her bed and followed her, getting Sofia in her arms before she could do or say anything. 

“And now tell me what happened. I’ll kill him if he did anything…” That was the reason why Sara wanted Sofia in her bed, she wanted to know what had happened. 

“He didn’t Sara.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. 

“Good.”

“You know I told him I want my own room, own bathroom and not a room in his suite. Well after a really great dinner and evening tour through the harbor area, we went back to our hotel. I hadn’t been in there, we went from the airport straight to the harbor and dinner, so I had no idea what was waiting there for me. It wasn’t my own room. With a smile Keane told me, he was very sorry but the hotel was booked and all we had was suite with two bedrooms. 

I could think about if I want to believe that when some guy I met at a bar tells me something like this, but not when Keane says so. He has the money, he has the influence, if he wants a room, he gets a room. It was obvious he was trying to find out how far he can push me.”

“What did you do?”

“I told him we had an agreement, turned, left the hotel and got to the airport with a taxi. Unfortunately the flight to Vegas was gone so I had to wait in the airport for the first flight in the morning. I preferred to stay there than going back to the hotel. I turned off my cell phone, not in the mood to get any text or call from Mister Arrogant and booked myself in on the six o’clock flight back to Vegas. My suitcase is still in the hotel, luckily I had your keys with me. I took a cab straight to your flat because I didn’t want to be alone. I should have called you when I was here to prepare you.”

“You don’t have to call me when you’re here, this is your place too. Only because my name is written in the contract it doesn’t mean it’s not your home too. You know that, Sofia.”

“Thanks.”

“So what are you going to do when you see Keane the next time? Knowing him, he’ll be in Vegas already, knowing to where you left.”

“Do I have to talk to him again? Do I have to see him again?”

“Do I have to answer these questions?”

“Can you answer them in a way I like?”

“I can if you want me to lie to you.”

“Yes.”

“Sofia, he’ll be there, you have to talk to him, you can tell him to fuck off, but you have to talk to him. You won’t make it without a few words.”

“I like that, to tell him to fuck off! I think I’ll use these words.”

“He’ll try to get another chance.”

“He can try that with somebody else. I’m done with him and his kind of men. I don’t want these affairs anymore, I don’t want one night stands, I want somebody who loves me, who’s there for me. I had some time for thinking and you’ll probably start laughing your head of when I tell you what I was thinking of…”

“Try me.” Sara kissed Sofia’s hair. 

“I want a baby.” Sofia stopped and waited for Sara to laugh. When nothing came she asked. “Did this kill you?”

“No.”

“Why don’t you say I’m stupid? Or anything like that?”

“I’m waiting for you to finish. I’m sure you had better thoughts than: I want a baby.”

“I don’t want a baby now…”

“See, that’s what I mean. You thought of more.”

“Yes. I want a child in the next few years. First of all I want to become a lieutenant, work as one and then, maybe in five years, I would like to be pregnant.”

“What if, if there’s no man in your life at that time?”

“You don’t need a man anymore to get pregnant. Not one in your life at least.” Sofia smiled. 

“You want to be a single mom?”

“No, in five years I’m slightly over forty, if there’s no man in my life I’ll be married to you. I won’t be a single mom.”

“As your wife do I have any rights about the decision if and when my wife will be pregnant?” Sara chuckled. 

“Do you want me to make a decision between you and my baby?”

“I’ll never force you to make a decision between me and anybody else, Sofia.”

“I know.” Sofia turned to see Sara’s eyes. “Do you think I’m crazy because I want a child even when I’m not married?”

“You will be married in five years.”

“That’s what you say now.”

“I don’t take promises back!” Sara smiled. 

“Do you want to have a family with me?”

“Married, a house, a child…our colleagues will have a lot of to gossip about.”

“I so don’t care.”

“Neither do I. And I think you’d be a great mom.”

“Thanks. 

“Keane could be a father…he certainly has enough money to bring the child through college.”

“I won’t have sex with this man! No way. In that case I won’t have a child. Just imagine the child would be like him. No, Sara. No. I prefer to have no holidays anymore and do a lot of overtime, but not this man. Our child won’t have a father like that, our child won’t have any connection to a man like that.”

“Oh Sofia.” Sara had to kiss Sofia’s forehead.

“What?”

“You said ‘our child’ not your child.”

“We’ll be married, it will be ours. If we make the decision we want it, it will be ours. Yours as much as mine. Get used to it, mommy Sara.”

“I will, mommy Sofia. And now sleep, you’re awake since twenty-four hours.”

“So are you – almost.”

“Another reason to sleep. Good night, Sofia.”

“Night, night, Sara.” Sofia turned again and snuggled into Sara’s arms. It was definitely better to be here with Sara than with Keane in New Orleans. 

“Hey, wake up.” 

“Mhm?” Sofia tried to hide her head under the pillow but Sara’s index finger got into the blonde’s side and poked her. 

“Stop that.” Sofia tried to move away.

“Wake up.”

“Why?”

“We’ve a date.”

“A date? We?”

“Yes, come on, no need to dress up but wear anything else than a pj, will you?”

“Yes mom.” 

Sara slapped Sofia’s back of the head. “Move it now.”

“She’s worse than the captain.” Sofia got out of bed and vanished in the bathroom. When she came out there, dressed and fresh, Sara was waiting with a coffee. 

“What date do we have? Why can’t we have our date in bed?”

“Because it’s not big enough for four.”

“Four?”

“Yes.”

“Whom are we meeting?”

“You’ll see.”

“Will I be happy?”

“You like them.”

“So it won’t be Keane, good.”

“I’d never get you to a date with him. You should know that I don’t mess up your private life, Sofia.”

“I do.”

“Good. Come on, we’ll get something to eat when we’re there.”

“Am I there as your date?” Sofia grinned.

“Yes you are.”

“Wow, that will be something new, something interesting. Care to tell me since when I’m not a single anymore but involved with you?”

“I’d say something like two years, five months, one week and six days; the day we had dinner together and finally found out we quite like each other and there’s no need to bitch around or to keep our relationship strictly professional.”

Sara wanted to open the door, but Sofia pushed against it, so that it closed, pinned Sara on the door and got her lips close to Sara’s ear. 

“Sara Sidle, you are amazing. I love you.” 

“Why’s that?”

“You can tell me without thinking how many days are gone that we’re friends. That shows me that I am special to you and our relationship is important to you.”

“You should know that without me telling you things like that.” 

“It’s nice to see some evidence a few times a day.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms. “The next time I’m going to waste my days off with a jerk, tell me and I’ll stay here. I prefer to be with you, no matter if I can’t see New Orleans this way.”

“I go there with you.”

“You don’t want to ruin your memories.”

“Then you’ve to make damn sure I’ll have some other, really nice memories, that will make up for that.” Sara smirked.

“I can do that.”

“Of course you can.” Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek. “I’m happy that you came to me this morning.”

“Why? You wanted a smoke and a beer?”

“No, not really. Once you stopped it doesn’t taste anymore and beer isn’t a thing for the morning, it tastes better later, after you’ve done something, sit around, watch the sunset and go to bed.”

“Campfire romance.”

“Yeah…we should go hiking again.”

“The next free two days in a row are yours. Kings Canyon?”

“Sounds like a plan. Come on, I don’t want to be late.” Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her out of the apartment. Hand in hand (they were on a date) they walked out of the house Sara’s apartment was in. 

As soon as they were out Sofia stopped. 

“What the hell are you doing here?”

“I was looking for you. I thought I’d find you here.” Keane was leaning against his limousine and watched them walking. “So that’s the reason why you left.” He pointed with his chin to Sara’s and Sofia’s hand, which were still together. 

“No, that isn’t the reason and you know that. You told me I’ve my own room.”

“There was a second bed room in the suite, Sofia.”

“You knew I didn’t want to be in your suite. If you had played by the rules, I’d be still in New Orleans with you. You messed it up.”

“And you ran straight to your lover.”

“I went to my best friend. With the knowledge I’ve now, I should have not wasted a day with you but should have stayed with Sara. By the way, she talked me in to go with you, so much for the lover thing.”

“It’s nothing ordinary what you two have.”

“It’s called a close friendship, being there for the other one, trusting each other, not breaking promises and not disappointing the one who trusts you. All things you’ve no idea of. And now excuse us, we’ve an appointment.” Sofia pulled Sara away to her car. 

“He knew you’d come to me.”

“He’s not that stupid.” Sofia dropped next to Sara on the passenger’s seat. 

“Why do they all think we’ve an affair?”

“Because we’re too close to be just friends.”

“Are we?” Sara furrowed her eyebrows.

“For them, yes. Especially for a man who got left behind. Instead of the sex he hoped for, he got nothing. Oh well, I’m sure there’re plenty of hooker in New Orleans, he could have ordered one of them.”

“He wanted you.”

“I never wanted him and since yesterday I want him even less. And if he harasses you I’ll make sure he’ll be locked up within a day.”

“I don’t think he’ll harass me.”

“Never trust a man; I learnt that yesterday.” Sofia checked in the mirror and was satisfied that Keane wasn’t following them. 

“Where are we going?”

“We’re almost there.”

“What? We are driving away from the city, we’re…Heather!”

“Yes. We were invited to coffee weeks ago, now that you’re here, we can go together. I wanted to go there anyway today.”

“You cold have warned me.”

“If I had told you, you’d be at your place. What is your problem with Heather? I don’t believe you’re that old-fashioned that you mind her job.”

“I don’t.”

“But?”

“She is…creepy…”

“Bullshit.”

“She can look right through me.”

“That’s her job. She has to know people, like we do.”

“I don’t like it when people can read in me.”

“For me, you’re an open book.”

“If you take me into your bed and read me I’m fine with that.” Sofia leered. 

“Go on like this and I’ll put you to the used paper.”

“Ouch. You’d throw me away?”

“You wanna try me?”

“No, better not.”

“Smart woman.” Sara stopped her car in front of Heather’s house. 

As usual Lady Heather opened the door herself. 

“Sara, nice to see you. And you brought some company. Detective Curtis, how are you?”

“Fine.”

“She’s a little grumpy I woke her up so we won’t be late.”

“It’s not nice to be woken up. Come on in, tea is ready.” 

They walked in the living room where Grissom was sitting.

“Sofia, I thought you’re in New Orleans.”

“I was for maybe six hours.”

“What happened?”

“Some men can even blew a place like New Orleans.”

“What she really wants to say is she missed me too much.” Sara grinned. 

“Looks like.”

“I think detective Curtis can handle two days without Sara.” Heather brought the tea and placed a cup in front of everybody.

“If I can choose to spend two days with Sara or Keane, I choose Sara. Unfortunately she didn’t want to go to New Orleans.”

“I will. We’ll have a few days there the next time our bosses give us some days off.” She smiled at Grissom.

“I got the hint.”

“Good.”

“I thought Keane is a Gentleman.” Heather said.

“Well, he might be as a client of you but he wasn’t one yesterday.”

“He is not a client..”

“Not? Wouldn’t surprise me.”

“A man like Keane doesn’t pay for sex, he can have the women for free.” 

“That’s what he thinks, didn’t work out yesterday.”

“You left him?” Grissom asked. 

“I told him we had an agreement, he didn’t keep it so there was no reason why I should stay longer. I took a cab to the airport and the first flight back to Vegas in the morning. After that I got almost shot on a balcony.”

“She was on my balcony without telling me that she was there.” Sara shook her head. “I came home, saw the door open and smelled cigarette smoke. How was I supposed to know it’s Sofia?”

“Since when do you smoke?”

“I don’t smoke anymore. I started and stopped it this morning. Somebody made me stop.”

“Somebody must be very clever. Didn’t Keane try to stop you?”

“I don’t know if he thought I’d change my mind and come back to him later and when I didn’t he realized I left. When we left Sara’s apartment half an hour ago, he was standing in front of it, waiting for me and tried to blame Sara for being left alone. I didn’t come back because of her, I left New Orleans because of him.”

“She is not really sensitive.” Sara chuckled. “A sentence like that could break my heart.”

“Sure.” Sofia rolled her eyes. 

“So he thinks the two of you are together?” Heather asked. 

“If he thinks that or is looking for something to blame somebody else for me leaving and him, the reason, I don’t know and I don’t care. Fact is, if he had kept his word I’d be still in New Orleans with him.”

“Now you’re here with us, isn’t that almost as good as New Orleans?” Grissom smirked. 

“Of course. Everybody who wants to see New Orleans is also happy with having tea with the three of you; especially if you get woken up for it.”

“You can sleep tonight, you’ve another night off.”

“I’ll go back to work, no need to waste a night off when there’s no reason to stay away from work. I’m sure Jim lets me work.”

“Save the night for your trip to New Orleans with Sara, makes sense.” Grissom said.

“I take that as an approval that I’ll get some days off for that trip.” Sara grinned. Now they had to convince Jim and she and Sofia could have a few days in New Orleans, 

WALTZING

MATILDA

Part 1

Something hard hit Sara in her kidneys and she moaned. What the hell was that? She had just closed her eyes for a few seconds and suddenly this pain. 

“I can see the Opera House.” 

“You’re not into operas.”

“I mean the Sydney Opera House, stupid!” Sofia almost jumped on her seat. Only the seat belt and the lack of space stopped her a little bit. The world famous Sydney Opera House. There it was. So close. 

This trip brought them far away from home. Sydney. Again, it was the benefit of Sofia’s house exchange program. An elderly couple from Melbourne had contacted her and asked for Sofia’s flat for two weeks. They wanted to see Sin City and get married again in one of the chapels. A second wedding after almost fifty years. They arrived and Sofia and Sara took off with the keys to the flat of the couple and – even more important – with the keys of their trailer, camper van, how they called it here. They’d spend two nights in Sydney, see the city, have a tour to the Blue Mountains and fly on their third day to Melbourne. From here they’d take the trailer and go via the Great Ocean Road to Adelaide, take a flight to Uluru, come back and drive through the Outback of South Australia and Victoria back to Melbourne to catch their flight back to Sydney. For the whole trip they had two weeks. Two very busy weeks, with over seven thousand miles. 

“And the Harbour Bridge. Don’t they look beautiful together?”

“Since where are you interested in buildings?”

“Since we’re on the other side of the earth. Sara, this is Australia we can see down there. We are down under!”

“As long as our plane isn’t upside down I don’t care.”

“You’re grumpy.”

“You woke me up.”

“We are there.”

“That can’t be, the last time I had a look on the screen we were close to New Zealand.”

“Yeah, that’s four hours ago. You missed all the sheep shagger.”

“When somebody kicks your ass for saying things like that I won’t help you.”

“First of all, there shouldn’t be any people from New Zealand around, there’s no reason why they fly to Australia and back to New Zealand when they can straight from Los Angeles to Auckland. Auckland, not Oakland, also important to know when you book your flight. Second, they don’t kick my ass, they kick my ARSE.”

“Whatever.”

“Come on, I’m the sleepy one.”

“And I’m the grumpy one.”

“Your point.” Sofia grinned. “But you are happy to be here, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” A little smile appeared on Sara’s face. After over sixteen hours of flying she was more than happy to be in Australia. 

“I filled out your immigration card.”

“What?”

“It’s like coming to the US, we had to fill out a card, I did that for you, all you have to do is signing it. I didn’t want to wake you up.”

“Thanks. What did they ask?”

“Pretty much the same you fill out when you come to the US. I crossed everything in a way that allows you to go through without any problems. A ‘no’ for everything we’ll be alright.”

“I hope you didn’t lie.”

“Never. I’m a lieutenant, we don’t lie.” Sofia had made lieutenant a week ago. She had been very happy to get her new rank before they went away on holidays. Now she was a lieutenant, if anybody asked her what her job was, she could use her new rank. It felt good to be her final goal, becoming chief of the police, a little bit closer. And her ego got a boost too because she was the best in the group of the new lieutenants. Well, she didn’t expect anything less. 

“Sure.”  

“Time to land.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. She hoped she would get used to flying one day. She was all right when they were in the air, but she got a little bit nervous when it came to take off and landing. Something to hold on, on this case Sara’s hand, was very important to stay calm. That and concentrating on a regular breath helped a lot. 

“We did it, you can relax.” Sara smiled and stroke Sofia’s hand shortly with her finger. 

“Yes. Thanks for taking care of me.”

“No worries, Sheila.”

“You read the Australian slang pages, didn’t you?”

“You reckon!”

“They say strange words here. A trailer is a caravan. Do you think we will understand them here?”

“We are open-minded women, we will understand them.”

“I hope so.” 

Was Sofia a little skeptical about the Australian English first, she had forgotten that after her meeting with one of the customer guys. His wide smile when he greeted her with a friendly “G’day, how’s going?” put a smile in her face.

“Maybe there’s no reason to worry, they are really cute.” She whispered into Sara’s ear after they had passed the guy. 

“You know the Opera House looks much better from the plane.” Sofia dropped on a bench and looked at the building in front of her. 

“Most things look better on a postcard or from a distance.” Sara took a photo. They had had a shower, took an hour to relax and walked from the central bus station down Elisabeth street, turned right on Bridge street and after a stop at the Conservatorium of Music they had a little breakfast in the Royal Botanic Garden. The little train, that run through the garden, hit them almost twice while they were turning their heads to see all the flying foxes around. 

“What is next on our plan?”

“We’ll admire the bridge, take pictures, walk from here to Misses Macquaries Chair, come back to here, have a stroll around the harbor and go through The Rocks up to the observation point. A lovely wedding chapel and a perfect view on the harbor will pay us for all the effort. Back to the harbor and with the ferry in the sunset down to Darling Harbour, to have some dinner and back to the hotel.”

“I think I’ll die.” Sofia put her head on Sara’s shoulder. That sounded like a lot of walking and she was tired. The jetlag and the lack of sleep made every step more difficult. 

“You won’t. But you’ll sleep very good tonight.”

“We need to sleep well, somebody ordered another long trip for tomorrow. Blue Mountains, that sounds like climbing up and down mountains.”

“I’m sure you can handle that. It’s an average tour, there will be people older than you, they’ll do the same walks. I told you, if you drag me to Australia I’ll make your holiday to a work-out and I meant that. You’ll be happy to be back in Vegas and work double shifts because you’ll get more sleep this way.”

“I don’t miss doubles, I miss sleep.”

“Later, Blondie, later.” Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her up. “Time to go on. We can go first to Misses Macquaries Chair, that will save us a few yards.”

“Don’t they count in meter? How many yards is a meter? Or the other way around?”

“One meter is one yard and three inches – I guess.”

“I knew it can be very handy to have a geek around.”

“Geek? Try to be nicer to me, officer.”

“I can restrain you, don’t think I don’t have my cuffs with me.”

“If you really have your cuffs on you, you’re even more crazy than I’ve thought”

“Don’t try me too hard, you know I’m good for a surprise.”

“Yes you are.” They strolled along the harbor, always making sure that they won’t disturb any runner or dog owner. 

“That is the chair?” Sofia stared at the stone in front of her.

“Yes.”

“It’s a rock.”

“A sandstone rock to be exact. Have a seat and feel like Elisabeth Macquarie.”

“Okay, tell me who she was and why she has a this stone – sandstone – chair.” Sofia sat on the rock and let Sara take a picture. 

“She was the wife of Major General Lachlan, the governor of New South Wales. She used to sit there and watch the ships from England. You’ve got something of an English lady.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Could there be anything bad about you?” Sara cocked her head. 

Without a word Sofia got up, walked to her, got into her private space so that their noses touched each others.

“Don’t mock me, Sara.”

“Never.” Sara, taking the advantage of being two inches taller than Sofia, got on her toes and kissed Sofia’s nose. “Take a picture of me on the lady’s chair, will you?”

Sofia mumbled something but did what Sara asked for. After a few more pictures they walked the way back to the harbor. Pictures of the Harbour Bridge and the harbor were a must-do. It wasn’t like the skyscraper in Los Angeles but it looked great. 

The Rocks was another little highlight on their tour. Old buildings, cobblestone streets and a lot of restaurants. It was a hard job for Sara to get Sofia away from all the candy shops and up on the next hill. The Observation Point was on top of the hill and as Sara had promised, provided a great view. 

“Okay it looks great here and I loved everything we’ve seen so far but do we have to walk more?”

“Yes.” 

“Why?”

“Because.” Sara handed a chocolate bar to Sofia. “I want to sit with you on a ferry, have my arm around your shoulders, a coke in my hand and watch the city from the water. Imagine, we’ll arrive in Darling Harbour with all the lights on around us.”

“And then we go to bed?”

“No dinner?”

“We can have a sub and eat on our way back to the hotel.”

“You’re really tired, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” Sofia closed her eyes and snuggled close to Sara’s arm. “I was awake the whole time, took care of you while you were sleeping. Your knight is now tired.”

“I’ll get my brave knight to the ferry. Cone on.”

“Wait a second.” Sofia got out of Sara’s arms and walked to a stranger, gave him her camera and let him take a picture of them in the chapel in front of the Sydney harbor. 

“I’ll send this photo to my mom and tell her, she has a daughter-in-law now.”

“Great, let her shoot me the next time I see her.”

“She won’t shoot you, she’ll love you.”

“Yeah, after I’ve told her that you lied to her.”

“Spoilsport.”

“I like my life.”

“I like to live with you.”

“Stop sounding like we’re a couple.”

“You could get somebody worse.”

“In that case I’d stay single.”

“Again she hurts me. Breaks my heart.”

“I’ll fix it up later.” Sara nudged Sofia. It was time to walk back down to the harbor. The sooner they were there, the sooner Sofia could catch her sleep. But first the ferry trip to Darling Harbour. Sara had seen photos of the harbor covered in lights and the were supposed to come to this on a ferry which meant, water to all these high buildings and lights. She hoped their camera could take good photos in the difficult light situation. 

“I hate driving on the wrong side of the street.” Sara narrowed her eyes to concentrate on the trailer. She had been sweating hard when she and Sofia left Melbourne and they were paying more attention to stay on the left side of the street than where they were going. 

“You’re doing a great job, Sara.” Sofia had been latched onto the handle over the door when they started their trip. By now her hands were on her lab but she was still as tensed as Sara was. 

“As long as you keep telling me to stay left we’ll survive.”

“I’ll remind you whenever we turn. I hope you’ll do the same later for me.” Sara wanted to drive the first two hours then they would change and it was Sofia’s turn to drive.

“I will. I’ll get a winding road.”

“Better than a city.”

“Tell me about it.” Sara had sighed out very loud after they had left Melbourne and it’s suburbs. 

“You know if we reach Port Fairy without a scratch I’ll kiss you and buy us a huge, great and expensive dinner.” Sofia said. 

“Am I supposed to feel honored or scared?”

“Well, it’s an honor to get kissed by me and it’s also dangerous because I kiss so damn good, you won’t get enough of me, fall in love with me and will be addicted to me and my softly, lovely lips immediately.”

“Smuggy.”

“Oh, I haven’t heard that one in a long time. Thought you forgot about that, Grumpy Smurf.”

“How could I forget that? You remind me of it a few times a day.”

“Seems like you like to have a smug person with you. Can I don anything for you, Grumpy? Do you need anything?”

“A coke would be nice.”

“Do you want to drink it from the can or from my lips?” Sofia’s grin got wider when Sara looked at her with annoyance. “You can’t kick or hit me, you have to concentrate on the street. Keep left.”

“At the moment I am sure I won’t go on holiday with you again.”

“I’m sure you will, you like me.” Sofia opened the can for Sara and handed it over. When Sara finished drinking Sofia put it in the holder and got a little box out of her bag. “Open your mouth.”

“Why?”

“Trust me.” She got a chopped piece of pineapple out that had a little chocolate icing. Without any protest Sara ate the offered piece.

“And?”

“Not too bad. You didn’t drown it in chocolate this time.”

“No, I thought I keep it healthy. Want another one?”

“Later. Thanks.”

“All right. According to our guide book there’ll be a gate when the Great Ocean Road starts. I think we can stop there and take a few photos. There’re a couple of waterfalls on our way, always a few mi…kilometer – I’ve no idea how long a kilometer is – in the hinterland. Would you like to stop at one of them? I think if we try to see all we will be later for our sunset at the Twelve Apostle; a religious stop? Holy rocks? Well, as long as it looks great. And we’ve got a couple of beach towns on your way, perfect for lunch and to stop for shopping.”

“What about koalas?”

“I’ve found the place Bruce and Karen were talking about and marked it. We’ll be there later, it’s next to the street, we can’t miss it. I hope we’ll find a spot like that to see some kangaroos. We can’t go to Australia and don’t see any wild kangaroos. And I want to pet one. And a koala on my arm.”

“I heard they can scratch and that their scratches are nasty.”

“They look so cute.”

“So do you and you’re dangerous too.”

“Hah! She said I’m cute.” Sofia smirked and Sara rolled her eyes.  

Driving on the left side wasn’t that bad. The only time when she had to think about where she had to drive was after they had stopped in a car park because it was declared as a lookout. They saw the ocean, some green fields and some houses. The next stop was in front of the big sign Great Ocean Road, that was all over the street. 
“Do you think they’d mind if i climb the sign?” Sofia looked up the sign. 
“Do you think they mind if you climb the railing on top of the stratosphere tower?” Sara asked back.

“Okay, I won’t do it.” Sofia took a photo of Sara in front of the sign. She was very pleased with the weather. In Melbourne were clouds on the sky, here everything was in a wonderful deep blue and no clouds were around. The perfect surrounding for photos. 
“Your turn to drive, love.” Sara dropped the keys into Sofia’s hand. 
“Oh dear, did you write your will?”
“I’ll let everything to you.”
“I did the same with you. It looks like we have to survive. I try my best.”
Sofia changed the seat. Time to concentrate. It was amazing when she was driving in Las Vegas she didn’t waste a thought about how to drive. 

“Okay, okay, stay left, Sofia, stay left.” Sofia mumbled like a mantra. Her eyes pinned on the road she moved the trailer on the street. 
“This is one of the most beautiful roads in the world, let’s enjoy it.” Sara took her guide book.
“Enjoy? Very funny. I’d enjoy this trip if we could drive on the right side of the street; literally on the right side. Please believe me, I’ll try my best to bring us safe and in one part to these apostle things, but…oh my god! What is that? Why are they half on the street? Sara! Help!”
“Sofia, it’s a bus and it’s not half on the road, it’s maybe a foot, not more. And around it are a lot of tourists and I’m sure they won’t run onto the street.”
“You never know. Tourists with their cameras, they see only the motive and not what is all around them. Do you have any idea how often I had to make a complete stop because one of these blind and stupid tourists jumped on the street to get the stratosphere tower on the photo? Weekly. They are everywhere and they don’t pay any attention to vehicles and traffic.”

“We are tourists.”
“We’re not running on the road. Look! Look! There we go, these idiots are on the road. I’ll run them over, I’ll kill them, the trailer is stronger than this Japanese man. He shouldn’t dare me.”
“Calm down, blondie.” Sara chuckled and put her arm on Sofias. 
“Grrrr.” The blonde showed her teeth when she passed the bus. “And they’re on our lookout, they take our space.”
“We’ll take the next one. According to the guide book there’s a lookout every few kilometer.”
“Miles?”
“That too, even less. And you’ll get your lunch in Apollo Bay.”
“I like lunch. Do I get chocolate?”
“Beside the chocolate on our pineapple pieces I bought a big bar for you.”

“I love you.” 
“Then bring your love save along the Great Ocean Road. It’s seventy kilometer long.”
“Sara, I need the distance in miles.”
“One mile is one point eight kilometer. To make it easier, make it a little bit over half. Forty miles and we’re done with the Great Ocean Road, but the Twelve Apostle aren’t on this road. What won’t help you because this road and the next one are winding, you’ve got the part that is a challenge.”
“I like challenges. How many miles are we from the koalas away?”
“Too many. But there’s a waterfall in four kilo…the next street on the right.”
“Yes, you got it, don’t use strange metrics words nobody knows. The next street on the right side is a thing everybody knows and understands.”

“Flexibility isn’t one of your strengths, is it?” And Sara didn’t add the comment that there weren’t any streets on the left side because there was only the ocean and no mountains. Without a mountain there was no waterfall. 
“I’m a detective, I am flexible. But if my bad boy runs away in metrics I won’t find him.”
“I’ll be by your side and tell you where to go and how far.”
“Geek.”
“Intelligent.”
“GPS.”
“Able to read a map.”

“Whatever.” Sofia smiled and relaxed. With every minute on the left side she felt more secure. It was a strange feeling to be on the wrong side but as long as she had only to drive straight on, she was alright. Hopefully there was no bigger town on her way. 
***

The biggest problem on their way to the waterfall was the car park. Sofia needed a full minute to find a position that made it very easy for her to leave the space without turning. The waterfall had a lookout next to the car park, but both made the decision to walk down a little path with a lot of steps, to be down in front of the waterfall.

After a few photos they climbed back up the stairs and went on with their joyride. 

The next stop was next to the Great Ocean Road. A campground and a little snack bar where they got some fries, a hot dog for Sofia and a salad for Sara. The food wasn’t the reason why they stopped here. Around a hundred yards away from the snack bar, behind the campground was a path up to the mountains through a eucalyptus wood. And in these trees were koalas. 

“My tour book doesn’t say anything about this stop.” Sara browsed in her book.

“That’s why Karen wrote it down for us. Look, there is one!” Sofia stopped and pointed up a tree next to them. The difficult thing was to see koalas high up in the trees. They didn’t really move, the made no sound and their gray color matched pretty good to the trees. 

“Aren’t they cute? I want to cuddle one.”

“As far as I know they’ve got sharp claws, you should think about that.” Sara warned.

“First of all they are too high up in the trees. You think we’ll find a place where we can touch them?”

“I don’t know. Maybe in a zoo.”

“After I won’t see the Great Barrier Reef I want at last contact to one Australian animal.”

“We could have taken the road up north to the Great Barrier Reef, you didn’t want that.”

“I saw your guide book, it’s too much tourism up there, I want some real Australian feeling. We can do the Reef another time, if I like the country I want to come back. So far it’s great and I really look forward to see the outback. Do you think it will be like the desert? I mean, it’s a desert too, there shouldn’t be so many differences.”

“On the pictures the ground is very red, I haven’t seen it that red at home. And the distances are much bigger. We’ll see.”

“Yeah. Another one.” Sofia got her camera and tried to zoom the koala in. 

“How long do we have to drive from here to the Twelve Apostle?” Sofia asked. 

“Around an hour.”

“We’ve got two more hours until sunset. I’ve some chopped fruits in the cooler bag, we can have them and a can of coke. I’d like to eat and drink something while we’re there. Sitting on a bench with you, watching these rocks and the sun going down in the ocean. It was amazing in Waikiki, let’s see if…where are we…?”

“Victoria.”

“Victoria can beat that. So far the coast looks great, it reminds a little bit of a part of the south east of Oahu when we had the day trip with the girls.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Okay, we saw half a dozen koalas, let’s go, I’m sure there are a few lookouts on our way and we’ll want to stop there for photos.”

“And we shouldn’t be too late at the Twelve Apostle to get a good space for our caravan and a good place for us to look at the sunset.”

“You said caravan, you start to talk in strange English.”

“We should try to use their words, makes it easier for a conversation.”

“They like conversations.” Sofia grinned. She had a conversation with an elderly woman at their last stop. The woman was from Perth, the biggest city in Western Australia, and she and Sofia had a few laughs about the different English and the misunderstands that could appear through that. 

“They do. They see you, don’t know you and instead of going on like it is in most countries, they stop and start talking to you. Very friendly people, we could learn from them.”

“There are only twenty million of them in this huge country. That’s less than in California. Imagine you walk through New York and talk to every stranger who looks like a tourist and has a funny accent.”

“You’d never leave Broadway.” Sara laughed. 

They made it on time to the Twelve Apostles. With food and two cans of coke they got themselves a place on the railing. Before they got there they had a stop at London Bridge or London Arch, a rock formation, that looked like the famous London Bridge until a part of it collapsed in 1990. 

“Okay, tell me your story about these two people.” Sofia said. Sara had wanted to tell her a story about two people when they were at London Arch but Sofia had stopped her so that could make it in time to the Twelve Apostles. 

“The two survivors stranded in the Loch Ard Gorge is named after the clipper ship Loch Ard that ran aground in 1878 after it’s three months trip from England to Melbourne. From the fifty-one people on board only two survived, Tom Pearce, a ship's apprentice, and Eva Carmichael, an Irishwoman who wanted to immigrate to Australia with her family. Both were only eighteen at that time…”

“That’s sounds like stuff for a movie.”

“I know. They filmed “’the Journey to the center of the earth” there in 1999 and some other movies. The arch nearby collapsed 2009, now the two rocks are called Tom and Eva after these two young people.”

“Things like to collapse here quite often.”

“The sea is rough. Australia lost a prime minister down here when he went out for a swim on Cheviot Beach in 1967 and drowned. Harold Holt was the seventeenth prime minister of this country and the only one that ever drowned. I don’t think any other prime minister in any other country drowned.”

“An unusual country.”

“It is. It’s amazing.”

“So are you. Why do you know all these things?”

“I started to look up the Great Ocean Road, looked for some stories about it and found these two. It’s interesting to learn things you don’t read in every tour guide book.”

“My dad would have loved to have you around as a child. I’m sure you’d have appreciated the holidays at civil war places.”

“I’m not into war, I’m more interested in peace. But it’s a part of our history, there were a lot of mistakes made and we should learn from them and the best to learn is to know.”

“Yes, he would have loved you there.”

“Do you love to have me here?” Sara smiled. 

“Absolutely. It’s more interesting to listen to your stories than to his. Sitting here, watching the sunset is better than walking over a field for hours. Any stories you want to tell me about the Twelve Apostle?”

“Sure. This area was first called ‘Sow and piglets’, Muttonbird Island near Loch Ard Gorge was ‘Sow’ and the small rocks here ‘Piglets’. They changed it in the fifties of the last century for tourist reasons; of course. Twelve Apostles sounds much better than sow and piglets. 

One apostle collapsed in July 2005, it was fifty meter tall…” Sara got Sofia’s look. “…that should be around fifty five yards, I guess…”

“Thanks.”

“You’re not stupid, you’re a smart woman, you can convert that yourself.”

“Yeah but I’m on holiday I prefer to think less.”

“No wonder you’re not a CSI anymore.”

“You want to say a lieutenant can be stupid?”

“No, they are smart too but a scientist never stops thinking. Anyway, one less since 2005 and in 2009 one of the three sisters collapsed.”

“I thought they are in the Blue Mountains.”

“They used this name for three smaller rocks here too.”

“Why do people always use the same name for different things?”

“Some names are simply famous. Back to the Twelve Apostle, only eight of them are still here.”

“There are more than eight rocks here.”

“Yeah, but not all of them are apostles.”

“This is getting too complicated and spoils the fun. I call them all Apostle, if that’s fine with you.”

“It is.”

“Great. And after food and information I think we should have a little walk around take some more photos. No matter if eight or twelve or twenty, they look stunning in the evening sun.”

“They do.” Sara agreed. 

“You know it’s a pity you’re a vegetarian.” Sofia took a big bite from her dinner.

“I used to eat fish but it’s an animal too. Eating fish would be betraying the reason why I stopped eating meat.”

“Most people say fish isn’t meat.”

“I know but it’s an animal. But I can tell you, it looks good.”

“It tastes good.” Sofia had ordered snapper with potatoes and fresh mixed vegetables while Sara had a big salad and some fresh bread. They sat in a restaurant in Port Fairy, happy to be that their final destination for the day. It had been dark when they arrived here because they had used every second of the daylight for the Twelve Apostles. So far the most amazing and beautiful thing they had seen on their Australia trip. 

It’s a shame we don’t have more time.” Sara sighed. “There are so many national parks in the hinterland and we have to hurry to see everything. Tomorrow to Adelaide, the day after tomorrow the flight to Uluru, the two days there and at Kings Canyon, back to Adelaide, through the outback back to Sydney.”

“We quit our job and have all the time in the world.”

“And no money after a few weeks”

“That’s the other side of the story.”

The restaurant wasn’t far away from their campground and with a bottle of wine they walked back to their trailer. It was after nine, they were tired but not ready to go to bed.

Snuggled in a blanket and with the wine they sat in front of their trailer and watched a group of young people around fifty yards away. They had made a fire and had a little party. 

“Did you do that when you were young? Leaving home with a bunch of friends for a long weekend somewhere else?” Sofia asked.

“I didn’t really have friends when I was in high school. Foster kids are not that popular.”

“What about college? People are a little bit smarter when they get older; some.”

“No, I was too busy studying. I wanted to keep my stipendium and needed certain marks for that.”

“I’m sure you had them all.”

“Yes.” Sara chuckled. Her marks were barely under an A and if that had happened she made sure it wouldn’t happen again. 

“What about you?”

“I was more into parties, not traveling. To go on a trip cost too much money, you can spend your money with parties in your hometown, no need to go anywhere else. The benefit when you grow up close to Vegas, there’s everything a good party needs.”

“Close to the captain.”

“That was the only down side. I can tell you, my mother could be a pain in the ass.”

“I’m sure she said the same about you.”

“She did. But I was, she still is.”

“Why’s that?”

“She wants to see me married. The last time we met she wanted to set me up with a colleague of hers. Do I look like I want my mom to pick out my partner?”

“No.” Sara laughed. 

“I swear the next time she starts with this topic I’ll make up a story to shut her up. I’ll tell her we’re a couple, that should make her shut up.”

“You want me killed?”

“She won’t kill you, stop saying that. She likes you.”

“At least as long as she thought I’m only a colleague.”

“She knows you’re my best friend.”

“There’s a difference between best friend and lover.”

“Yeah a best friend is reliable.”

“Thanks.”

“In that case you’d be perfect, as a lover and best friend.”

“Do you try to talk me into a relationship with you?” Sara cocked her head and looked amused to Sofia.

“I don’t have to, in two years you’re mine anyway. The wedding deal.”

“I don’t plan to be the next two years single.”

“Oh, who is it? Who caught your attention? Do I know him?”

“He doesn’t exist – yet. But I plan to meet him.”

“We’ll go out a little bit more when we’re back in Vegas. Two gorgeous women like us, there must be two decent guys who want us.”

“I hope.” Sara took a sip of her wine. She started to miss a relationship. It had been a while that she and Grissom split, she wanted somebody new in her life. It wasn’t like she was desperately looking for somebody but she would like to find somebody in the near future. 

“Can I ask you something personal?”

“If not you, who could?” Sara laughed. 

“Nobody?”

“Exactly. What is it?”

“I’m still a little bit stuck with my idea to tell my mom that we’re a couple so that she leaves me alone…”

“If you want to tell her that, go ahead, I don’t mind. But think if you really want to lie to her. If it’s worth.”

“Probably not. Did you ever sleep with a woman?”

“Are you coming after me?” Sara giggled. 

“No…no even if it would be difficult to get somebody better than you.”

“Thanks, likewise. Did you?”

“No. There were so many men around me all the time, they got my attention. If a woman was interested they were…I don’t know, too harsh, too much like male machos and I don’t like machos. I like men who know what they want but if they are arrogant and think they’re god’s gift to women, they can stay wherever they are. I don’t mind a macho as long as there’s a sensitive spot inside.”

“Like with you, very smug from the outside, very sensitive from the inside.”

“Yeah, I want another me.” Sofia smiled. 

“What an awful thought, two Sofias…”

“You’d probably fall for this guy because he’s like me.”

“You think? No, I live without arrogant people around me. You are enough.”

“That’s not the nicest thing to say.”

“The truth isn’t always nice.”

“I know.” Sofia cocked her head. “You owe me an answer. Or was it too personal?”

“No.” Sara laughed. “I don’t think there’s anything we can’t talk about, at least I can’t imagine a topic I don’t want to talk with you about. 

Yes, I did sleep with a woman. Once. When I was in college. We were friends, drunk, I’ve no idea how got this idea, but we tried it.”

“Is it different than with men? I mean, it should, it’s a woman…”

“The men I slept with I was in love with, you know I’m not into affairs. I tried it, it didn’t work for me. This woman was a one night stand, so it wasn’t that good. I don’t blame her, I don’t blame it on the fact that she was a woman. We were drunk, we weren’t that close, there were no feelings, it was more like…yeah like a science project. It has nothing to do with making love.”

“That means if I end up married with you, the bar isn’t that high.” Sofia laughed. 

“Not, the bar is really low.”

“I promise I’ll try to be better than her.”

“I’m sure you would be.”

“Are you?” Sofia raised an eyebrow. 

“Don’t look like that. It has nothing to do with being good in bed. We are close, even if we would sleep together not because we feel like lovers, we’re very close friends, we know the other one, I know how you react to certain things, you know how I react. We wouldn’t wake up with a hangover, wouldn’t see it as a kind of science project. You are close, closer than I was too most of my boyfriends.”

“I know what you mean.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. “There’s trust and respect in our relationship. I trust you boundless.”

“So do I to you.”

“No high bar for our wedding night, that’s something to look forward to.”

“There won’t be a wedding night, not one for the two of us, Sofia. You’ll find your smug sensitive man and become a mother and I’ll get my man who isn’t emotional unavailable.”

“Sounds like a good plan. You think we’ll the right men here in Australia? Could you imagine to marry an Aussie?”

“Why not?” Sara giggled. “All we need is somebody who gets his wrong English into right English. I saw a few really cute guys here and they were all nice and polite. I hope you come over twice a year to visit me.”

“Of course I’ll drag my family around the world to see you and your roo rooter.”

“I beg your pardon?”

Sofia’s grin was wide. “I met this Kiwi, New Zealand guy,  when I was taking photos of the Twelve Apostles and he told me, Australians are roo rooter. Must be the revenge for the sheep shagger. When I told him, we wouldn’t use ‘root’ in that context he laughed and said, he knows we root for a team and people here are wondering with whom of the team and how often. We need to go to a local pub, I want to learn more of these funny things we say and they understand something else. Like ass and arse…if I tell them I’ll kick their ass they might tell me, they don’t have a donkey.”

“It would be an interesting marriage, yes. A challenge.”

“We find you a cute farmer, enough space for my family and me when we come over for a few weeks. And you come back to Vegas twice a year so that you don’t forget how civilization looks like.”

“That’s a deal we can try to work on tomorrow. Come on, lieutenant, time to go to bed. There are six hundred kilometer waiting for us tomorrow.”

“Tell me again in miles.”

“Around 370 miles.”

“Okay, we’ll need a few hours for that.”

“Yes.”

“Breakfast at eight, leaving at nine?” 

“Latest.”

“Okay, fast breakfast at half seven, what means getting up at seven for a shower and leaving at eight?”

“Better.”

“And they call that holidays.” Sofia sighed. She hoped there’d be a day they could sleep in. At least one day.

Part 2

“It’s not that impressive.” Sofia cocked her head and looked at the Uluru. 

“You don’t think so? I think it’s amazing. There’s a certain energy around here.”

“Mhm.” Sofia tried to concentrate but couldn’t get anything. 

“Do you enjoy it at least a bit?”

“Absolutely.” She linked her arm with Sara. “It looks great, it’s a huge rock in the middle of nowhere but it’s not that special. I liked the Twelve Apostle more. Maybe I’m not that impressed by things in the desert because I grew up there and the ocean is something special to me.”

“Maybe.”

“I’m glad you didn’t want to climb it.”

“Me? It’s a holy place for the aboriginals.”

“Yeah but a lot of people who like the Uluru want to climb on it.”

“You saw where they climb, didn’t you? It’s a rope up the mountain, no steps, nothing. And only one rope for both ways. Even if I’d make up to the top the way down would be much more difficult. So no, I respect their religion, I can walk around and take pictures where it’s allowed and that’s it.”

“We had one round, that’s enough. Crazy tourists, walking around a rock in the desert, it’s…hot and the sun burns. We are crazy.”

“It’s around one hundred.”

“As I said, it’s hot. There was a pool around the corner.” They were on a campground only a few miles away from the Uluru. This night they’d sleep under the sky in a swag. As their tour guide had promised them, a real Australian feeling. 

“Okay, let’s have a swim. Dan said he wants us back in an hour for dinner.”

“I’ve to cook in my holidays…”

“That what happens when you book a backpacker tour.”

“Yeah…I thought Australia is famous for the backpacker, I want to meet a few. This one guy is cute, but they are so young…what a pity.”

“Much too young for you, Sofia.”

“I know…and again, I’m sure the age gap would be around yours and Grissoms and nobody said anything about that.”

“There were only a hand full of people who knew and as you see, it didn’t work out.”

“Not because of the age.”

“True. It wasn’t the age.”

“Maybe I’ll give this cutie a try…let’s see where he’s from.”

“Don’t get a baby in your swag.”

“Don’t worry, if he’s under twenty-one I’m not interested anymore.”

“Under twenty-one?!?” Sara couldn’t believe her ears. Sofia threw her towel in Sara’s arms and dove in the pool, not waiting for her friend and the lecture. 

“She’s crazy.” Sara put the towels on a chair and went slowly down in the water. It wasn’t as cold as she had expected, the sun must have headed it up quite good. 

Not paying attention to Sofia, who was in a conversation with the young man (or old boy what Sara would call him) the brunette swam a few rows before she got out of the water and back to their towels. Another young woman, who was in their group, sat on the chair next to her. 

“How is the water?” She asked. 

“Not that cold but nice. You don’t go in?”

“No, I’m not into pool water, I prefer the ocean.”

“The ocean is too far away.”

“True. But the water up north is great if you go north.”

“No, we go back south again. There’s not enough time.” Sara remembered the name of the woman was Sharon. 

“How much time do you have?”

“We’ve two weeks for the trip from Sydney to Melbourne, Great Ocean Road to Adelaide, up here, back to Adelaide, with the trailer…caravan…through the outback back to Sydney.”

“You must have pretty long distances to drive.”

“The last was over six hundred miles…kilometer.”

Sharon laughed. “Getting confused with the different measures?”

“Yes. Everything is wrong here. They drive on the wrong side of the street, they have the wrong temperature, the wrong distance, it’s like being in a country you don’t understand anybody.”

“On top of that the Australian English.”

“Yes.” Sara laughed.

“Where in the States are you from?”

“Las Vegas.”

“Nice.”

“And you? I can hear an Irish accent…”

“Dublin.”

“The capital.”

“Yeah we moved there when I was a child. I liked the country side more. Have you ever been to Ireland?”

“No, never.”

“If you like green places and nature, you’ll like it.”

“I’ll tell Sofia our next trip has to be to Ireland.”

“Your girlfriend is busy flirting, if she goes on like that you’ve to go alone.”

“She has a soft spot for this guy…I forgot his name.”

“Luigi. Perfect for an Italian man.”

“He’s too young for her.”

“How old is your friend? Sofia?”

“Sofia is…let’s say she’s closer to forty than thirty.” Sara chuckled. Sofia would kill her if she found out Sara said that. 

“He looks young but as far as I know he’s closer to thirty than twenty.”

“That’s a start.”

“You’re okay with her flirting with him?”

“Sure, why…oh, no, we’re not a couple.” Sara laughed. It seemed like they had looked too much like a couple when they were taking all these photos arm in arm in front of the Uluru. Like their colleagues, people here got the wrong impression. 

“Oh, sorry, I thought…”

“No, we’re friends, very close but not a couple.”

“Than you’ve no reason to be jealous.”

“No. I’ll make sure she sleeps alone in her sleeping bag anyway.”

“Tell her, she’s on her way back to you.” Sharon pointed to the pool where Sofia got out with one elegant jump. Sara handed her the towel and made some space on her chair because there was no empty chair left.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Any luck with the man?”

“I’ve got an email address. Jealous?”

“No.”

“Not even a little bit?”

“You mean because you’ve got his address or because he had your attention?” Sara asked back with a smile.

“Let’s start with both.”

“No.”

“Pity.”

“I start to understand why people think we’re couple.” Sara grinned to Sharon. “She behaves like that.”

“A little bit.”

“Absolutely.”

“She always does, she can’t help but flirting. Must be a kind of addiction.”

“Stop talking bad about me when I’m sitting next to you.” Sofia pinched Sara. 

“I consider it as telling the truth. Sometimes the truth isn’t nice.”

“And she calls herself friend.” Sofia got Sara’s knees upright so that she could lean on them. 

“If I wouldn’t be a friend you’d fall.”

“Right in your arms.”

“No, I’d let you fall on the ground.”

“Ouch.”

“Yes.”

“You guys sure you’ll survive the holidays together?”

“That’s no problem, we’re used to spend a lot of time together. We work together and these are not our first holidays together. All you have to do is ignore her when she’s smug – which is most of the times.”

“Grumpy Smurf is talking.” 

“I think I’ll go and see if Dan needs some help with the dinner. He wants to take some stuff with us when we go back to Uluru to see the sunset.”

“Good idea. Mind if I join you?” Sara asked.

“Not at all.”

“Yeah, leave, that will give Luigi the chance to use the chair next to me.”

“Take your hands off that boy, you’re too old!”

“I hate you. Get lost!”

Sara grinned and walked with Sharon away. She knew by telling Sofia she was old, she got the blonde to think about her age for the rest of the evening. A mean trick but it was working all the time.

After an astonishing sunset and a very early sunrise at the Uluru Sara and Sofia had walked with their group around the Kata Tjuta, or Olgas. 

“The valley of the wind had not really wind.” Sofia complained when they were gathering around the camp fire later in the evening. A thing nobody did because it wasn’t cold, it was still warm, but it was nice to sit by the fire. 

“No. Did you count the mountains? There are supposed to be thirty-six.”

“No, I believe you when you tell me there are so many. I’m glad we didn’t climb them all.”

“You’ll love Heart Attack Hill tomorrow.” Dan grinned. He was sitting next to Sara.

“Do we have to climb a hill with this name?”

“Yes, it will bring us on top of the canyon.”

“How long is the walk tomorrow?” 

“About four hours. We’ll be there at half six so that we’ll be back by eleven. The track gets closed quite often around that time because it’s too dangerous to climb it. We’ll take all the time in the world for Heart Attack Hill, there’s no need to rush. As soon as we’re on top, we won’t have to climb again; only if you want to go swimming in the Garden Of Eden.”

“Garden Of Eden sounds nice.” Sara said. 

“As swim sounds good after a climb. How high is the hill?”

“Well the walls of the canyon are over three hundred meter high.”

“Sara?” Sofia sighed.

“Come on, you can do it, Sofia. One meter is one yard and three inches approximately.”

“Over three hundred.”

“Around three hundred thirty.”

“Is it a wall or are there steps?”

“Steps.”

“I hate steps. My knees will kill me.”

“There is the chance to walk next to the path, you don’t have to take all steps.”

“That’s better. I’ll have sore muscles after this trip, I know it.”

“The rest of the trip is sitting in the trailer and drive.”

“Yes all the way from Adelaide to Sydney via Broken Hill.”

“Where will you have stops?”

“We’ll go from Adelaide straight to Broken Hill for two nights and from there to Dubbo, having a night there and go back to Sydney. If we can manage we’d like to get up the coast for a day, there’s a koala hospital in Port Mac…”

“A koala hospital?” That was the first thing Sofia heard. Sara had never mentioned this hospital to her. 

“We’re so gonna go up to…Port Whatever…wait…Port Macquarie…is that the port of the lady who’s chair we saw in Sydney?”

“It’s named after her husband.” 

“Of course, the woman gets a small stone and the man a whole town. Bastards.”

“The old times, Sofia.” Dan laughed. 

“They wouldn’t do it otherwise today. But Sara, we’ll go there! I want to see koalas and I want to touch them, or at least be very close to them. We can skip anything else but not the koalas. Can’t we go from Dubbo straight to Port Macquarie?”

“Dan?”

“Good question. It’s a six hundred kilometer ride…don’t ask me how many miles that are, Sofia.”

“370, we had the same distance from Port Fairy to Adelaide. We can do that. Sara?” Sofia’s eyes pleaded for an affirmation of her friend.

“We’ll go there, yes. And even if that means we’ll have no more time in Sydney, you’ll see your koalas.”

“I love you.” Sofia hugged Sara. 

“Some women are easy to please.” She grinned.

“You won’t say that when you’re on the road.” Dan smiled. “It’s a long trip. Especially after the trip from Broken Hill to Dubbo, that’s even longer. You’ll be two days only on the road.”

“We’ll have plenty of water, have some breaks for a short run.”

“It will be hard, but we can sleep on the plane.”

“Yeah, sixteen hours.” Sofia rolled her eyes. What an awful thought. But she would see her beloved koalas. 

“Dan, where can we see kangaroos?”

“There might be a few on the road when we go to the Kings Canyon. They’re active in the evening, night and early morning. Keep an eye open for them.”

“An open eye at five in the morning? I need toothpicks.” Sofia buried her face in Sara’s hair. She was happy if she could get out of her bed – or swag – at five, keeping her eyes open sounded impossible. 

They survived Heart Attack Hill and the rest of the canyon walk. Tired, dirty and sweaty Sara and Sofia had taken a nap in the bus when they were on their way back to Alice Springs. Like most of their group members they woke up when they had a stop at a traffic sign that showed a camel and when they had a stop at a camel farm. Feeling like a little adventure they took a camel ride inclusive a canter. After that Sara knew why these animals were called ship of the desert, she was sea sick. 

Back in Alice Springs they went to their room, had a shower and were after another short nap back with their group. This evening was the goodbye party. Most of the group would leave tomorrow like Sara and Sofia did. Tonight they got a discount on their dinner and some free beer from their tour company in a pub across the street from their motel.

“I liked these three days. We should do that again.” Sofia got rigid. “Sara, there’s a snake!”

“Don’t worry it’s a cuddle snake.”

“A what?”

“A boa, all she wants is to cuddle you.” Sara grinned. A man was with his snake in the pub. He wanted to show them some Australian native animals and snakes were very Australian. Sara was glad he didn’t bring a Brown Snake or a Taipan. 

“Would you like to have a photo with you and the snake?” Sara offered.

“Are you kidding me? Over my dead body! That’s a snake, Sara, not a koala. You bring me a koala and I’ll hug that one but not a snake.”

“They feel great.”

“They are snakes.”

“Pansy.” Sara got up. She would pet the snake. When she came to the man he put the snake around her neck. Sofia got almost a heart attack, seeing her friend with a snake around her neck, obviously happy and the snake starting to roll it’s tail around Sara’s leg. It was ready to kill her friend! It took Sofia all her willpower not to run at Sara and free her. Instead she took some photos, nobody would believe her when she told them in Vegas, Sara was playing with a snake. A crazy woman. 

“It feels really good.” Sara came back smiling. 

“There are other things that feel really good.”

“A dragon?” Sharon, who sat opposite of them had a dragon on her arm.

“Uhm…”

“I take it.” Sara held her arm out and Sharon put the dragon on it.

“Hello gorgeous.” Sara petted the animal softly with her index finger. “You know what kind it is exactly?”

“Central Bearded Dragon, they’re very popular as pets because they’re so friendly. No need to be scared, Sofia.”

“I don’t trust strange things.”

“It’s not a thing it’s an animal. I didn’t know you’re that scared, officer.”

“Officer?” Sofia’s eyes narrowed. “Give me that bloody dragon! I’ll be a knight and fight it.”

“You hurt this cutie you’ll be in trouble with me.” Sara handed her the dragon.

Sofia swallowed first before she realized that the dragon wasn’t slimy or wet. It was dry and warm, sat still on her arm and didn’t seem to bother to be handed around. 

“Smile.” Sara took a photo of Sofia with the dragon.

“Maybe it doesn’t feel too bad…whoa…!” The dragon started to walk. Sofia had to stop the urge to shake her arm when the dragon climbed up her arm and stopped on her shoulder, obviously happy with it’s new place and all the things it could see. After a few seconds it closed it’s eyes. 

“Somebody is sleeping on your shoulder. That’s cute.” Sara grinned and got her camera. “Close your eyes and I’ll take a sleep photo.”

“At least you enjoy that a wild animal took over me.”

“Don’t be so whiny…oh come on, close your eyes” 

“I’ve closed my eyes.”

“Not you, the little dragon. As soon as the flash light comes up it opens it’s eyes. Without the flash I can’t take a photo. Damn.”

“Oh well we’ll wait for you and the camera. I don’t think the little dragon will run away.”

“There’s somebody who likes you.” Sara smiled.

“You.”

“Besides me.”

“Luigi?”

“I don’t know what the name of this little fellow is.”

“I need a man who likes me. American, would be nice if he’s from Vegas, that makes the relationship easier.”

“In that case you should spend your holidays in Vegas and not in Australia.” Sharon laughed. 

“I do spend a lot of time in Vegas, which doesn’t mean I find a decent man. Somehow it seems to be impossible to find a man who wants a relationship that will last longer than a weekend.”

“You look at the wrong places.”

“Before I start looking in the internet or newspaper to find a boyfriend I’ll stay single. I’m not that desperate.”

“Good to know. And for the moment you’re engaged with a really good looking…whatever it is.”

“Soft and smooth. A little bit like me.” Sofia grinned. 

Two hours and two jugs of beer later (which means for an American woman a little bit more than half a gallon of beer later) Sofia and Sara were dancing in the pub. The animals were gone and it was time for some party. They had a karaoke night and classics like ‘Summer of ‘69’ or ‘I want to hold your hand’ were mixed with Australian songs like ‘Down under’ and ‘You shook me all night long’. There was something for everybody.

“Would you sing with me?” A man came to Sofia. 

“Me? I can’t sing.”

“Neither can I or anybody else here, that’s the fun. Come on.” They had been dancing a few times. She know his name was Graeme and he was from Darwin, had made the same tour to Uluru like Sofia and Sara only with another company. He and his friend would leave Alice Springs the next afternoon on the train up north. 

“I don’t know.” He was a funny man, a little bit younger than her, around six foot and short black hair. It wasn’t like he was trying to hit on her, at least she didn’t get the feeling. 

“Come on, you’re on holiday, nobody knows you here, you’ll never come back, no need to be serious. Take the change and act like a child and a fool, have some fun test how much the audience can take. We can’t be worse than Sonny and Cher.”

“They weren’t that bad.” Sofia laughed. “What song do you want to sing?”

“Let’s go and find a good one.”

“Okay.” Sofia waved shortly over to Sara who was sitting with Graeme’s friend at the bar. 

“Where are they going?” Sara furrowed her brows. If Sofia was leaving with a guy she better made sure she was back in time the next morning. Their flight was at ten, they had to leave to the airport at seven, latest half seven. 

“Graeme wanted to make Sofia sing, I think they’re looking for a song.”

“They want to sing karaoke? I hope you don’t expect me to do the same.”

“No.” Wayne laughed. His longer blondish hair was more or less standing in every direction since they had danced and headbanged. 

“Not my cup of tea.”

“Good.” Sara took a sip of her beer. 

“Tell me which one is your favorite?” They had tried four different types of beer so far. All from Australia and Wayne was curious which one Sara preferred.

“I like the second one.”

“Tooheys.”

“Yes. The first one was too…I don’t know, it didn’t taste like a full beer.”

“Four X Gold, yeah it has reduced alcohol. Some like it for lunch.”

“Lunch? You mean between the working hours?”

“Yes.” He laughed. “We’re a little bit more easy going here than you guys. Having a beer while you’re out on the fields isn’t a thing a boss would worry about. We’re not talking about business men in suits, we’re talking about blokes on the field.”

Now it was Sara who was laughing. 

“Why are you laughing?”

“I like it when you say ‘blokes’. I’ve to admit I like the Australian English. It sounds different to our American English and sometimes I’ve no idea what you’re talking about but I like to listen to it.”

“We do speak the same language but we use some different words.”

“Tell me about it. Our trailer is a caravan here. And when I said on our tour there’s a nice truck in front of the bus our tour guide laughed out loud and told me it’s a…I don’t know, he didn’t say pick up.”

“Sheila, the bloke didn’t laugh out loud, he pissed himself laughing and your truck is a ute. Very famous here, especially with the blokes. You take your Sheila out for a few cans of piss and a vegemite sandwich and go rooting on the back of the ute.”

“I beg your pardon?” 

“Okay, I’d take you on a joyride with my ute – truck and we would have a six pack of beer, a sandwich with vegemite. If you haven’t had vegemite so far you need to try, it’s typical Australian food, we love it and eat it on and with everything. And then we’ll have sex on the back of the truck. Better?”

“Sounds more like English to me.”

“Yeah the problem is, you know now what I said and will deny and if I tell you in Aussie what I want you might not understand it, say yes and I’ll get what I want.”

“Believe me, being on a truck in the nowhere or not, if you try something I don’t like, you’ll end up having a lot of pain.”

“You’re a tough chick.”

“I travel with my own cop I’m well protected.”

“Your cop is about to climb the stage. Do you have a video camera? I’m sure you can use a tape of this for whatever you want her to do.”

“I can take my camera, it makes video too; with sound.” Sara knew Sofia would kill her if she recorded that. What a fun. 

“We’ve two new singers.” The DJ said. “And uhm, they’ll sing a song most people might know from their parents, it’s quite old but funny. I’m sure the bloke had some bottles of Bundy and the chick, well, I think she didn’t say no either. Say hello to Graeme from Darwin and Sofia from Las Vegas – I’m gonna marry her if I ever make it to there - and they’ll sing for us ‘Stumbling in’ from Chris Norman and Suzi Quatro.”

Sara couldn’t recall the song in her head. A song most people would know from their parents. That didn’t mean anything, most of the people around her were so young, they could be her children (or she was so old she could be their mother but the other way around sounded better to her). 

When the music started and Sofia and Graeme started singing, Sara had to chuckle. 

“Our love is alive and so we begin foolishly laying our hearts on the table, stumbling in. Our love is a flame, burning within. Now and then fire light will catch us, stumbling in.”
She knew this song. And she liked it. How did they end up with this old song? It wasn’t the music Sofia usually listened to. 

“Wherever I go, whatever you do you know these reckless thoughts of mine are followin' you.” Graeme’s voice wasn’t as rough as the voice of Chris Norman, it seems like he had to drink more whiskey – or whatever the DJ had recommended to drink. 

“I’ve fallen for you, whatever you do 'cause baby you've shown me so many things that I never knew. Whatever it takes, baby, I'll do it for you …” Sofia’s voice wasn’t husky like the voice of Suzi Quatro, but she did a good job. And she was flirting with Graeme, like it was suppose to be with this song. So far there was no need to be ashamed of her karaoke experience. 

Satisfied with her camera Sara stopped the recording when Sofia and Graeme left the stage. 

“Don’t tell them about the recording, I’ll surprise her with that. I’m thinking of inviting her to look at the photos and then I’ll put on the video of her singing. That will be funny.”

“Make sure her gun isn’t within reach. Make her sit around naked.”

“I think that won’t be necessary.”

“Not? You could send me a photo…both of you sitting naked in the room. I would put it on my wall.”

“In your dreams.”

“I’ll give you one of me in return.”

“Thanks for the offer but no thank you.”

“I tried.”

“Are all Australian men that straight forward?”

“Why waste any time? No.” He laughed. “Just kidding. We can be very polite and real gentleman.”

“But?”

“But you save a lot of time when you come straight to the point.”

“You might end up with a fist in your face or a boot in your crotch.”

“Yes that can happen, did happen sometimes when I was younger. Nowadays women do see I don’t  mean that when I say that and don’t kick and slap immediately. You haven’t done anything to me.”

“So far. I might have made a plan what I’ll do to you later. You think you’re safe in your bed, I sneak in and torture you.”

“You’re traveling with a cop.”

“Even worse, I work for the police department too. I’m a CSI, I know how to cover my traces and I’ll have a perfect alibi from a cop.”

“You start to scare me.”

“She likes doing that.” Sofia and Graeme came to them. Sofia got her arm around Sara and took her glass of beer. 

“I liked the last one more.”

“Carlton Draught.” Wayne said.

“Whatever. How many beers did you have while I was away?”

“I let you try all of them. When we’re done with this one we can order a new one.”

“You could order your own beer.” Graeme suggested. 

“I could but this way I can drink more different types. I need to have a clear head for tomorrow, no hangover. I don’t mind sharing some DNA with Sara.”

“Neither would I – with both of you.” Wayne grinned.

“One more sentence like that and you won’t feel like a man for a long, long time.” 

“Ouch. The cop is even more dangerous than the CSI. Graeme, we’ve some dangerous women around.”

“I told you they’re a number too big for you.”

“Looks like. It’s a helluver fun with them anyway.”

“Yes. You think we should take them with us to the next place? This one gets a little bit boring. What do you think, girls?”

“You guys go, we’ll have another beer and go to bed. It will be an early morning and a late night tomorrow. Our last night in Adelaide.”

“Nothing to do there.”

“That’s what people in Sydney and Melbourne said too. There’re museums in Adelaide.” 

“Boooring.” Sofia yawned. 

“A little bit of culture won’t hurt you.”

“I’d say you let her go to the museum and you’ll go to Glenelg.” Wayne suggested. “The beach there is great and you can enjoy the water. When you take off to the outback now, you won’t see much water anymore.”

“True. Beach instead of museum, I like that.”

“Okay we’ll go to the beach.” Sara gave in. 

“That’s my girl.” Sofia hugged  her. 

“It was my idea, where’s my hug?”

“Ask your friend.” Sofia grinned and kept Sara in her arms. It wasn’t her job to hug men she had met only this evening and it was Sara who would come with her to the beach. And then they were ready for the next part of the great big outback. 

Part 3

The desert in Nevada was big, it was easy to lose your way there. The Australian outback was different. It seemed to be impossible not to get lost in here. And nobody seemed to be there. They had been on the road since the early morning and since Sara had taken over the steering wheel an hour ago they haven’t seen a car around. 

“Spooky.”

“Makes me wonder if we’re really on a highway.”

“Or on a dead road.” Sofia changed the CD. There was no radio station and the cell phone they had bought in Sydney because their own cell phones didn’t work here, was out of signal even longer.

“How much water do we have?” They had heard enough stories of people who got lost in the outback and ran out of water and died of thirst. 

“I bought ten liters, which is around two and a half gallon.”

“Plus the juice, we should be fine for two days. Or three.”

“Don’t try. I’m glad when we arrive in Dubbo.”

“So am I. Broken Hill was quite a detour but it was worth going there.”

“Absolutely. I loved our day trip.” They had booked a day trip from the motel they had stayed in. At five in the morning the tour guide got them out in the cold morning and out of town into the outback. In the Broken Hill Sculpture Symposium they watched the sunrise. Twelve sculptures made of sandstone by different artists all over the world gave the perfect background for photos. 

On their way back to Broken Hill they saw a lot of kangaroos and emus and the tour guide had stopped so that everybody could take pictures from car because they weren’t allowed to go out. An attack of an emu wasn’t something the guide wanted to responsible for. 

“I saw snakes, dragons, kangaroos, emus and my beloved koalas. Are there any other lovely animals, Australian animals, I need to see?”

“Magpie.”

“A pie?”

“No, niot a pie, a bird.”

“Oh, the colorful one? With these amazing red and green coloring? The birds we saw when we saw the koalas?”

“No a magpie is black and white, the nasty ones that attack you.”

“The big birds?”

“Yes, they are quite big for an ordinary bird. I’m sure we’ll see them again. You didn’t see a crocodile.”

“They’re not typical Australian and I don’t want to see them. Like snakes they are not on my ‘I like you’ list. I prefer something more cute.”

“Echidna.”

“Bless you.”

“Stupid woman.”

“How do they look?”

“Like a hedgehog. But they are not related.”

“I can’t remember that I saw a hedgehog that isn’t one. Oh, my dingo, I almost forgot my watchdog.”

“You were too sleepy.” Sara had told Sofia that in her first night in a swag, a dingo came up to Sofia in the middle of the night, sniffed at the blonde’s head and walked away. Sofia had felt that there was someone or something but wasn’t awake enough to realize, it was a dingo. 

“Yeah, pity. So I need to see this hedgehog thing. What else?”

“We probably saw Wallabies and thought they’re kangaroos.”

“Yeah, they look the same. We need to find Nemo.”

“Dory.”

“Okay, we’ll have a look for her when we’re back in Sydney.”

“I’d like to see a Tasmanian Devil.”

“Do they look like Taz?”

“Uhm no, but they do make that much noise. I saw them on TV once.”

“We need to go to Tasmania for them?”

“Yes.”

“Mhm, next time. We need more time for this country. Maybe we should take a sabbatical.”

“And who pays for all the things we want to see?”

“We need to start gambling.”

“I don’t think that will help.”

“Neither do I. So more work, a sabbatical and we’ll make a world trip.”

“Sounds good. When we start saving money now we might be able to leave when we’re fifty.”

“I don’t even want to think of that time. Fifty. Old. Awful.” Sofia shook her head in disgust and then started smiling. “We’ll be married for ten years by then.”

“Or divorced.”

“And remarried to Mister Right. That’s fine with me too. As long as we’re both happy.”

“We’ll work on that.” Sara blinked at her best friend. Whatever they would do, whatever would happen to them, they would work out everything together. 

“Are you happy now, lieutenant?” 

“Yes.” They were on the beach of Port Macquarie, feet buried in sand, heads on their backpacks, shades on and enjoying the sun. Sofia had seen her beloved koalas, she wasn’t allowed to touch them, but one elderly lady had taken a lot of time for Sofia and Sara, showed them everything, told them stories about the koalas they had in the hospital. 

It had broken Sofia’s heart when she saw a photo of a koala which fur was burnt to ninety percent. It was a wonder that he had survived and she was happy when she saw ‘Billy’ in a tree, eating eucalyptus. He was fine again but needed some more time to get fit for his old life back in the forest. 

Burnt koalas, koalas that got hit by cars and attacked by dogs were a lot in the hospital. The lady told them that some koalas fell in pools and drowned there because they had no chance to get out. Only when the owner left a thick rope on one end, the koala was able to climb out. If there a was an angry dog waiting, everything was worthless. 

“I was so close to a koala. They are cute.” Sofia turned so that she could see Sara. “Do you go with me to the zoo in Vegas?”

“Do they have koalas?”

“I don’t know, I think so.”

“I go to the zoo with you, Sofia.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re cute.”

“Huh? Why?”

“You want to go to the zoo.”

“I like animals. When I’m a mother my child will be on a regular base in the zoo and in national parks.”

“You really like the idea of becoming a mother, don’t you?”

“Yes…you think I’ll be a good mother?”

“You are very dedicated to everything you’ve done so far, I think you’ll be a great mother.”

Two more years…or three…in two years was the wedding.”

“I hope you’ll find a man until then.”

“So do I. Luigi was cute but too young and he didn’t want children. Pity.”

“You need a man in Las Vegas, lieutenant.”

“I know. We definitely have to go out more often.”

“We will.”

“And I need a dog.”

“Wasn’t the dingo enough?” Sara grinned. 

“I want the whole family picture…oh god I’m becoming a house wife.”

“Sounds like. You’ll be busy with the house instead of becoming a captain.”

“My mom managed both I can do the same.”

“I know.”

“Do you want to be the godmother?”

“Would you like me to be the godmother?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll be the godmother.”

“Perfect. Now I need a man…if there’s no decent guy around in the next two years I need some guy and be a single mom.”

“Did nobody told you to practice safe sex with strangers?”

“Tell me how I get pregnant with I’ve safe sex.”

“That’s what hospitals are for.”

“Why do you have to be so damn sensible?”

“Because I’m right.”

“Okay IV…damn I really hope I’ll find a father for my child. And a husband for me. Would be nice if it’s the same person.”

“I thought you were thinking of the same person as a husband and a father for your child. Seems like I’m very old-fashioned.”

“Yes you are. I like that.”

“Keane was on a charity…”

“Don’t go on, Sara. Not him.”

“He would like to have you in his bed.”

“I haven’t heard from in weeks and I’m more than happy about that. Okay, not him. Somebody else.”

“Greg is available.”

“He’s cute.” Sofia grinned. “But he still has a thing for you, love.”

“Nick?”

“No, he’s too ordinary. I need some….I don’t know, there has to be something special about him.”

“So why do you want me as a backup plan?”

“You are very special, Sara.”

“We’ll find you a man; and me too.”

“We will. One like…the one who’s jogging there.” Sofia pointed to a man who was running towards them. 

“Sporty…wait a minute.” Sara could see two guys following the man. “They look like police and if he’s running…he’s…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Sofia had seen the same and came to the same conclusion. Within a second she was on her feet, pretended to walk slowly to the man to jump at him when he was close enough. Surprised by the attack he fell in the sand found his arms pressed on his back and Sofia’s knee next to his arms. 

“What the…”

“Don’t move, I’m a lieutenant, I can break your arms within a second.”

“Get off, bitch.”

“And I thought Aussies are nice. You’re the first rude one. Oh well, the first thief I met too.” He tried to move and Sofia pressed his arms a little bit higher that he moaned of pain. 

“Ma’am, what are you doing?” The to police officers finally arrived at the scene. 

“Lieutenant Curtis, LVPD. I thought I help you catching a running suspect. He’s all yours.”

The older officer got down and handcuffed the man. 

“All yours.” Sofia got up. Meanwhile Sara was at the scene. 

“Thanks Ma’am, but it’s dangerous.” 

“I know, but I thought I stop him, he was quite ahead.”

“You’re not supposed to catch thieves in Australia, Sofia. This isn’t your district. It’s not Las Vegas.”

“You two are from Las Vegas?” The younger one asked. 

“Yes. On holidays.”

“Seems like you can’t get away from crime. You didn’t stop a thief, you stopped a murder suspect.”

“What is it with you and murder?” Sofia turned and looked at Sara. “You draw murder like moths to the flame. Can’t you stay away from killer for two weeks?”

“You jumped at him.” Sara grinned. “Not me.”

“You’re a lieutenant too?”

“No, CSI. That’s why I let her catch him. Suspect on the run is the police’s job.”

“We appreciate your help but we need you to come to the police station and get a statement.”

“Of course. We can do that. I get our stuff.” Sofia looked at the suspect. “You know, running away on the beach is not very clever. No chance to hide.” She shook her head. Some people were too stupid to run away. A few thousands years ago people like that would have end up as a dinner for a wild animal. Sometimes she wished the old days back. 

“We almost managed to have holidays without a crime.”

“Almost.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. They were in the plane, ready to take off and leave Australia. Knowing how uncomfortable the blonde was at take offs, Sara held her hand in case the plane shook a little bit. 

“You’re a hero in Australia now.”

“All I did was stopping a running suspect. Nothing big.”

“If he was the killer they were looking for, it was something big.”

“We’ll see, they promised to tell me how it ends.”

“Maybe they offer you a job there.”

“A job? In Port Macquarie? So far away from you? Never. They need to take you too, otherwise I’ll stay in Sin City.”

“That’s where we belong.”

“Do you miss the team?”

“Yes.” Sara sighed. She didn’t think she’d miss her colleagues in two weeks but she did. It was strange not to go to work and not to have her colleagues and friends around. She was happy to be back on the job soon.

“Your place or mine?”

“Huh?”

“When we’re back.”

“You at your place I’m at mine?”

“You want to get rid off me?”

“I spent two weeks with you isn’t that enough?”

“No, not for me? For you?”

“I can never get enough of you.” Sara grinned. 

“My place. We have a long sleep, something to eat and I’ll drive you back home. And then it’s time to catch bad guys again. You think I can use Port Macquarie as overtime?”

“I doubt they’ll do that.”

“Yeah, it was a hobby. So tell me, Sara, what was your personal highlight of this trip?”

“You.”

“If you ever complain that I’m smug I want to remind you, sentences like that won’t stop me from being self-aware.”

“Smuggy.”

“Grumpy Smurf.”

“The Twelve Apostle or the Great Ocean Road. These places were amazing, I loved the lookouts and the sunset was wonderful. Seeing how fast the sun vanished in the water, how the Twelve Apostle changed their color within seconds, it’s an amazing natural spectacle. Yours?”

“The koalas. I love these cute gray teddy bears, this black nose and they look so friendly. The three hours in the koala hospital were my highlight. And of course becoming a godmother of ‘Teresa’.” Sofia had adopted a koala. She’d pay some money and with this money the medicine would be paid for her ‘own’ koala Teresa. Teresa had been a victim of a bush fire and her fur was fifty percent burnt. If she recovered good she could leave the hospital in a few months. Sofia hoped her koala would be alright and had a long life. 

“What about the dingo?”

“He was cute too but you know, it has always been the koalas.”

“Yeah, way in front of the kangaroos…I can’t believe you ate kangaroo steak!”

“It was good.” Sofia mumbled and made sure there was no angry Australian around. Some of them didn’t like it when you eat the kangaroos. “It tastes like beef, only richer. Better. I know a vegetarian doesn’t want to hear that…”

“I won’t hate you for it.”

“Thanks.”

“Would you become a vegetarian if I tell you I can’t be friend with you as long as you go on eating meat?”

“I could try but I really love my steak and I’d be even more disappointed that you try to blackmail me.”

“It’s good that you know I won’t do that.”

“Yes. And I’ll miss Red Rooster, I think it’s better than KFC.”

“It looked the same.”

“No, their sauce was better. Anything typical Australian you liked?”

“They’re not the biggest fans of vegetarian food, I found that out. Seems like to a real barbie you need meat. So it wasn’t special with food for me but I liked the Australian wine. And the cake we had, mars bar cheese cake. That was good.”

“Oh yes. I wanted a second one.”

“You always do if it’s sweet and with chocolate.”

Sofia grinned. Yes, maybe she was a chocoholic. 

“You enjoyed the holidays?” Sara asked. 

“Absolutely. Sara Sidle, you’re qualified for another holiday. Where would you like to go next? I guess the next half a year we won’t get two weeks off, but we can start to plan for the next year. Anywhere special you want to see?”

“Europe?”

“I had Paris in my mind as a honeymoon destination.”

“We won’t have a honeymoon, so no Paris. Beach or nature? Culture? History? What would you like, Sofia?”

“No history. You’ll give me that wherever we are. Nature…how good are you on horse riding?”

“Me? I’ve never done that.”

“We need some practice.”

“Why?” Sara looked suspicious at her friend. What had Sofia in her mind? 

“Two weeks on a horse. One week in Iceland and one week in Scotland.”

“I thought you were talking about holidays and not torture.”

“It will be perfect, we’ll see so much nature, can have a bath in the hot springs in Iceland and ride over the highlands in Scotland, just like the Highlander. Maybe we’ll find our own Duncan MacLeod there.”

“I think we’ve to talk about the trip again when we’re back home. I don’t want to spend two weeks on a back of a horse. I won’t be able to walk and sit after two days.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“A tour on a river. The Rhine or the Danube.”

“Aren’t we too young for that?”

“It’s about culture and old cities.”

“You’re right we really need to talk about that trip. Knowing us we’ll find something that will make us both happy. Close your eyes and sleep, Sara Sunshine, I can see you’re tired.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll take care of you.”

“You should sleep too. I’ll hold your hand and nothing will happen.”

“You think?”

“Yes.” Sara got her second pillow and put it on her shoulder for Sofia. “Come on, have a nap on me.”

“Okay.” Sofia chuckled. How could she refuse this offer?
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Part 1

“You know you’re breaking somebody’s heart by having a night off and not gathering around a crime scene.” Sofia grinned. She and Sara had a night off and were out on the Strip. They had dinner in the Bellagio and went over to the Mirage to have a few drinks. 

“First of all, I don’t gather around the crime scene, I work there. Second I have a night off once a week, that’s nothing unusual and third stop making suggestions about Lieutenant Clark and me.”

“He sent you a text when we had dinner.”

“Did I answer? No, I enjoyed our dinner.”

“He misses you.”

“If you go on like this you’ll miss me too.” 

“Being bitchy about a man means I’m right.” Sofia grinned widely. She had taken a big interested in the relationship between Sara and her new colleague, Ryan Clark. Clark had joined the Las Vegas force two months ago and it had been obvious to Sofia, that he had more than a soft spot for Sara. Sofia herself had been interested in the lieutenant, he was in his early thirties, around six foot four tall and sporty. Probably all women around him had at least one eye on him but it seemed, he had both of his eyes only on Sara. As soon as Sofia had found that out, she had backed off and hoped her friend would do something about that. Or more, Sara would do something for this obvious interested. So far the investigator seemed not to be too interested in the man. Another reason why Sofia wanted this night with her best friend, she wanted to find out, what Sara really thought of lieutenant Clark. 

“Don’t fight with me, you’ll lose.”

“Come on Sara, he’s cute…”

“He is, he knows it and men who know they’re cute, they use that to get every woman they want and not only one.”

“Usually you’re right, I agree, but he has never been interested in anybody. Believe me, I had my eyes on him, he doesn’t seem to be after every woman that crosses his way.”

“If you have your eyes on him, than get him for yourself.”

“He’s not interested in me, he wants you.”

“Sofia…”

“No, Sara, serious. As soon as you’re around his attention is with you. He has more than a soft spot for you and if you wouldn’t be so damn stubborn you’d admit I’m right.”

“You’re smug.”

“And?”

“Nothing.”

“He’s cute, he’d understand the hours you work, he works nights too, it would be perfect.”

“If something appears to be perfect there’s always a catch 22.”

“Sara, it has been over two years that you and Grissom split, even he moved on. Why are you trying to avoid a new relationship with an obviously great cop? Don’t tell me it’s because he’s only a cop and you want a CSI.”

“From a supervisor to a lieutenant, isn’t that going backwards?” Sara smirked and got the evil eyes. “Sorry, lieutenant Curtis.” 

“Not funny.”

“Sofia, he’s too young.”

“Excuse me? He’s five years younger than you, how many years are you younger than Grissom? Why is it alright when the man is twenty years older but wrong when the woman is five years older?”

“Gil isn’t twenty years older.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Yes I got your point. Nothing is wrong with his age…”

“But?”

“No but.”

“You’ll give him a chance?”

“I might consider an invitation to dinner when he ask the next time.”

“Woman.” Sofia rolled her eyes. “Get out of the medieval times and be a modern woman, ask the man yourself. You’re not one of these high school girls, giggling behind a boy’s back and waiting for his attention. Ask him out, if he says no – which I really doubt – he has to make up for that and you’ve got the power.”

“I could invite him to breakfast tomorrow morning. Knowing us we won’t get into bed before shift’s over.”

“Sounds good to me. Let’s get a cocktail, I can see a cute guy over there mixing them.”

“You see cute guys all the time.” 

“My eyes are really good.” Sofia took Sara’s hand and pulled her with her to the bar, right in front of the cute man. She guessed him in his late thirties, long brown hair pulled back to a pony tail and green eyes. 

“Hey Ladies, what can I do for you?”

“What can you offer?” Sofia rose an eyebrow. 

He smiled. “Sex on the beach.”

“The beach is too far away.”

“Swimming pool?”

“Sounds better. Can we have a sunrise with that?”

“Sure.” He smiled and started to mix their cocktails.

“You’re flirting like a college girl.”

“I know, I’ll feel guilty later. He’s cute and he has some humor.”

“Sex on the beach.”

“I could think about that with him…don’t listen to me, I’m single too long.”

“Am I supposed to remind you, you want a real relationship? Not only sex.”

“I know.”

“And that there’s still a rich guy in this town who wants you.”

“Keane? He hasn’t bothered me in four months. I think he understood that he has no chance to get me. There were enough other women by his side, I saw them in the newspaper, he’s fine without me.” And Sofia couldn’t find words that describe how happy she was about that. No more flowers, no more visits, nothing of Keane. 

“They’re nothing than a cheap replacement.”

“Some of them looked cheap, some looked very expensive.”

“None looked as good as you.”

“Thanks.” 

“A swimming pool and a tequila sunrise. Who gets which?”

“I take the pool.” Sofia said. 

“Right, it’s closer than the ocean and the sunrise.”

“Yes.” She found the pin with his name. “You’re new, aren’t you Marco?”

“Yeah, started last week.”

“Your accent tells me something south…south east…South Carolina?”

“Georgia.”

“Close.”

“Your accent tells me Las Vegas through and through.”

“Right.”

“A girl of Sin City. Interesting.”

“Is it?”

“Yes, it seemed like you don’t meet a lot of women on the Strip that are actually from Las Vegas.”

“Too many tourists.”

“But you’re here.”

“We are. Sometimes it’s fun to watch tourists and the lights on the Strip.”

“They were the reason why I came here. I love watching them. I’d invite you to a cocktail on the Stratosphere Tower but I don’t invite women I don’t know the name of.”

“Not? Well, I can pay for my cocktails myself. Maybe I tell you my name later.”

“Ouch. Alright, I got the hint and leave you alone until you need another cocktail.” He smiled at Sara and walked to another customer. 

“You’re quite flirty, lieutenant.” Sara was amused. 

“Am I? Maybe.”

“What’s the difference between him and Keane?”

“I haven’t seen him with hundred other women in newspapers, I’m not investigating a murder case with a prostitute as his ex girlfriend.”

“He’s a bartender, he likes flirting, he won’t be very different. Or do you think he goes home alone every night and cuddles his pillow?”

“I haven’t done anything, haven’t given him my name, I’m almost as bad as you are. A few more weeks like this and I can’t apply as a nun – together with you.”

“Will you stop it?”

“No.”

“Thought so.” Sara took a big sip of her cocktail. Sofia wouldn’t stop until Sara had met Ryan for breakfast or dinner, that was clear. And after that she would annoy he longer until she got a really good reason why Sara didn’t want to date Clark. Sara knew, it was impossible to find a really good reason for Sofia why Sara didn’t want to date.

“He is sooo cute.” Sofia sighed. 

“He is sooo interested in you.” Sara grinned. 

“I know. Do you think I should give it a try?”

“Oh no, don’t ask me. If something goes wrong you’ll be mad at me. I won’t tell you anything when it comes to men. Give him a chance if you want, send him away if you don’t want him. It’s all your choice, honey. I’ll leave you here and call Ryan. If he wants breakfast with me I’ll get prepared for that, if not I’ll go to bed. Anyway I’ll see you tonight.”

“Have fun with the sexy lieutenant.”

“I won’t meet you for breakfast, Sofia.” Sara blinked at her and left. 

Sofia sighed. “I love this woman, she always knows what to say to make my day.” With a smile she turned her attention to her half full cocktail glass. It was after four in the morning, she had no idea how many hours she and Sara had just sit here, talking. She even couldn’t remember what they were talking about. Thinking of it, she had no idea how they always managed to talk for so long without being bored. 

“Your friend left?” Marco came back to her. 

“Yeah, she tries to get a breakfast date.”

“A breakfast date? What about you?”

“Me? No, she doesn’t want me as her breakfast date.” Sofia grinned. 

“Not? I can’t understand that.”

“Somehow she’s more into my colleague.”

“What is your job?”

“Police.”

“A cop? An officer was sitting the whole night at my bar, lucky me I was a good boy and didn’t do anything wrong…on the other hand I can imagine worse things than being handcuffed by you.”

“Can you?”

“Yeah, a lot of things.”

“It’s lieutenant and not officer.”

“A woman with power, no that’s even more tempting. Can I book you for some…securing the scene?”

“Depends.”

“On what.”

“The scene.”

“Sunrise in the desert with a breakfast?”

“What happens to the sunrise on the Stratosphere Tower?” Sofia laughed. 

“Too cheap. A breakfast in the desert is more personal. I’m done here, we could get some bagels, coffee and go to the desert, wait for the sunrise.”

“What makes you think I want to do that?”

“You didn’t leave with your friend.”

“I haven’t finish my cocktail.”

“Oh I know I make great cocktails but they are not the reason why you still here.”

“You are arrogant.”

“And?”

“And? You don’t want to tell me I’m wrong?”

“Why should I lie to you? You have to be arrogant to be a bartender, otherwise you’re bad in your job and I’m good. That’s make me arrogant, I’m fine with that. There are worse things than being arrogant.”

“Like what?”

“Like not knowing what your name is, lieutenant.”

“Sofia.”

“From the Greek word for wisdom. I’m sure you live up to your name, Sofia.”

“I do. So why should I say yes to a breakfast in the desert with a totally stranger? That wouldn’t be very wise, would it?”

“Because you’re a lieutenant and you will be in control. You’ve got the gun, I’ve got the bagels.”

“Sounds interesting. Shall we go?” 

“Sure.” He smiled and took his jacket from behind the bar. 

Being not allowed to drive anymore Sofia took a seat next to Marco and let him drive. She wasn’t sure where all this would end but she felt good and she was sure, there would be no regret, no matter what would happen next. 

Marco stopped at a drive through and got them coffee and bagels before he took of in the desert. He seemed to know his way because he got them straight to a mountain that offered them a great view to the east. With a blanket to sit on and one to cover up they sat down on the hood. 

“Are you impressed, lieutenant?” Marco asked with a smile. 

“Why? Because you got me to this spot? No, I’m sure you got a few other women to here too. I’m not that easy to impress, sorry to ruin your day.”

“You don’t ruin it, you make it. I don’t like it when women are too easy to impress, means everybody can impress them. Like mixing a good cocktail, some girls are melting only because you make a show out of mixing a cocktail, that’s cheap. Getting a woman on a mountain in the desert is also something every guy can do. Means I have to do something special for you to impress you, a challenge. And I will impress you, Sofia, no matter how long I’ve to think about what to do and how hard I have to try to do so.”

“Really?” Sofia smiled amused. 

“Really.”

“So, what is your next plan after coffee, bagel and sunrise aren’t the thing that got you to your goal? Any other ideas?”

“I could try roses, but that’s boring. Same for chocolate. You should never send a girl roses and chocolate and expect her to be impressed. You should give her both with something special. And the thing is, do you even like roses, Sofia?”

“They are not my favorite.”

“What would be your favorite flower?”

“Orchids.”

“Are you a Jeep?”

“What?”

“A yellow creature from Africa…”

“I can’t disappear, no.” Sofia laughed. A jeep. She had thought of a car but when Marco started to explain and his eyes were full of mock, she understood what he meant. 

“You watched Popeye?” 

“I did and I liked Eugene.”

“Now you’ve impressed me.” He confessed. 

“And you impressed me.” She chuckled. A man who talked with her about old cartoons, she couldn’t remember that she ever had a date like that. This was definitely an interesting meeting. 

“Do you like any other kind of cartoons?”

“I loved to watch ‘She-ra’…”

“The sister of ‘He-man’, the old show-off.”

“Yeah. I liked her horse, she was kind of cool. And inspector Gadget.”

“Can you make your arms as long as he could, lieutenant?”

“No, sorry. What did you like?”

“Not important.”

“Oh come on, tell me. Turtles? Ghostbusters?”

Marco mumbled something she couldn’t understand. 

“What?”

“urf.”

“Alf?”

“Smurfs.”

“The Smurfs?” Sofia couldn’t hold back and started to laugh out loud. It was hard to believe that this man was sitting in front of the TV as a child and singing the ‘lalalala’ of the Smurfs. She wanted to ask what Smurf was his favorite but she couldn’t stop laughing. 

“You are a mean person, Sofia.” Marco started tickling Sofia, which made her laugh even more. 

“Papa Smurf? Or Hefty Smurf? Who was your favorite?”

“Stop it.”

“Clumsy? Jokey?”

Instead of telling Sofia to shut up Marco simply leant over and kissed her until she stopped laughing because she was too busy to kiss back. Maybe it had something romantic and nice being in the desert and kissing in the sunrise. Fact was, Sofia enjoyed this very much and had no intention to stop. 

“You think this is a good idea?” She asked when they stopped kissing to get some air. 

“It felt good.”

“It did, but I’m not interested in a one night stand.” Was she really not? Right now she wasn’t that sure about it. 

“It would be a one day stand in our cases.”

“The same.”

“I can’t promise you I’ll be with you for the rest of my life but I can promise you I won’t betray you. And I won’t call you tonight and tell you it’s all over. You’re way too special to lose contact with you after a few hours. Besides, you know one of my secrets now, I have to have an eye on you. Can you live with that? No ‘Until death do us apart’ but a promise I won’t lie and cheat?”

“That’s a start and more than most guys do.”

“Give us some credit, we’re not that good and women aren’t saints either.”

“No, we’re not.”

“See. Another thing you have to consider: I’m a bartender, I have to talk to women, I have to be friendly and I work nights! Six nights a week.”

“I’m a nightshift lieutenant, I do the same.”

“Well, that’s what I call handy…don’t you dare to call me Handy Smurf.”

“I didn’t.” Sofia grinned. She as about to do so. 

“I don’t believe that.” He got up. “Come on, lieutenant, I’ll bring you home.”

“And then?”

“Then I’ll kiss you good…morning and go home. No need to hurry with anything.”

“I like guys with time…but I think I’d prefer to come to your place and stay awake for a little bit longer.”

“You are straight forward, lieutenant.”

“I am. Always remember that and imagine what I do if you do anything stupid. I shoot first and ask then questions.”

“I’ll get a bullet proofed vest for our next date.” Marco offered Sofia his hand and helped her from the hood. 

“What did I tell you about wandering away?” 

Sara sighed loud. “Stop scaring me, Sofia.” The brunette knew the blonde did that on purpose. She crept up behind Sara and scared her only because she knew Sara’s attention was on the evidence. 

“Stop walking away.”

“I’m following the evidence.”

“Yeah, in a dark backyard. You need a lieutenant by your side when you go to dangerous places.”

“You’re here.”

“Mhm, because I always look out for you. What did you find?”

“There was a blossom in the house and I try to find out where it’s from. There are no flowers in the house like this one blossom and it was under the body of the female.”

“What blossom is it?”

“You’re favorite.”

“Orchid? Then the killer is Eugene.”

“Who?”

“Never mind. How was your breakfast?” Sara had called Ryan and of course he was more than happy to join he for breakfast. He was more than on time and didn’t really pay attention to his food but to his company. 

“Nice.”

“And?”

“Sofia, we’re working.”

“I want details.”

“In that case you have to invite me to breakfast – or are you busy?”

“As a matter of fact, I am. Dinner?”

“Deal.”

“Perfect. I’ll send an officer out to you, I need to talk to the neighbors. Stay safe, Sidle.”

“Always, lieutenant Curtis.”

Sara went on looking for some orchids but there were none in the garden of the victims. They were investigating a double murder. A couple was killed in their house, both shot in the head. As far as the CSIs could tell nothing had been stolen or destroyed. It was like the only intention of the killer was to kill these two people and leave again. 

“There are no signs that anybody entered the house through a window or another door.” Greg came to Sara. “It looks like the victims let their killer in the house. No defensive wounds, no signs of struggle.”

“Anything that leads us to the killer?”

“No, not so far. What about the blossom?”

“I can’t find a orchid in the garden or the house, I’ll have a look around the neighborhood. What about the couple’s family?”

“They’ve got a daughter and a son. Sofia said the daughter lives in Los Angeles, the son in San Francisco, she will call them later.”

“How old?”

“The daughter is in her mid-twenties, the son early twenties.”

“Rough time to lose both parents.”

“Yeah…” Greg looked at Sara. “They are adults…”

“Greg, I’m fine.”

“I know, sorry.”

“It’s alright, thanks for making sure.” She gave him a smile. “Get back to the scene before Cath is looking for you. I’ll get an officer and walk around the neighborhood. Maybe we’ll find the gun somewhere.”

“It looks like a professional shot…only the kill, nothing else.”

“Is there any evidence the couple was involved in anything that brings a professional killer with it?”

“According to Sofia they were both without a rap sheet.”

“We’ll get the killer, everybody leaves a trace.”

“I know. Good luck with the blossom and the gun.”

“Thanks.” 

***

“There are no orchids in the neighborhood.” Sara had walked the whole block in each direction and had checked every garden. Nothing. 

“I took it with me to Hodges, he’ll tell you everything you need to know about it.” Greg offered her a coffee; his own brew. 

“Thanks.”

“The blood is in DNA but my guess is, it’s the blood of Misses Walsh.”

“I think so too, but she was lying on it and the bullet entered her forehead. What if the killer had the flowers, hid his gun in it, killed the man, she tried to slap the gun/flowers, got a blossom that way in her hand or out of the bunch, it fell down and she fell on top when the killer shot her?”

“That would be a way to get the gun in the house. Who brings flowers to a couple?”

“The delivery service.”

“Very funny. I mean, it was after ten in the night, the delivery guys don’t work that late.”

“In Vegas? You never know, but I’ll check on companies that deliver around the clock.”

“Good idea. There were no signs of a struggle, I don’t think the killer was injured in any way. What about prints on the door?”

“Nothing.”

“The bell?”

“There were some, we took them.”

“Some people knock…knuckle prints are not as good as fingerprints but did you check for them?”

“No, sorry I…”

“I’ll go back later and will do that, don’t worry, Greg. I wasn’t criticizing you, just asking. Let’s go on thinking of the killer. To whom would you open the door at that time of the night?”

“A neighbor, a friend, a family member.”

“The children don’t live in town, what about other family members?”

“Ask Cath or Sofia.”

“I met most of the neighbors briefly when I was looking for the orchids. Didn’t get a bribe there. But people can pretend to be nice and have the knife to kill you right behind their back. I’ll ask Sofia what she thought of them, what they told her.”

“Of whom?” Sofia leant in the door frame. “What are you two coffee gossip nanas talking about?”

“I can hear she’s jealous.” Sara offered Sofia her mug. “Drink some coffee, lieutenant.”

“Thanks.” Sofia took a sip. “You want to know what I think of whom?”

“The neighbors.”

“As a killer? Solid people, most in an age close to get retired or older. They were at home, I think most of them were with their partner. One or two were alone but I couldn’t find anything that made me think, they could have a motive. Want me to check closer on them?”

“No if there was nothing unusual about them. What’s about the children?”

“I haven’t called them yet.” Sofia didn’t like these kind of calls and always tried to avoid them or find something else she could do. 

“Are there any other family members around?”

“A sister of the husband in Henderson, a brother in Boulders. Her family is from Montana.”

“For whom would you open your door so late in the night?”

“The pizza delivery guy if I had ordered one.”

“What about a delivery guy and you haven’t ordered anything?”

“Well…I guess so…to tell him I haven’t ordered anything and send him away. You think the killer pretended to be a delivery guy?”

“That was our theory for the blossom.” Sara told Sofia about the idea Greg had before. 

“Tell me what you find out about that, will you Greg?”

“Sure.”

“And you, want me to join you to the house for the knuckle print?”

“Are your officers gone?”

“No, there’s still one at the scene.”

“In that case I’ll be fine, thanks.”

“Okay.” Sofia looked at her watch. “Six o’clock, time to destroy some lives on the coast and in Montana. I hate this part of the job.”

“Another reason why I prefer to be a CSI.” Sara patted Sofia’s shoulder. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“Yeah, seven?”

“No problem. Bye-bye lieutenant.” Sara grinned and left. 

“She still says that like something is wrong with calling me ‘lieutenant’.” Sofia said to Greg and furrowed her brows. She was a lieutenant since half a year and Sara still called her rank like Sofia just got it. 

“You two are always teasing each other, I wouldn’t be surprise if she calls you a bitch or something like that.”

“She does that too.”

“Like I said I’m not surprised. Probably you call her a bitch too.”

“What would surprise you?”

“About you and Sara?” He thought for a moment. “Nothing…well, if you both don’t talk to each other anymore, that would surprise me.”

“That won’t happen.” Not as long as Sofia had any influence on that. Sara was too important to get her out of Sofia’s life. 

“I thought so. You had a rough start but a lovely end.”

“Greg, this isn’t the end, this is only the beginning.”

“Of what?”

“Another thirty years with you and Sara on graveyard shift.”

“I hope that will happen. I want to see you becoming captain.”

“And chief of police, even I won’t work nights then anymore. I’ll always make a little stop to see you guys.”

“And tell us to work faster.” Greg grinned.

“Absolutely.” Sofia laughed. 

Part 2

“I can smell…lasagne!” Sara opened the door to Sofia’s apartment. 

“You’re right. Vegetarian lasagne.” Sofia put a salad bowl on the table. “And it’s waiting for you. Like me.”

“Good to know. I missed you too.” Sara hugged Sofia. 

“Did you? I thought there was somebody else making sure you weren’t too lonely.”

“You are so curious.”

“I am, it’s my job. Tell me. I want details.”

“You could at least wait until we’re sitting here with the food if you can’t hold back until after dinner.”

“I can’t. Sit down, I’ll get the lasagne.”

Sara started laughing. She knew how curious Sofia was. 

“Stop laughing and get us something to drink.”

“What a service.”

“You want service? Go to a restaurant. You came to your best friend, you can help yourself. You know, friends come for dinner, real friends open the fridge and help themselves. You are a real friend.”

“Yes Ma’am.” Sara got up and took the bottle with the mineral water and poured them some water. 

“Careful, hot.” Sofia placed the bowl with the lasagne on the table, took Sara’s plate and gave her some lasagne. 

“And now tell me. He did show up, didn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“I knew it. And? Don’t be so awful slow, tell me everything.”

“You cook very well, Sofia.”

“Sara!”

“And so much cheese.” Sara went on teasing the blonde.

“I’ll kill you if you don’t cut through the shit and tell me what I want to hear.”

“We had breakfast.”

“And?”

“Nothing. We talked.”

“What about?”

“The job…”

“Oh Sara!”

“You…”

“Sara!”

“He wanted to know if I’m interested in meeting him for dinner one day and I suggested the day after tomorrow.”

“That’s better. Why so late?”

“Because I wanted to see you tonight and I have some other plans for tomorrow. It’s gym night.”

“I’m sure he makes some exercises with you if you ask him.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Come on, don’t play the saint, I know you.”

“I don’t want him in my bed so fast.”

“Who said something about the bed? Kitchen table, carpet…”

“Get yourself out of the gutter!”

“Sorry.”

“You were right, he likes me, it’s obvious. The waitress tried to flirt with him and he never noticed that. And this brown eyes, so wonderful to drown in. And his body…I should invite him for a swim.”

“Can I come too?”

“No!”

“Pity. You have to take photos for me. Did you guys do nothing more than having breakfast and talking?”

“No. He’s a colleague, Sofia.”

“Right. Better to test the water first, make sure it can work instead of jumping into the next bed and feel sorry about that a week later. Whatever happens between you and Ryan will effect your work.” Sofia was serious now. As much as she wanted Sara to be with her colleague, she knew it was difficult. Love could change to hate and then they had to handle that and keep on being professionals at work. 

“But you are interested?”

“Yes I am.”

“And so is he. That’s a good base. I want you to be happy, Sara.”

“I know.” Sara smiled. “We’ll see what happens. No need to hurry. So, tell me about your morning. Did you stay or did you leave your bartender?”

“Both.”

“Both?”

“I left with him.”

“I thought so.”

“He is cute and…I don’t know, he got me. He invited me to breakfast.”

“Tequila sunrise on the Stratosphere Tower?”

“No, thanks god. Anyway I doubt the tower is open at that time. He drove us out in the desert, on a mountain to see the sunrise. We got some bagels and coffee on the way. It was really nice but I told him, I was sure I wasn’t the first one he showed this and I wasn’t impressed with this.”

“Ouch.”

“No, he took it with humor, said, he would be disappointed if I get so easily impressed and then he impressed me.”

“How?”

“That’s a crazy story. We talked about flowers, I told him I like orchids, he called me a Jeep, a yellow creature from Africa, I told him I can’t make myself disappear and we were both surprised that the other had watched the old Popeye cartoons.”

“What is a Jeep? I assume you’re not talking about a car.”

“It’s a creature from Africa, size of a dog, yellow, loves to eat orchids and was in these old Popeye cartoons. Did you not watch them?”

“No.”

“Not, they were…oh, sorry.” Sofia realized what she was about to say and took Sara’s hand. Sara never had a happy childhood with cartoons, how could she forget that? She could slap herself for that.

“It’s alright, don’t worry. You can’t think the whole time what a fucked up childhood I had. Sometimes you have to forget that. I try the same.”

“I didn’t want to be so…insensitive. I’m sorry, Sara.”

“I’m fine.” Sara pulled Sofia up and took her with her to the couch. Sitting next to each other, Sara placed her arm around Sofia. “Go on telling.”

“We ended up talking about cartoons and he loved the Smurfs. That made me laugh, he wanted me to stop but I couldn’t and I kept teasing him so he kissed me to shut up. That worked.”

“Wow, he knows how to handle you.”

“Yeah. I asked if he thinks it a good that we do that.”

“Of course he did.”

“Well, he said he can’t promise it will be forever but he can promise that he’ll never betray me. That’s more than most guys do and I mentioned I shoot first and ask then. I think he got the hint.”

“You were straight forward.”

“Yes. He wanted to bring me home, kiss me good morning and go home.”

“A gentleman.”

“Yes. I didn’t feel like having a gentleman around.”

“Did you tell him?”

“Yes.” Sofia smiled coy. 

“And he understood.”

“He did.”

“I hope he shakes other things as good as his cocktails.”

“Who’s the one in the gutter now?”

“Sorry.” Sara giggled. 

“And I can tell you, he does.”

“Okay, I won’t ask for details.”

“I won’t give them to you.”

“No need to do so. I’m happy you’re happy.” Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek. “I hope he’ll keep his promise and is the one.”

“So do I. He works nights, very handy.”

“Yes.”

“We can have a dinner with our new guys in a few weeks.”

“I don’t have a new guy.”

“Official not, no. We’ll overcome this obstacle soon. There are no reasons why you and him shouldn’t be a dream couple.”

“Let’s hope he thinks the same”

“I’m sure he does.” Sofia smiled. She wanted Sara happy and then they were both happy in a relationship. Some would consider that as a threat to their friendship but she was sure, their friendship was strong enough and they were close enough to keep their relationship strong. 

“The daughter and the son are here.” Sofia had to inform Cath because it was her case and Sara and Greg were only working with her. 

“I’m on my way.”

“And Sara? Ryan asked if you have a minute.”

“Sure.” Sara got up. “Where is he?”

“In his office.” 

“Do you mind, Cath?”

“No, that’s fine.” 

Sara walked through the building to the door of Ryan’s office. 

“Inspector Clark?” There he was, sitting behind his desk, his black hair short, the green eyes sparkling when he saw her. And again a t-shirt under his jacket. 

“Miss Sidle.”

“What can I do for you?”

“Come in.” 

Sara closed the door after she came in the room and sat down. 

“I want you, Sara.”

“I beg your pardon?” That was a little bit too straight forward for Sara. 

“On a case.”

“Oh.” She sighed relieved. 

“What did you think?” There was some amusement in his voice.

“Nothing.”

“We’re on duty Sara.”

“I know.”

“I’d never be that personal…okay, I would. But I’d choose other words…at least until we had our first kiss.”

“I’m relieved to know that you can control yourself a little bit.” Sara smirked.

“It’s hard when you’re around but I try to manage.”

“You do good.”

“I hope I get some points for that.”

“I don’t have a point list for you, Ryan.”

“Not? What a pity. Anyway, do you have a case at the moment?”

“Yes, the double homicide.”

“With Sofia.”

“Yes.”

“You won’t leave her to be with me, will you?”

“No.” Sara laughed. 

“Thought so. But we’re still on for dinner?”

“Of course.”

“Good.”

“Ryan?”

“Yes?”

“We need to be very sure before we do anything that might make working together complicated.”

“We will.” He smiled a little bit. “Promise.”

“Good.” She got up. “I’ll see you around.”

“You can come around whenever you want.”

“I keep that in mind.” She smiled a little bit and left the office. Ryan had asked her to leave a case and join him. He knew they needed a good reason for that and neither Gil nor Cath would accept an explanation like ‘we want to spend some time together’ or ‘we’re nor sure if we’ll have a romance and need some time to find out’. No, they wouldn’t like that and Sara didn’t want to mix private life and business too much up. 

She walked back to the lab. She had some fingerprints and a knuckle print. If that was a print of the killer? It looked fresh. She also took some fingerprints from the door, most of them in a child size. 

“Up for some work in the field?” Greg came in the room.

“Why?”

“Let’s go back to the house, we need something more. Something that gives us a killer. And there is one neighbor Sofia couldn’t get hold on yesterday, maybe we can talk to him today. I feel lucky.”

“Buy a lottery ticket.”

“Did that already. If I’m a millionaire will you run away with me?”

“No Greg but I’ll visit you wherever you run to.” 

“That’s good too.” He threw the car keys to her. It was no question that Sara wanted to drive and he didn’t mind. 

“Anything special we’re looking for? I mean, we spent six hours in and around the house…”

“And got nothing. Or the lab isn’t fast enough. They are only through half of the prints but the DNA was from the male vic. The blood must have gotten on the blossom when he was shot. There were some splatter.”

“Yeah. Bugger I hoped it was the killer’s blood. We can look for traffic cams in the area, Doc Robbins has the TOD, we can check who was around that area.”

“Good idea. “ Greg got his cell out of the pocket. “It’s Greg, can you tell me where the closet traffic cams are from our crime scene? Yeah Mountain Ave…thanks.” He closed his cell. “The next cameras are too far away, there are too many other streets in between the killer could have used. We need to come up with something better.”

“We will. I don’t know what and where it is, but we’ll find it.”

“Can I quote you on that when Cath asks me what we found?”

“Sure if you want me in trouble.”

“I’ll say something.” He was quiet for a minute. “It’s strange seeing Cath with Sofia interrogate a suspect and not you.”

“Huh? Greg, it’s Cath’s case.”

“Yeah but it’s Sofia.”

“Sofia and me are not married and even  if we were, this is business and not private.”

“I know. I just like the two of you together. You’re a kind of cute.”

“Greg, do you have any fantasies about Sofia and me?”

“Can I add myself to this group?”

“You better don’t.”

“I don’t.”

She looked at him. “Don’t spend so much time with Hodges, Greg. That’s not good for you and our friendship.”

“I try not to.”

Half an hour later they were in the living room of Albert Stein, a retired physics professor. 

“Thanks for your time, Mister Stein.” Sara said.

“Not a problem at all. I’m sorry I wasn’t in yesterday but my old company called and needed me. Five years retired and they still call in the middle of the night because my replacements can’t handle everything. I wonder what they learn at university nowadays.” He was around five foot nine, had short gray hair, thick glasses and wore a gray suit. Even if he had been at home, it seemed like he preferred a formal suit than anything casual. 

“You were simply too good.”

“Once I wasn’t too far away of a nomination for the Nobel Price but that’s another story and you’re not her to listen to my old fame. What can I do for you?”

“We investigate the murder of your neighbors.”

“I heard that. Really nice people, I wonder who wants them dead. Was a burglary?”

“No, it doesn’t look like that.”

“Why kill two people? For no reason.”

“We try to find that out. Did you see anything unusual between eight and eleven yesterday evening?”

“I left my place around half ten because of the emergency in my old company and before…it was quiet outside, no trouble or anything like that.” He thought for a moment. “There was one of these small van in front of their house, around half nine. I remembered it because I wondered who that was. I thought of a delivery service but there was no advertisement on my side and these vans have them on both sides, haven’t they?”

“They do, yes.” Sara’s attention was on the old man. That sounded like something that might be interesting for them. A visitor. “Can you remember anything special about that van? Color? License plate?”

“I didn’t see the license plate. It was black, I think a Mercedes, looked quite new. I thought maybe the company bought it recently and had no time to get their advertisement on it. People don’t have time anymore. Or they’re unable to plan.”

“Did you see the driver?”

“No…do you think that was the killer?”

“We’re trying to find people who were around this area yesterday and if this was a delivery guy we need to talk to him or her. He or she might be a witness.”

“I didn’t see anybody else.”

“Do you know how long the van was in front of the neighbor house?”

“No, I didn’t stick around. I saw it, I wondered for a moment and then I minded my own business. Did you talk to the other neighbors?”

“Yes, we did. They didn’t see anything.”

“It was the best TV time, most people here are not available in the prime time.”

“Do you know if the Walshes had any enemies?”

“Not as far as I know. This is a nice neighborhood, everybody gets along with everybody.”

“Was there anybody who visit them often?”

“No. I know they went once a week out to a poker night, both liked to gamble a little bit. The daughter shows up once a months.”

“What about the son?”

“I can’t remember the last time I saw him. He lives in San Francisco, weird guy.”

“Why weird?”

“He never tried to get any contact with the neighbors when he lived here. He was friendly but he wasn’t interested in anything that happened here.”

“Did the Walshes talk about their children?”

“Sometimes they mentioned the daughter, she got married last year and became a mother a few months ago. Misses Walsh was very proud of her and always loved it when the grandchild was around.”

“What about the son?”

“No, I can’t remember the last time they talked about him. He went to college, what he is doing there, I don’t know. Not all children are close to their parents. I left home when I was twenty-one and saw my parents the next time when I was close over thirty. They lived in Europe, it took them over ten years to visit me and I had no intention to go back because I had everything I wanted and needed here.”

Sara got up. “Thanks for your time, Mister Stein.”

“I’ll have a look if I get anything from the black van.” Greg took his flashlight. “Oil, marks of the tires.”

“If the killer pretended to be a delivery guy his prints must be on the door or the bell.” Sara got her cell out. “Wendy, are you any further with the prints?…really?…try to get Cath, she is in an interview with the children, but I think she wants to know that….thanks.” She turned. “Wendy found a print and got a match in IAFIS. A man from San Francisco.”

“What a coincidence, the same place the son is from.”

“Yes. What is a man from San Francisco doing in Las Vegas?”

“A friend of the son?”

“The son who wasn’t here for a long time? There weren’t a lot of old prints, I got the newer ones.”

“You think the son has anything to do with that?”

“He’s the only connection to San Francisco so far.”

“Why would he kill his parents? Or pay somebody to kill them?”

“I don’t know, we’ll find out. I’ll have a look in the house, see if there’s anything that leads us to the son, that tells us about his relationship to his parents.”

Sara entered the house. She hadn’t checked the upper level last night because there was no evidence that anything related to the case had happened upstairs. Today she walked up the green carpet on the stairs and stopped for a brief moment on top of the stairs. The master bedroom was at the end of the hallway, a first bathroom was right next to her left, another one behind it, a bathroom across the floor of the second door. 

The first room had a poster of a horse hanging on it’s wall. Horses implicated usually a female child, she walked to the next room. This room had a poster with kitten on it’s wall. Sara furrowed her brows. Both poster weren’t exactly what she expected in a room of a male teenager. She walked to the cabinet. No sport trophy, no football or baseball cards, no magazine about cars. There was no personal sign of any child. She opened the wardrobe and found an evening dress. High school prom. It seemed like the kitten were the daughter’s favorite and the son was into horses. 

She walked back to the other room. No sport trophy, baseball or football cards and no car magazine were here either. No clothes in the wardrobe. If this was the room of the son, he had taken everything of his belongings with him. It was odd that the parents didn’t keep anything of their son, she hadn’t seen a photo or anything of him. There was a photo of a young woman with a man, she guessed it was the daughter on her wedding day. Why wasn’t the brother on the photo? 

A look at her watch told her Sofia and Cath should have finished their interviews by now. Not bothering to call Cath and get a heads up, she dialed Sofia’s number.

“What can I do for you?”

“Tell me about the interviews.”

“Well, the daughter…”

“Skip her, I’m interested in the son.”

“Are you? How come?”

“Call it an old San Francisco connection, can’t give you more, there’s no evidence so far.”

“When you say ‘so far’ it means you think, there is some evidence somewhere.”

“Didn’t say that.”

“Where are you?”

“In the house.”

“I’ll be with you in ten minutes.”

“Greg and an officer are here, no need to play babysitter.”

“See you in ten.” Sofia didn’t bother to argue and ended the call.

“Didn’t I say I don’t need you?” Sara sighed. Great, now she had to call Cath. She couldn’t let Sofia come here expecting something Sara didn’t have and don’t tell Cath about it…this big nothing.

“Cath, I just wanted to let you know that Sofia is on her way to the house.”

“Why’s that? You guys found something?”

“No. I asked her about the son and she said, she comes over.”

“Is the son a suspect?”

“I couldn’t find anything that tells that. In fact, I couldn’t find anything about him. There’s no photo, there’s nothing personal from his childhood and youth in the house. Did he tell you anything about his childhood?”

“He talked to Sofia, I talked to the daughter.”

“Did she mention her brother?”

“No, I mean, she said, she has a younger brother who lives in San Francisco, but that’s all. They seemed not to be close.”

“I’ll ask Sofia about him. Just wanted to give you the heads up. Greg’s still outside, looking for some evidence. The neighbor told us there was a black, unmarked van in front of the house. He didn’t pay more attention to it, so he couldn’t give us anything else. Greg is looking for oil, tire marks, anything that gives us an idea. All we know, it was a Mercedes and quite new.”

“You think the San Francisco guy Wendy told me about was the driver?”

“I don’t know, so far there’s no evidence for that.”

“Give me a call if you get anything new.”

“Will do. Talk to you later.” Sara put her cell back in her pocket. One family, two children, three people on photos, four in the family. What was it with the son? It could be something simply, he didn’t like photos. She never understood why people could put photos of themselves on every wall. Art, landscapes, animals, everything but yourself? Okay, she had these two photos of her and Sofia, one from Waikiki, one from Australia, but that was holiday and they were not in the middle of the wall so that everybody could see them, they were on her desk, remembering her, not to work at home. 

“Where are you?” Sofia’s voice got her back out of her thoughts.

“Upstairs.”

Sara walked to the door to greet her friend and show her in which room she was in.

“Okay, tell me what you’re looking for.”

“Anything about the son.”

“Why him?”

“Wendy found a print from a guy who lives in San Francisco, the son is the only connection we know about to San Francisco.”

“She has a name.”

“Yeah, she gave all the details to Cath, who should have called you.”

“She didn’t. Ryan was along, she might have asked him.”

“Ouch, taking your case away.”

“Hitting on your man.”

“He isn’t my man and if she gets him, I know I don’t have to waste any time in him.”

“True. That’s the son’s room?”

“I think. In the other room is a high school prom evening dress. But there’s nothing in here. I mean, I can’t talk about myself, but doesn’t your mother have anything of your childhood and teenager time?”

“According to my mom her gray hair and wrinkles are from my teenager time. I’m not sure if she has them all in my old room, the last time I saw her, she had the wrinkles with her. Right in her face.”

“You’re mean.” Sara giggled.

“I was only quoting her and telling you what I saw. And yes, she has some more things and photos. I hate this awful baby and toddler photos.”

“I haven’t seen them, have I?”

“I don’t hope so.”

“The next time we’re visiting your mom, I’ve to ask her for the photos.”

“You do that and I won’t talk to you anymore and won’t invite you anymore.”

“I’m sure you were a cute child.”

“Keep your imagination, it’s like New Orleans, some things you don’t want to destroy by reality.”

“If it comes to you I forget things like that.”

“Very funny.” Sofia held in for a second, drifted away in her thoughts. 

“Sara, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“It’s about your childhood so you change your answer if you like to.” Sofia got closer to Sara, put her hand on the brunette’s arm. 

“Ask.”

“When you were a child, did you have things you didn’t want anybody to know about? I don’t mean ideas, thoughts, wishes, I mean real things, you treasured so much you tried to hide them from everybody else.”

“Yes.”

“Maybe it was the same with Ike Walsh. We have to think like a child, teenager who tries to hide things. Where could he put things?”

“If there was anything don’t you think he took it with him when he left this house?”

“Some things you can’t take with you, you have to leave them wherever they are because they feel right only there.”

Sara closed her eyes while Sofia’s eyes were on Sara. Observing every move, every little change in her friend’s mimic. She hated to ask that question, to get Sara back to a place and a time she was hurt so much but they both had to think like a possible suspect to make sure they did their job right. 

“Are you alright?” Sofia stroke with her finger over Sara’s hand.

“It’s a wooden floor, he might have loosen a board and hide something under it. Parents don’t look there. It will be a board hidden under a furniture, anything you can move away quickly, nothing too heavy because you’re a child and nothing that attracts parents.”

“A nightstand?”

“For example.” They walked to the nightstand, each packed one side and carried it away. Sofia got down and touched the floor, tried to move the boards. 

“I can’t find a loose end.”

“Something else?” Sara walked to the desk and started to look at the floor under it. 

“Maybe he didn’t leave it in his room, maybe it’s somewhere else.”

“You put something in another room you have the risk that your parents will ask you why you are in this room, they might be in the room when you want your hidden thing and they might see you walking to or away the room. It has to be somewhere where parents won’t get suspicious when the child walks in and out and is alone for some time.”

“A tree house?”

“I haven’t seen one but it doesn’t mean there isn’t one or that the tree house is on the property-“

“If it’s somewhere else it’s too dangerous to leave your things there. Other kids might find them and it’s too far away.” Sofia got up and looked out of the window.

“The attic? The basement?”

“The bathroom. The master bedroom has it’s own bathroom, I saw it on the blueprints, the children shared the other one. You share a bathroom with a woman, the woman’s attention is always on the mirror and the bathroom cabinet with her beauty crèmes inside.” Sara left the room before Sofia could reacted. 

The blonde sighed and shook her head. She really hated it when Sara was with her thoughts back in her childhood. No matter how often she told her, she was fine and could live with her past, Sofia could feel Sara suffered whenever she went back and remembered. 

Quietly she followed her friend to find her on her knees in front of the bath tube. With a screwdriver Sara had loosen a board. 

“They have made these boards around the tube, it’s hollow between the tube and the wall, the perfect place to hide something. Plus, you lock the door when you’re in the bathroom and nobody will be suspicious about that. The perfect place.” 

Sofia got down next to Sara. 

“These boards were loose, or let’s say: they weren’t as solid as they’re supposed to be.” Sara put another board down. They had a good look in the space between tube and wall but there was nothing to see. 

“There’s nothing inside.” Sara sighed.

“I think if there was something inside, he took it with him. No need to leave anything behind when you’re moving out or after you killed your parents and ended your past.”

“Yeah. Do you know what they’ve written in their will? Is there anything mentioned?”

“I don’t know, we can ask the lawyer in the morning.”

“I wonder if the son – after there is no sign of him in the house – is mentioned in the will.” She started to put the boards back. 

“We can talk to the sister about the brother. She has given birth to a baby not to long about, she should be home in the morning.”

“Early visit about eight?”

“With a baby she’ll be awake.”

“She should, yes.” Sofia offered Sara her hand to help her back on her feet. The brunette took it and found herself in Sofia’s arms.

“Stop worrying about me, Smuggy, I’m really fine.”

“I hate it when I have to get you back to your childhood.”

“You don’t have to. I’m an adult, I can handle it and if I’ve got a problem, I’ll let you know immediately.”

“Immediately?”

“Yes, I promise. Right now I’m fine. Come on, we have a case to close. I want answers.” They had to wait for a few hours until it was time to go to the daughter of the dead couple. Time, to see what Greg had found. 

Part 3

“Misses Hendrikson, thanks that you’ve got some time for us.” Sofia shook the hand of the daughter of the victims. “I’m detective Curtis, that’s Sara Sidle with the crime lab.”

“You said you’ve got some more questions.”

“Yes.”

“Come in. I’m sorry that’s a little bit messy, the baby didn’t sleep last night and there was a lot of trouble…and my parents…”

“No need to excuse yourself, Misses Hendrikson.” Sara smiled a little bit. “We don’t care about that.”

“I do. Mom would have never approved…” She stopped and swallowed hard. “Come in, please.” She let Sara and Sofia in the house and guided them to the living room. A crying baby was on a thick blanket. The young mother picked it up and tried to calm it down. 

“What can I do for you? Are you still working or again working?”

“Still working.”

“In that case I’m sure you want to go home soon. What questions do you have?”

“We were in the house of your parents. There are photos of them and you, but none of your brother. We wonder why that is.”

“The relationship between them and my brother weren’t the best.”

“How comes?”

“My brother has his own way of living the rest of the family doesn’t agree on.”

“What way of living is that?”

“In sin.”

“He’s living with his girlfriend and isn’t married?” Sofia was stunned. Did people really called living together in an unmarried relationship a sin? She thought the society was over that since twenty or thirty years. 

“No, he isn’t living with a woman, that would be a thing the family could handle without a problem.”

“I’m sorry I don’t understand what you then with ‘living in sin’.”

“He does not love the natural way.”

“He does not love the natural way? Do you tell me your brother does something illegal?” Sofia wasn’t sure if she understood the woman right. Was she telling her, her brother had a sexual relationship with a minor? 

“The law doesn’t see it as illegal but God does.”

“I’m afraid I can’t follow here.” She looked helpless to Sara who shook slightly her head. 

“He loves…no he thinks he is in love with a man.”

“He’s gay?” That was the problem of the family? That was why his photos weren’t welcome on the walls? That was why there was nothing of him in the house? 

“Yes. He had turned towards the sin and the devil.”

“Misses Hendrikson…” Sara started and stopped herself. It wasn’t her job to tell the woman that her brother didn’t make the decision to love a man and that there was nothing unnatural about it. That wasn’t her business. She was here to find a murderer. 

“….how did your parents react to that?”

“They were ashamed. They tried to get him back to the right way, they sent him to so many priests, they tried hospitals, everything. He didn’t change, he didn’t try to work with all these people who wanted to help him to get back on God’s path of love. He turned his back on the whole family and the church. And when he left to San Francisco, the place where these disgusting and unmoral behave is accepted, we knew, we had lost the fight and him.”

“Did your parents have any contact with him?”

“No.”

“Because they didn’t want or he didn’t want?”

“He wasn’t a member of the family anymore, there was no reason to have any contact with him.”

“Do you have any contacts with him?”

“Unfortunately I saw him last evening at the police department. I went to church right away and prayed that God will make sure the bad spirit of him can’t take over me.”

“Does your husband thinks the same?”

“Of course. We met in the church, we’re honest and we live the word God has sent us.”

“Did your brother ever tried to get in contact with your family?”

“No.”

“Did he ever brought a partner home?”

“As soon as my parents found out he was a sinner, they sent him to church, let him stay there, sent him to a camp but he didn’t change so told him he wasn’t welcome in the house anymore. They would have never invited one of these sinners and perverts over.” She kissed her baby. “I hope God will protect you from all these sins. Detective, I’d like to stop talking about that, the evil spirit might come in and I’ve no idea how strong my baby is. God will take care of him but as we can see on my brother, sometimes the evil spirit is too strong.”

“One more question: Do you know anything about the will of your parents?”

“They house goes to me, so do the cars. The money goes to the church.”

“Your brother?”

“As I told you, he isn’t a member of the family for us. I’m sorry, I really think we should stop here. Sorry.”

“That’s alright, we’ll leave you alone now. Thanks Misses Hendrikson.”

“Detective, do you think the devil took control over my brother and made him kill my parents?”

“There’s no evidence that your brother was in the house, Misses Hendrikson.” Sofia shook the hand of the woman and followed Sara out. 

In silent they walked to the car and sat down. 

“Where would you like to go now?” Sofia asked.

“Somewhere where people don’t try to wash my mind and don’t live in a time America wasn’t explored.”

“I know what you mean. He lives in sin. The devil has taken over him. This young man loves other men, I don’t understand why people still have a problem with that. Even when you read the bible very carefully you find out, same sex relationships were mentioned in there and nobody is trying to connect that with the devil. 

I tell you one thing, when I’m a mother and my child or my children are gay, I’ll love them even more and will encourage them to bring their partner over. There’s no difference in love. There’s no difference in love to a man or a woman. It’s about love, that’s main part. I wonder why people still make a difference. It’s like skin color, there’s no difference, it’s under every skin color the same kind of human.”

“You’ll be a good mother, Sofia.” Sara took the hand of her friend.

“You’ll be a good godmother, I hope.”

“I can try.”

“Shall we go and see the sinner or do you need to get a cross for that? And…whatever else can scare the devil away.”

“I’m sure if we had told her we share a bed sometimes, she had kicked us out of the house and called the major that two of his employees had tried to bring sin in her house.”

“Yeah…I left my evil spirit in the house. You?”

“I ordered my evil spirit to get into her and make her love a woman.”

“I’m sure if she suspects something like that by herself and can’t find any help and relief in the church, she’ll kill herself.”

“You might be right there.” Sara shook her head. There were a lot strange people around. One day she would be used to them. Or at least wouldn’t be that surprised anymore.

“Lorenzo Walsh, I’m detective Curtis, we spoke to each other yesterday. And that’s Sara Sidle, she’s with the crime lab.” Sofia had driven them to the motel Lorenzo Walsh had given her as his address for the time he was staying in Vegas. 

“I know who you are. What do you want?”

“I’d like to ask you some more questions.”

“Did you find the killer of my parents?”

“No.”

“Why aren’t you out looking for him.”

“Why do you think it’s a male?”

“Statistics say most murderer are male, aren’t they?”

“Yes they are.” 

“Come in.” He stepped aside and let them in the small room. Clothes were lying on the floor, two empty pizza boxes, some bottles of beer. 

“I didn’t expect any visitors and the house keeping here isn’t that good.”

“We don’t mind. I’d like to ask you something more about the relationship between you and your parents.”

“As I told you before we weren’t close.”

“Why.”

“Different points of view about my life.”

“Like.”

“I didn’t agree what they believed in, they didn’t believe in what I believe in.”

“What do you believe in?” Sara asked. 

“I believe every human has the right to be the way he is. No matter if any institution doesn’t agree on that. An institution should never be more important than your children.”

“Your parents were more interest in the church than in you, weren’t they?”

“Yes Miss Sidle.”

“We talked to your sister…” Lorenzo Walsh laughed short and bitter. 

“Anything funny about that?”

“No, nothing funny. I’m sure she told everything the same way they would have told you. I was the black sheep of the family. Or I am.”

“She doesn’t see you as a part of the family.”

“I’m not surprised.”

“She said you’re gay.”

“I’m sure she didn’t use these words. No, my sister uses words like ‘sinner’, ‘a poor soul lost God’s way’ or ‘a soul the evil spirit has taken over’. I know all these phrases, I grew up with them.”

“When did that start?”

“You mean when did I find out that I’m gay? Or when did they find out I’m gay? Or when did they start trying to rescue me and bring me back to god’s way?”

“All of that.”

“I found out when I was fifteen. Nobody ever talked about being gay in family. That was rule, don’t talk about sins and no sin will haunt you. When I was seventeen I had my first boyfriend, my family thought we were only friends. One night my sister came in my room without knocking and found my boyfriend and me in bed. Naked, having sex. She screamed, got my parents in the room, they kicked my boyfriend out and made me pray and beg God for forgiveness for the whole night. The next morning they called the priest, who talked to me for hours. 

A few month later, my boyfriend had of course kicked me out of his life after this experience with my parents, I had a new boyfriend. My parents, very suspicious now when a friend was over, didn’t let me close the door anymore and every few minutes one of them walked along the hallway to have a look what we were doing. So we met somewhere else. They found out and sent me to a psychiatric clinic. The doctor there couldn’t heal me from my disease and I came to a camp with other sexual disorientated people. Surprisingly this camp also didn’t work out and my parents threw me out of the house. I left to San Francisco, got a job, started college and my life became a good life.”

“You didn’t have any contact with your family anymore?”

“No. For them I was a sinner, a man of the devil, who would bring the evil spirit to their house when I was there.”

“When was the last time you saw them?”

“I tried to talk to them after I turned twenty-one, they didn’t let me in the house. I thought, I had managed to live without them for three years, I could do it for the rest of my life.”

“But you came here when they died.”

“You asked me to come.”

“You don’t want to say goodbye to them?”

“I’m sure they’ve something written down that will keep me away from their funeral. If not, my lovely and perfect sister will make sure, I’ll stay away.”

“The relationship between your sister and you isn’t that good?”

“Like between a dog and a cat.”

“Where is your company?” Sofia asked.

“I beg your pardon?” 

“I believe you can eat two pizza, I believe you can drink a lot beer but I don’t believe you’ve got shoes in two different sizes.” She pointed to two pairs of sneaker, one bigger than the other one.

“Out.”

“So early?”

“Some people are early riser.”

“What is his name?”

“I don’t think that’s your business.”

“Everything is my business if I make it to my business.”

“He has nothing to do with all this things, he isn’t important to me.”

“Leave that to me.”

He shook his head. 

“May I have a look in the bathroom?”

“Don’t you need a warrant for that?”

“Do you have anything to hide?”

“I think it’s the best when you leave now, detective. Please.”

“Don’t leave the city, Mister Walsh.” Sofia said when she turned. “We might have more questions and it will look very bad when you’re gone.”

“I’m in the city until the day after tomorrow.”

“Good to know.” Sofia left the room. 

Sara stopped before she left. “Hating the parents for something they did wrong is alright. Killing them isn’t.” 

“Good-bye, Miss Sidle.” 

Sara followed Sofia. There was something the young man knew and he didn’t want them to find out. What meant, Sofia wouldn’t stop until she had find out. 

Sara was tired when she came home. It was almost ten in the morning, over twelve hours of work lay behind here. Slowly she walked up the stairs to her apartment and was greeted by a strange bunch of flowers. First of all, all of the flowers were different, she didn’t see a matching pair and second, there were little paper butterflies knotted to the blossoms. 

“You worked too long.”

Surprised she turned around. Ryan was sitting on a stair, looking at her and the flowers.

“What are you doing here? I thought we’ve an appointment for dinner.” She didn’t remember that they wanted to meet for breakfast. Sara wasn’t in the mood for breakfast. 

“We have.” He stood up and walked to her. 

“But?”

“But…” He stopped and sighed. “…I’m not sure you want to hear that, Sara.”

“What? You won’t make it for dinner?”

“No, that’s not what I’m talking about.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I missed you.”

“What?”

“I missed you.” 

“Ryan, we…you…I…”

“Yes, you and I are we. Do you think we can go in?”

“Sure.” She took the flowers, opened the door and let him in. Ryan had waited for her to come home. He had brought her flowers. They had an appointment for dinner and he didn’t want to wait. She wasn’t sure what to make out of this. 

To be occupied she put the flowers into water and took a another look at the butterflies. 

“What are they for?”

“Little notes for you, one for every day. There are thirty, a note for every day.” Ryan put his hands on her arms, started to move slowly up and down. 

Sara closed her eyes. “Ryan…I…” She what? She didn’t want him to be here? That was a lie, she wanted him here. I can’t do it? Another lie. She could and again, she wanted. Why was she trying to deny something that was obvious? Why was she not giving herself the freedom to do what she wanted to do? 

“Yes?”

“I’m glad you’re here.”

“Are you?”

She turned, got her arms around his neck, pulled his head down and kissed him. His lips felt so good, he tasted so good. She wanted more of these lips, this taste. Getting her arms free of his hands, her hands wandered under his shirt. Everything she only could imagine under the shirt, she could feel now. Her hands on his skin, moving his shirt higher and higher to get more and more of him. He held her, let her make the decision what they were doing and how fast. 

Not willing to stand any longer at the bench, she pushed him backwards to the couch and got on top of him as soon as he was half sitting, half lying. There was no doubt, she wanted this, she wanted him. Impatience she got his shirt away and enjoyed for a second the view. It was a view for her. He had a six pack, like she had assumed the whole time. Slowly her hands ran up and down his body, trying to touch every inch of it. 

Not willing to stop here as one part of her brain told her, started to open his belt not stopping kissing him and listening to the other voice in her head, telling her to go on and do what she wanted to do for so long. She had denied her own feelings towards the lieutenant long enough. 

“What are you doing, Sara?” He whispered in her ear. 

“What I wanted to do since I’ve met you.” It surprised herself that she said that. 

“Are you sure?”

“Yes I am. And I can feel you want the same or do you want to tell me you have your weapon not in your holster?” She smiled. 

“Depends. I’ve a special weapon for you.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you also have special cuffs for me, lieutenant?”

“No, I like your hands, I don’t want you handcuffed.” He started to undress her. 

“Don’t you? What do you like me to do or to be?”

“Surprise me Sara.” 

“I can certainly do that.” She pressed her lips on his. Somehow sleeping wasn’t that important anymore. 

“We have to get up.” Sara snuggled deeper in Ryan’s arm. 

“I know.”

“Five more minutes?”

“Let’s say seven.”

“Alright.” She kissed him softly. 

“You know, I had my doubts we would ever come this far.”

“Why?”

“You didn’t seem to be interested in me. I was fascinated by you after the first night we worked together and you didn’t pay any attention to me.”

“I did realize you were there but I think when I’m working, my mind is occupied with the case and everything that’s private is hold back.”

“That’s what I told myself but then…”

“Then what?”

“Well, I heard this rumor.”

“There’s a rumor about me?” Sara furrowed her brows. “What have I done now?”

“Sofia.”

“Huh?”

“Some people think you and Sofia are lovers and when I heard that, I thought I can forget all my interests in you. I know it’s not very professional to listen to rumors, but you two spend a lot of time together. And she’s the only one who gets close to you even while you’re working.”

“Sofia and me are friends.”

“You spend a lot of time with her, she sleeps here, you sleep at her place all the time.”

“Yes, it’s nice to talk to somebody after work, get all the things of the cases out of your head by telling them to somebody else. She usually sleeps on the sofa.”

“Usually?” He raised an eyebrow and smirked. 

“Yes. I don’t mind sharing a bed with her but there’s nothing sexual between us. Only a deep friendship, if that’s what you wanted to know.”

“All I want to know is if I’m the only one or if you want me to share you.”

“Would you do that? Sharing me?”

“No. I strongly believe in relationships that involve only two people.”

“Good, so do I. But I’m afraid you’ll have to live with her in my life as she’s my best friend; and your colleague.”

“I can live with that. As long as she stays on the sofa and I’m in your bed we can have breakfast parties every day.”

“She’s quite busy with her bartender, I doubt she wants to have breakfast parties with us every day.”

“A bartender?”

“Yes.” Sara smiled. “Looks like we both got lucky this week.”

“You could have been lucky a few weeks earlier.”

“That’s what Sofia told me all the time.”

“She’s a good lieutenant.”

“Of course she is. She talked me into calling you two days ago and having breakfast together. She really wanted us to end up like this.”

“And that after she was so flirty the first week.”

“Until she found out you were only interested in me.”

“I must have been very obvious.”

“Don’t ask me.”

“I know, you didn’t pay attention to me.”

“I did. A little bit. I mean, you are really nice to look at, so whenever I felt like having a small break, I undressed you with my eyes.”

“You undressed me?” He pulled her on top.

“Yes.”

“Like last night?”

“Kind of.”

“I’d love to hear more but unfortunately we’ve to leave your bed. Work is waiting.”

“Yeah, I planed to catch a killer today. You?”

“I caught a fairytale I’m happy.” He kissed her.

“That’s not professional.”

“No, it’s not. I’ll teach you to be a little bit more private, Sara.”

“Good luck with that” She rose and took his hand. “Let’s take a shower, shall we?”

“Can’t imagine anything more sexy than you naked under water next to me.” He smirked and followed her. 

***

“I’ve got a copy of the will of the Walshes.” Sofia handed the paper over to Sara. 

“And? I’m sure you read it already.”

“Nothing for the son, like the daughter said. He isn’t even mentioned with one word. Did you have anything on the print.”

“Yes, a name. Bob Jefferson.”

“And could the colleagues in San Fran find him?”

“No, they couldn’t. According to detective Manda, nobody saw Mister Jefferson the last four days.”

“He could be here.”

“Yes he could. Another very interesting thing was, one neighbor could remember that Mister Jefferson had a daily visitor who happens to look just like Lorenzo Walsh. Isn’t that a crazy coincidence?”

“It’s a very interesting coincidence. I think I’d like to talk to Mister Walsh junior again.”

“So does Cath.”

“You gonna let her in?”

“It’s her case” Sara smiled.

“Right. Okay, I’ll catch up with her.”

“And I’ll be behind the mirror watching you. Oh, Bob Jefferson is on the cast, your colleagues are looking for him.”

“He doesn’t happen to drive a black Mercedes van?”

“No, he drives an old Buick. License plate is out too.”

“You were busy.”

“I’m always busy to do a good job.”

“Of course. I’ll see you later.”

“Good luck, lieutenant.” 

Sofia found Cath in front of the interview room. The strawberry blonde was reading a file.

“Hey, is Walsh there?”

“Waiting inside. What do you have?”

“Somebody who looks like Walsh Junior is a regular visitor of Bob Jefferson, whose print was on the door. I wonder what he can tell us about this man.”

“Coincidence?”

“I don’t believe that.”

“Let’s see what Walsh has to say.” Cath got up and followed Sofia in the interview room. 

“Mister Walsh, nice to see you again.”

“Can’t say the same, lieutenant Curtis.” The young man barely looked at Sofia. 

“You can get rid off me by telling us the truth. The more you tell us, the faster we are away.”

“I told you the truth.”

“You didn’t tell me about Bob Jefferson.”

“Who’s that?” It was obvious for Sofia and Cath that the young man was lying. 

“Your boyfriend.”

“I’m sorry?”

“If you want not to see us for any longer you should start to tell us the truth. Let’s try it again: Bob Jefferson.”

“Never heard of him.”

A knock on the door let them look up. Sara’s head came in the room. 

“I’m sorry. Cath, can I talk to you for a second? It’s important.”

“Sure.” 

A minute later Cath was back. 

“Mister Walsh, Bob Jefferson.”

“I told you I don’t know this man.”

“Are you telling me you don’t know the people you’re sleeping with?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Bob Jefferson’s prints were found on the door to your motel room.”

“He might have stayed in there before, I don’t know.”

“You want us to believe such a coincidence?”

“Yes.”

“How do you explain that he rent a black van, the same kind of van that was seen in front of your parents’ house?”

“Maybe they knew each other, I can’t tell you. I didn’t have any contacts to my parents.”

“He is your lover.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Look, we don’t care that you’re gay. It doesn’t matter. But we do care that you and the prime suspect are having a relationship. Having him and you in Las Vegas, him rent a black van, the same van in front of your parents’ house, that are a lot of coincidences.”

“Things like that happen.”

“Can you explain why he paid for your room?”

“What?”

“He paid for the room you’re staying in at the moment, he arrived at the same time like you, he shares a room with you. We talked to the housekeeper, it’s not a coincidence that you and him are here, you are both here together. And you were here before your parents got killed.”

“Can you prove anything of that?” He looked angry at Cath. 

Sofia was asking herself the same. She had no idea what Sara had told Cath but she hoped the CSI had some evidence. 

“We’re getting a warrant for your room right now, also for your room in San Francisco. We’ve a witness who saw you and Mister Jefferson together. We have another witness who saw the black van the night of the murder in front of your parents’ house. We have a black van rent by a young man who looked like Mister Jefferson for the particular night. We’ll get his prints out of the van and I can promise you, when we’ll find your prints in there too, you’ll have a very big problem. You won’t go to hell but you’ll go for the rest of your life into prison. If we find out you pulled the trigger, you’ll face prosecution for double murder. That will give you the needle. In your own interested, you should start to talk.”

“I didn’t kill my parents.”

“Not good enough. Why are you here? Why did you come to Vegas? Don’t tell me it was to see them.”

“Gambling.”

“You can gamble in San Francisco just fine, Mister Walsh.”

“Every town has it’s own flair and the flair of San Fran isn’t gambling.”

“Why did Mister Jefferson came here?”

“You have to ask him yourself.”

“Tell us where he is and we’ll do it.”

“I can’t help you there.”

“Hey, how did it go with Walsh?” Sara came more jogging than walking into the department.

“He said he has no idea who and where Bob Jefferson is. Where have you been? You look like you were out for a run.” Sofia was a little bit amused. 

“I was out to print the black van with Greg. At least one print is from Jefferson, I compared them at the rental car place. Wendy will do the same with the computer. So far there were no prints of Walsh. Did he say anything to the murder of his parents?”

“No. We don’t have anything that places him in the house. You think he asked Jefferson to kill for him?”

“They are a couple, you do crazy things when you’re in love. Wouldn’t be the first time we have a case like that. Where’s Cath?”

“At the motel, we’ve a warrant to search the room. She’ll get the evidence we need to connect Jefferson with Walsh. Do we really a witness who saw both together?”

“Yes, I called the motel, sent them a photo of both men and the women affirmed that both men are staying in the same room, arrived at the same time.”

“You were busy, you know sometimes you even do a little bit of police work.”

“What can I say? I’ve a friend who is a lieutenant and I learnt a little bit.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Do you know…”

“Lieutenant Curtis?” An officer stepped to them. “Sorry to interrupt. We’ve a Bob Jefferson in.”

“What? Where?”

“Interview room four.”

“Thanks.” Sofia raised an eye brow. “I’ll call Cath. Would you start with me when she’s fine with that?”

“Absolutely.”

“Thanks. I’ll call Cath.”

“I get the evidence we have against Jefferson together.” 

Ten minutes later they had met again. 

“Heads up please. We do it, Cath needs another hour, but has Jefferson’s prints in the room.”

“I’ve got the prints from the van, the statement of the woman who checked them in the motel and a blossom of an orchid.”

“The one we found in the house?”

“No, one that Greg found in the van and that’s from the same flower like the one we found in the house. Hodges just confirmed that.”

“CSI isn’t bad today.”

“Today? I pretend you didn’t say that, lieutenant.” 

Sofia grinned. “Come on, let’s make him confess.”

They walked in the room. Jefferson, a tall man with short blond hair and gray eyes was sitting at the table. Next to him a lawyer. 

“Mister Jefferson, I’m lieutenant Curtis, that’s Miss Sidle with the crime lab.”

“My client wishes not to talk to him unless you’ll apologize for all the inconvenience you put him through?”

“Like what?”

“Like dragging him out of a casino. That was very embarrassing for him.”

“I’m sure the officer asked him kindly to follow him and when your client refuses, the officer has to do his job in another way. Why did your client refuses to talk to us?”

“It’s his right not to talk to you.”

“Your client is the prime suspect in a double homicide case.”

“My client didn’t kill anybody.”

“Of course not. Mister Jefferson, can you tell me how your relationship to Mister Walsh is?”

“My client never heard of that name.”

“Strange, that’s the same what Mister Walsh said.”

“What is strange about that?”

“Let’s start with, they both checked in the same motel, the same day and the same room, your client paid for both with his credit card and they want us to believe they don’t know each other. It’s sounds strange for me.”

“There must be a check in mistake.”

“I could accept that as a reason if there weren’t people seeing your client and Mister Walsh in the same room. You book a room for yourself and somebody goes with you in your room, you’ll ask why, don’t you?”

“I’ve no idea what all these things have to do with a double homicide.”

“The parents of Mister Walsh got killed. Mister Jefferson is the lover of Mister Walsh.”

“Being the lover of somebody doesn’t make you a killer.”

“No, but your prints in a van, that looks exactly like the van that was seen at the scene at the time of the murder, a print on the door of your client. Isn’t it strange to rent a van and go to the house of your lover’s parents, who are dead a little bit later?”

“Coincidence.”

“I don’t believe in coincidence.”

“Do you have anything that proves my client killed anybody?”

“We found a blossom at the scene and a blossom of the same flower was in the van.”

“The company didn’t clean the van. That’s not the fault of my client when he’s driving around with a dirty rental car.”

“It was from the same flower that was in the house, we tested it. Do you like orchids, Mister Jefferson?”

“I’m not interested in flowers.”

“Thought so. Misses Walsh was interested in flowers, that’s what her daughter told me. Seeing a young man with a big bunch of flowers was enough for her to open the door. Maybe she thought her husband had ordered them for her as a surprise. She had no idea that you’re the lover of her son, she didn’t approve his sexual orientation, she and her husband had no contact with their son, they had sent him to hospitals and priests when they found out he was gay. You knew everything about them, they knew nothing about you. You used that. They let you in the house and you shot them there.”

“There’s no evidence for that.”

“You should have taken a better lawyer, Mister Jefferson. One that knows we don’t accuse you of anything without evidence. Right now there’s a CSI team in your motel room, getting more evidence about your and Walsh junior’s relationship. We talked to your lover earlier, don’t worry he didn’t say a word about you. He was willing to go down for you, I guess that’s what you call love. The question is, do you love him enough to get him not go down with you?”

“Don’t say a word.” The lawyer ordered. 

“He loves you, he wants to give his life for you. What about you? Do you love him or will you disappoint him like his parents did? Will you be another disappointment or will you be there for you?”

“He has nothing to do with this.” Jefferson said quietly.

“Don’t say a word.”

“They’ll get Lorenzo for this and it wasn’t him. He had nothing to do with all of this. He didn’t even want to go to Las Vegas.”

“You convinced him.”

“We’re a couple since two years, I know everything about his childhood and teenager time. I know how he suffered, what his parents did to him…”

“Mister Jefferson, I’ve to insist…”

“Shut up, I’m talking. Lorenzo’s parents sent him away when they found out he’s gay, yes. They sent him in hospitals, they sent him to priests but the worst thing was, they sent him in this camp. You know what they do there to you when you’re gay? They make you rape women. Isn’t that a lovely way to find your love to woman? Raping them. And I’m not talking about having sex with a hooker, I’m talking about rape. Rape of female teenager who are in this camp because they’re lesbians. The ‘teachers’ want the teenager to find out how real love and the right kind of sex feels. Do you  have any idea what that does to teenager?”

“No I don’t.” And Sofia hated the fact that Sara was sitting in the room. She wanted her friend out of here right now. Why didn’t she get Cath? Damn it, she had thought it was nothing more than an angry son or boyfriend of the son who wanted to make the parents pay. It was more, a lot of more. 

“They assaulted his body and his soul and never paid for that. He has nightmares, he is in therapy, he feels guilty, he’s scared that he might get arrested for raping a girl he never wanted to rape, he was forced to rape. You have no idea how his life is, you’ve no idea how it feels to see how he suffers every day. And all that because his parents are crazy.”

“That’s why you killed them.”

“Sinners have to burn in hell. I hope they’ll do that now. They are the sinners, not him.”

“Killing two people is a sin too.”

“People like Lorenzo’s parents deserve to be killed. With their thoughts, their action and their influence they send so many people to their suicide and they celebrate that. They feel proud of themselves when somebody who’s gay killed himself because they’ve helped to clean God’s earth from sinners.”

“Did Lorenzo know what you wanted to do?”

“No.”

“What did you tell him?”

“I told him I want to talk to his parents, make them talk to me so that they can see I’m not a monster. I tried to call them, we tried to visit them, they didn’t want to talk to us, called us sinners and sons of the devil. They hurt Lorenzo so much, he was crying all the time when he got rejected again. All he wanted, all he asked for, was some love from his parents. Is it too much to ask for? If you want your parents to love you?”

“No.” 

“In that family it was. I couldn’t watch that any longer. I knew Lorenzo would never be happy with his parents so I made the decision I’d get them out of his life. I got the van, dressed up as a delivery guy, hid the gun in the flowers and shot them when I was in the house. And I tell you something, I think the devil was coming up from hell and took them right into there. There was no light, no ray of the sun from above to get them to heaven, they went straight down to hell. I hope they’ll suffer there, I hope all their nightmares will come true.”

“Killing them makes you a sinner too.”

“I’m not afraid of hell. People put me through hell on earth I doubt if there’s another hell, it will be as bad as life here. If you want you can arrest me but I won’t plea guilty for killing two human beings, I plea guilty to making the planet a better place.”

“I doubt the judge will agree with you.”

“I don’t care. I know what I did was right and I’d do it again.”

“Bob Jefferson I arrest you for the murder of Eilen and Ike Walsh.”

“Do you have a date with Ryan?” Sofia got Sara in the locker room. 

“No, not that I know of one. Why?”

“I would like to invite you over to breakfast.”

“What about Marco?”

“He has to sleep alone.”

“Be nice to your boyfriend Sofia.”

“I am. Tomorrow. Do you come with me now?”

“Don’t tell Marco to stay away for me, Sofia.”

Sofia walked to Sara, got in her personal space so that the brunette was between the lieutenant and the lockers. 

“I like Marco, I like spending time with him, but there’ll never be a guy so important that I’ll leave you alone after a night like this. If you don’t have a date with Ryan you’ll have one with me.”

“I knew it was about the case.”

“Yes it is. I hated that you were in the room when the boyfriend talked, when he told us about Lorenzo’s childhood. I know you have his words in your mind, you’ll have them in your mind for a while, you’ll get nightmares, seeing you in Lorenzo’s shoes. I won’t leave you alone, I won’t let you wake up, trembling and sweating because you were caught in a nightmare. I’ll be there, I’ll get you out of the nightmare and I’ll hold you until you feel safe again. Like it or hate but I don’t intent to let you change anything about my plans. Am I clear?”

“Are you trying to force me into something?”

“Yes. You know I’d never risk a fight but this time I would. I won’t leave you alone, no matter what you say. Try to lock me out of the apartment, I’ll find my way in.”

“You’ve got keys to my apartment, it makes no sense to lock the door. And I’d feel stupid when I lock myself in my bedroom.”

“Good.”

“Do you stop threatening me now?”

“I never treated you.”

“Uh-huh.” Sara took her things. “Come on lieutenant I’m tired.”

Following Sara in her own car Sofia was glad when they arrived at Sara’s apartment. As soon as they were inside Sofia got Sara in her arms, pressed her to her body and got her mouth to the ear of the brunette. 

“Please tell me you’re not mad at me.”

“If I would you wouldn’t be here.” Sara laid her head on Sofia’s shoulder. 

“I don’t want to force you into something, but I’m too scared you’ll have nightmares after all that what Jefferson told us. I can’t just leave you alone to it, I love you too much, Sara.”

“I love you too, Sofia. Otherwise you wouldn’t be here – again. Come on, get a shower and I start to prepare some breakfast….brunch.”

“I don’t want to leave you.”

“You don’t leave me, you’re in the bathroom and I promise I won’t run away.”

“That’s too far away from you.”

“I won’t take a shower with you.”

“If you’d really love me you’d take a shower with me.”

“Don’t be childish.” Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek. 

“If I can stay this way with you I am childish.” Sofia refused to let Sara out of her arms.

“I promise I’ll stay in your arms as soon as we both had a shower…separately.” Sara grinned when she saw Sofia’s smile. 

“Bugger I was sooo close.”

“Go.” Sara got out of Sofia’s arms. “The faster you had your shower the fast I can have mine and the faster you’ve me back in your arms.”

“Don’t run away.” Sofia kissed Sara on the tip of her nose and left to the bathroom.

“Crazy woman.” Sara smiled. She had known that Sofia wouldn’t leave that night pass without a comment. She had felt how Sofia had hated to have her in the room when the suspect had told them everything of Walsh junior’s past. It had gotten to Sara, no question and she was happy that Sofia was there for her. 

She was also sure if she had asked Ryan to stay he had agreed immediately. But she didn’t want to explain herself when she woke up with a nightmare. She would tell Ryan about her past one day, right now it was too early for that. One day he could know all these things, one day when they were closer. She had problems talking about her past, she needed time to open up. 

“I missed you under the shower.” Sofia embraced Sara from behind.

“You can take care of the pancakes and I take my own shower.”

“I could visit you.”

“I see you in five minutes…in the kitchen.”

“So mean.”

“Grumpy Smurf.”

“Yes.” Sofia smiled. Her eyes followed Sara until the brunette was in the bathroom. God how she hoped Sara was alright. She knew no matter how much Sara liked Ryan the brunette wouldn’t tell him about her past. Not now. That’s why Sofia was here. 

They got the killer of the couple but Sofia didn’t feel good when she arrested him. A part of her could understand why he had done that to the Walshes. She wasn’t sure if she wouldn’t do the same to Sara’s father if he’d be still alive. He had hurt her so much, had done so many bad things to her, in Sofia’s eyes sitting in prison for a couple of years wouldn’t be enough punishment for a man like him. So yes, if she could see him, she couldn’t guarantee that she’d act like a lieutenant. Maybe it was good that she’d never come into this situation. 

“You look serious…like the pancake looks serious burnt.”

“What…? Oh shit!” Sofia turned the pancake. One side was burnt.

“No need to burn the other side too, throw it away.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No need to be, you’ll get one less.” Sara grinned.

“Did I mention that you’re mean?”

“Yes. And that you love me.”

“That weights more than the meanness.” Sofia cocked her head. “Ryan is a lucky man.”

“So is Marco.”

“We should tell our men that.”

“If they don’t know that already they’re not worth being with us.” Sara blinked at Sofia and turned the last pancake. 
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It wasn’t the best area of the city. The street was narrow, the light of the street lights was darker than in other places and because of that they couldn’t see more than the first level of the houses around them. On the other hand, the houses were full of graffiti, dirty and not in a good conditions, nothing somebody wanted to look at. Neither were the shops, most of them closed for good. Windows were broken, cardboard was in some windows, nothing looked like a great shopping experience. It was an area that had been famous for factories in the late sixties and early seventies. Since that time nobody had cared about the buildings. 

The area didn’t appeal to people but in the middle of all these ugly things was something that appealed to many people: a young, beautiful, female, sparkling short skirt and top, black high heels, long hair. A showgirl. Like you found so many in Las Vegas, always happy, always smiling, always dancing. The only two differences between this showgirl and all the others were she was here and not on the Strip or on Freemont Street downtown and she was a dead showgirl. 

Sara wasn’t sure how the showgirl ended up here, they were miles away from the Strip and Freemont Street. She hadn’t seen any kind of entertainment club within one or two miles, there was no reason why a showgirl was here. But Sara knew too, this wasn’t her primary crime scene. The throat of the woman was slashed and there wasn’t much blood around the scene. Barely the amount of an ordinary cut you got when you didn’t pay attention chopping your vegetables. Meant when she wanted to look for a primary crime scene she could look somewhere along the Strip, Freemont Street or any other place in this city. Until she knew the name of the dead woman, she had no place to focus on. And even with her name there was no guarantee that the woman wasn’t on a way to a friend, lover, family. Not much to work with right now. 

“What does a showgirl do in this area of the town?”

“Why and who brought her here?” Sara asked and turned around. Behind her was lieutenant Clark, the newest member of the LVPD and her boyfriend and lover of four months.

“Did you find anything so far that gives us anything about the vehicle she was transported in?”

“No, so far nothing. Greg has some tire marks, maybe they’ll help. But there’s nothing around the body that gives us any clue about her killer. Let’s hope Doc Robbins is a bigger help.”

“You go back in?”

“Yes I’ll leave Greg all alone here.”

“He’ll be fine I’ll take care of him.”

“Thanks.”

He moved a little bit closer to her. “What are you doing for breakfast?”

“I’ve a date with a hot and sexy lieutenant.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I look forward for that.”

“What time?”

“Why?”

“I’d like to be there.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t talking about you. I was talking about a hot blonde.”

“Ouch. If you’re taken for breakfast what’s about after breakfast?”

“Sorry, also taken for that.”

“No free space in your bed?”

“Well, I’m not sure, it depends how my date goes on. Sometimes we end up in bed, sometimes it’s the couch. Can’t tell you yet.”

“You’re a cruel woman.”

“I know.”

“Does your date include dinner?”

“I’m afraid it does. Sorry Ryan, we’re having a whole girls day.”

“That’s alright, you haven’t really had time with Sofia for a long time. I told you at the beginning, I don’t want you to lose your close contact to her. Better to tell me a few times you’ve no time than losing her as your best friend.”

“What a pity we’re on duty I’d love to kiss you for that.” Sara whispered with a smile.

“Keep that in mind for tomorrow morning when we’ve a date.”

“We’ll have a date? I’ll write that down. In case I’m engaged with somebody else I’ll give you a call.”

“You’re better free, Miss Sidle.”

“We’ll see, Mister Clark.” She formed her lips to a kiss and left him alone. As important as he was to her, she was very much in love and as soon as she was close to him she wanted nothing more than jumping in his arms and feel him, the day with Sofia was planed and wouldn’t be cancelled. 

“I’m starving!” Sofia hugged Sara, got a bagel, ate a huge piece, swallowed it before she had the time to chew it and hugged Sara again. “Missed you.”

“What did Marco say?”

“He wanted to join us, said he wouldn’t mind having both of us in his bed.”

“In his dreams.”

“What did Ryan say?”

“After I told him the sexy lieutenant I want to meet isn’t him and that I also don’t have any time for him later?”

“Ouch, he hates me?”

“He said you and me haven’t spent much time together in the last few days and he’d never try to get between us because he wants me to be as close to you as I was before he and me came together.”

“Why did I gave him up?”

“Because he wasn’t interested in you.”

“Yes, that was the reason why. No need to say that so cruel, my dear.”

Sara offered Sofia another bagel and wondered at the same time why she had prepared the table when they were standing around.

“We could sit.”

“Good idea.” Sofia got the coffee, two cups, the bagels, carried everything to the couch and pulled Sara after her when the brunette was only staring. Sofia had destroyed her lovely table without paying attention. 

“I prepared the table…”

“I know, it looked wonderful, but I want…” Sofia pressed Sara on the couch and sat on her lap. “…to be close to you. As I told you, I missed you, Sara.”

“I can see that.”

“You mind? Is only Ryan allowed to hug you?”

“Stupid question.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms. “You’re not stupid, don’t ask stupid questions, lieutenant.”

“Sorry.”

“I think it’s time we plan another holiday, only you and me. That will give us some time together. A few days, what do you think?”

“Sounds perfect. Where would you like to go to?”

“New York?” They had thought about New York before. Sara hadn’t been to New York in ages and wanted to see the changes the city had made. The last time she had been there, the World Trade Center was still standing and nobody believed it could ever be gone. 

“The big apple? Sure. I’ll email the couple from Manhattan who were in my apartment a few months ago. They told me I can have their apartment whenever I want. We should ask for three or four days off and I’ll get the apartment for us. I want to be a part of this, New York, New York. I want to wake up in a city that doesn’t sleep…”

“Sssshhh, I’ve got glass windows in my apartment.” Sara put her index finger on Sofia’s lips and grinned. 

“Bitch.”

“Love you too.”

“I know.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. “We need a regular day together, even when we see each other each night in the department, I miss the time with you.”

“We can make the Tuesday to our day, girls day. Breakfast and dinner one week your place, one week my place and no men allowed. And every second day we’ll have breakfast together.”

“Sounds good to me. Maybe we can get our men to agree on a breakfast once a week all together. I enjoyed our dinner together and I think Ryan and Marco were fine with each other.”

“Ryan did. I think he’ll agree.”

“And I’ll make Marco agree.” Sofia smirked. 

“Are you manipulating your boyfriend?”

“Let’s say I show or tell him what he wants because there are so many times he doesn’t know what’s good for him. Men sometimes need this kind of special help.”

“You’re playing him.”

“I influence him.” Sofia grinned. Sometimes it was better when she showed Marco what he wanted. Otherwise he would forget her demands. It was nothing more than a friendly reminder, not a bad intention. 

Sara got woken up by her cell phone around four in the afternoon. An hour later she and Ryan were on their way to house of a person of interest. 

“You look good and not tired even after I woke you up.” Ryan held Sara’s hand while they were driving. 

“I slept good.”

“Alone?”

“Jealous?”

“Do I have to?”

“Depends. Maybe when I tell you Sofia and me want to go to New York for a few days you’ll be jealous.”

“You went to Hawaii and Australia with her. It’s nothing new that you spend some days off together.”

“You don’t mind?”

“Not at all. As long as you won’t cancel our trip to Chicago for that.”

“Never.” They had made a plan to go to Chicago together. To be exact, they wanted to ride a Harley to Chicago and go back by plane. It was one of Sara’s long term dreams, riding a Harley on the Route 66 to Chicago. Ryan,, a Harley fan himself, was more than happy to help Sara out to fulfill her dream. 

“In that case, enjoy the trip and don’t forget to send me a postcard.”

“It won’t be more than three or four days.”

“Doesn’t matter, enough time for a postcard.”

“Okay, you’ll get your postcard.”

“Thanks.” He stopped in front of a big gate. Who would have thought she’d be back here so soon? The gate, the villa behind it, Sara had been here before. It was Keane’s place. 

A voice appeared from the intercom.

“LVPD, lieutenant Clark.”

“I’m sorry Mister Keane is in a meeting and can’t be disturb.”

“This is police business.”

“Do you have a warrant?”

“No, we would like to talk to Mister Keane.”

“I can make an appointment for you if you wish.”

“What?”

“Would you like to have an appointment? Tomorrow morning?”

“I could send a few officers in and get Mister Keane downtown if you prefer that.”

“You can do that if you have a warrant. Until that I’m sorry Mister Keane isn’t available right away.”

“I don’t believe that.” Ryan slapped the steering wheel. “He sends us away.”

“Tell me why we’re here. How is Keane connected.” Sara asked. 

“He dated the woman. One of our colleagues remembered that she had seen a woman like our vic with Keane a couple of months ago. We checked that out, the vic and the woman are the same. Teleah Bath. A showgirl from the 4 Queens. Her family lives in Maryland, there were no cohabs listed. All we found was a house mate, I talked to her earlier and Greg was in the house to get evidence.”

“Where have I been at that time?” Why hadn’t he called her? Why was everybody working on the case and she was left out?

“I assume you were in bed with Sofia.”

“What time?”

“Around two.”

“I was in bed, yes. Alone. Sofia slept on the couch. Nice try to check on me.”

“Honey, I let you sleep. Don’t you think I’d have called you if I wanted to check on you? I knew how much you looked forward to spend some time with your best friend, I wanted you to have as much time as possible with her.”

“I know. Thanks. She could be helpful.”

“She’s a great lieutenant, she is always helpful.”

“No, I mean it in another way.” Sara laughed. Of course Sofia was a great lieutenant and always a good help. 

“I mean she can help here in this case, with Keane. He has or had a soft spot for her. His butler might send you away but he’ll let her in. I don’t think Keane will miss out the chance to have Sofia in his house.”

“You want to use your best friend for a case?”

“I’d ask another lieutenant for some help. Using Sofia to get in the house and to talk to Keane sounds very cold.”

“Call her. If she can go talk to him tonight, she can take you with her and we won’t have to wait until tomorrow or whenever we might get a warrant.” Their chances for a warrant weren’t good. Keane had met the woman months ago, there had been no trouble people knew about, to assume he was her killer, was something they couldn’t prove, they didn’t really think. 

***

“If this guy starts to annoy me again you’ll be responsible for that.” Sofia stabbed her finger in Sara’s shoulder. After an agreement with Brass Sofia was allowed to go with Sara to Keane’s estate. 

“It’s not my fault that you’re gorgeous, breathtaking and it’s very difficult to get you out of the head.”

“Don’t suck up.”

“I do think you’re gorgeous and I saw you in your bikini, you were breathtaking, a lot of guys stopped breathing when you walked along and I can’t get you out of my head. I tell my boyfriend I’ve no time for him because I want to spend time with you. I don’t suck up, I’m telling you the truth.”

“Whatever.” Sofia smirked. She didn’t really minded going back to Keane’s estate, she was in a relationship, if he started to send her roses again, she could tell Marco to handle him. That’s what she had a man for. 

“I’m by your side, don’t worry I’ll take care of you.”

“You are the CSI, I’ve to take care of you not the other way around.”

“That’s fine with me, both mean we’re working together.”

“Both mean you’re not working with Ryan.”

“I’ll survive that. We’ve a date for breakfast.”

“I wonder what – or may I better say – who the breakfast is?”

“Get your thoughts out of the gutter, you’re not talking about you and Marco.”

“Jealous?”

“Not a bit.” Sara nudged Sofia. 

The blonde stopped in front of the big gate to Keane’s estate and rang the bell. Within seconds the voice of the butler was back.

“LVPD, we would like to talk to Mister Keane.”

“Do you have a warrant now?”

“No, we want to talk to him and not arrest him.”

“As I told you before, he’s not available.”

“Tell him lieutenant Curtis doesn’t care if he fakes a meeting. I want to talk to him now.”

“Mister Keane is not…”

“I don’t want to hear what he’s not, I want you to tell him I want to talk to him. Right now or I’ll get a warrant for you. Obstruction of a police assignment.”

It took almost a minute until the gate opened itself. No more words, no questions. 

“Finally.” Sofia grumbled. 

“I knew he can’t resist you.”

“I’m sure I want to slap him when he greets us. There’ll be this smug smile of him, this awful arrogant look like I came here because I wanted to see him.”

“You did.”

“I’m here because my job requires it.”

“Of course.”

“One more word and you walk.” Sofia grumbled. 

“One.” Sara grinned and got out of the car when Sofia stopped. The last ten yards she could walk. Without paying attention to the fact that somebody else might come here and her car was in the way, she parked it right in front of the house. 

Before they could knock on the door somebody opened it from the inside. Not the butler, like the women expected, it was Keane himself. 

“Miss Sidle nice to see you again. And lieutenant Curtis, what a lovely surprise, did you miss me?”

“Like the flu.”

“Charming like ever.”

“And you’re su…”

“We’re glad you have a minute for us.” Sara interrupted Sofia. Her friend was too easy to tease by the millionaire. 

“How could I deny a minute with two lovely ladies.”

“You denied Miss Sidle’s request for an entry two hours ago.”

“I didn’t know she was there.”

“Don’t try to play me, Keane.”

“Never, lieutenant. I just realize, the last time we met you were a detective. More power, more influence. It suits you very good.”

“Bite me.”

“I wish I’d be allowed but if I do so now, you’ll arrest me four assaulting an officer.”

“If the two of you could stop that we could ask our questions and you can go back to your meeting or whatever you were doing, Keane.” Sara suggested. 

“What would you like to know, Miss Sidle?”

“Do you know Teleah Bath?”

“Yes I knew her.”

“Knew?”

“You’re here, I assume she’s dead. Otherwise you wouldn’t go through all this trouble to see me. Am I a suspect again?”

“No. You’re the only one in Vegas we can connect her to. Besides her house mate.”

“Why don’t we go to the salon?” He stepped aside to make some space for them. Guiding them in the same room they were in when they were here the last time, he walked to a cabinet. 

“Would you like something to drink?”

“It’s not a social call, Keane.” Sofia reminded him.

“You are not allowed to drink something while you’re working? Coke? Coffee? Water?”

“I’d love to have a diet coke.” Sara took the offer. “Thanks.”

“Lieutenant?”

“Coke, please.”

“My pleasure.” He filled the drinks in two glasses, got a small bottle of beer for himself and carried everything to the table, Sara and Sofia were sitting around. 

“Teleah Bath.”

“Lieutenant, I’m sure you know why I knew her. We were together for a few weeks, I don’t recall exactly how long and from when to when. If it’s important to you I can try to find the exact dates out.”

“No, we don’t need the exact dates. Thanks.” Sara answered. 

“Very well. I can’t tell you much about her. We met on a party in a casino, liked each other and so on.”

“Why did you separate?”

“I’m not made for a long term relationship. I still believe there’s no reason to stay for the rest of your life with one women when there’s variety.”

“It’s called monogamy. Your cup of tea. Was there a fight?”

“No. I don’t fight with woman, that makes no sense. Men and women fight on different levels, men are always wrong and women always right. On the other hand make women everything wrong and men everything right. I tell the woman that I’m not interested anymore in a relationship and that’s it. As you know people can’t just walk up to my estate. Some women did scream, threaten me, plead and begged. All with the same end.”

“I bet you like when women plea and beg.” Sofia said.

“No I don’t. People with self-respect and self-esteem don’t do that. I dislike people who think they need to plea and beg. I prefer strong women, who kick my ass for kicking them out of my life and not the whining one. Teleah, she trashed a vase, kicked a chair, called some not nice things and walked out, spilling some red wine on the carpet.”

“And you were fine with that? Your carpet looks expensive.”

“It is. But no reason to kill somebody months later. I want women with a temper I’ve to accept the one or other thing might break over that. And if nothing breaks or gets ruined you can’t buy new things.”

“And you like new things.”

“In every part of my life, lieutenant, yes.”

“What do you know of Teleah?”

“Her family is in…somewhere east…Maryland. She moved to Vegas to be a showgirl, I saw her a few times, she was good. She was friendly with some of the other girls, I guess you can’t be real friends in that business, everybody tries to fight for their own career, but with some of them she met a few times a week for a drink after work. I can’t recall the names. Her house mate is a law student, they got along good. Both weren’t interested in the life the other one was living, but there were no fights at home. After we broke up I saw her maybe two or three times in a club and last month she was in a show I visit. We didn’t talk but I have to say, she was better than a few months ago. It’s a shame, I think she was on her best way to fulfill her dream and become a real showgirl.”

There was a hint of sorrow in his voice he replaced with his usual casual tone in the next sentence. “I hope that was helpful for you.”

“It was, thanks.”

“Every time again, lieutenant.”

“Next time talk to the lieutenant who is at your estate first, saves a lot of work.”

“But then I wouldn’t have seen you.”

“I’m sure you manage perfectly without me.”

“Barely. I heard you prefer a bartender than me.”

“I prefer a lot of people over you, Keane.”

“She is really straight forward.” Keane smiled at Sara. “Really attractive.”

“You will find her a hard nut to crack.”

“I like challenges.”

“Sometimes it’s wise not to fight for something. Sometimes you have to accept that it’s wiser to accept and let go.”

“Giving up doesn’t make you successful. You need to fight for the things you want.”

“I’m not a thing and you don’t want me, Keane. All these women show that very clear.”

“You keep up on my partners?”

“It’s impossible not to do so. You are all over the press and so are the women with you. I wish they’d bring more sport, weather or stock reports than your private life. Unfortunately it seems like many people are interested in that.”

“So are you, that’s why you’re here.”

“The only time I’m interested in your life is when your life collides with a case. A lot of people you know or knew die, you seem to be not the best person to be around.”

“I happen to know a lot of people.”

“All female.”

“I also know males. When you’re sick of your bartender and feel lonely, I can arrange a date for you, lieutenant.”

“I’ll never be that desperate.” Sofia got up. “Thanks for your time, we have some work to do.”

“I’ll show you out.” 

“What happened to your butler?”

“I gave him the rest of the night off. I wanted to serve you personally.”

Sofia furrowed her brows and stopped herself from a comment. 

Back with Sara in the car and blonde sighed loud. 

“How can one person be so arrogant? He tried to get to me again.”

“You’re his personally challenge.”

“I wish he’d look for another challenge. And how the hell does he know about Marco and me?”

“His friend in the department? Or he saw you and Marco in some club.”

“He didn’t mention Ryan.”

“That’s because he’s not interested in me. He doesn’t care who I see, you’re his goal.”

“I’m his downfall. At least for his ego.”

“To see Keane you need to be blond and sexy?” 

“You think Sofia is sexy?” Sara cocked her head and looked at her boyfriend.

“If I would tell you I don’t think she’s sexy I’d lie to you. I don’t lie to you.”

“Why did you choose me and not her?”

“Because you’re sexy, smart and I fell in love with you. I like Sofia, I think she’s sexy, yes, but you’re the one I want.” He leant over and kissed Sara. They were on their way to the casino where Teleah had worked to talk to her coworker. After Sofia had gotten them the interview with Keane, she was back to her own case.

“I can tell you, you don’t have to fight with a millionaire for me.”

“Would I win?”

“Yes. He’s very arrogant and smug.”

“You say the same about your best friend.”

“Because it’s true. But she’s my best friend, she’s allowed to be a pain in the ass.”

“We won’t tell her that.” He laughed.

“No, we won’t.” Sara grinned. “Could you imagine to meet her, Marco and me once a week for breakfast? This way Sofia and me can spend some time together and you guys won’t have to be alone.”

“When you want us with you, of course. You know how much I love to spend time with you and I like to spend time with Sofia too. Of course I’ll have breakfast with you. And dinner. Go to the movies with you…can I sit between you and her?”

“You want me to slap you, my love?”

“No, you always hit hard.” 

“I’m glad you learn fast.” Sara stroke his hand. 

“You like smart men I’ve to be smart for you.” He stopped the car in front of the casino. “What means, I’ll handle the keys to you and let you drive back. One way each, a fair relationship.”

“Good boy.” 

“Don’t expect me to bark.” He blinked at her and got out of the car. Side by side they walked to the office of the manage. Ryan had called him before and made an appointment so that there wouldn’t be any trouble and delays to see the showgirls. 

“Mister Gelder, thanks for the time. I’m lieutenant Clark, that’s Miss Sidle with the crime lab.”

“I’m glad we can help. We miss Teleah, she was a wonderful woman and a great dancer. She could have been a successful showgirl.” Mister Gelder was medium size, around six feet, under two hundred pounds and had some gray hair left. 

“You knew her good?”

“I employ the girls, I pay their wages but beyond that I’ve not really contact to them. They’ve supervisor I talk to ones a week and that’s it. As long as there’re no problems I don’t see them.”

“Was there any trouble with Teleah?”

“You have a group of women, there’s a lot trouble. She had never been in involved in trouble, at least not in trouble that was so big that I was involved. Her supervisor, Miles, can tell you more about that. I’m sorry I’m not a big help.”

“You’re helping us a lot by letting us talk to the women and the supervisor.”

“Of course. You can go there I’ll call them to tell you’ll be there soon. Simply follow the hallways and keep left, you’ll come to the backstage area.”

“Thank you.” Ryan and Sara got up and left the room. Not many information they got here but at least they didn’t need to bother with warrants and people who didn’t want them around. So far everything went smooth.

“Talking to twelve beautiful and half naked women. Your job has nice sides today.” Sara mumbled then they walked down the hallway. 

“It has it’s moments, yes.” Ryan grinned. “You want to switch jobs? You talk to them and I search them for evidence? Every inch of them.”

“You’ll have breakfast alone.”

“Or with twelve beautiful women, beautiful half naked women.”

“You can take them with you to bed otherwise you’ll be in there alone.”

“I won’t be alone in bed, you’ll be there.”

“Don’t bet on that.”

“I don’t gamble, no worries.” He stopped in front of the door that said BACKSTAGE. With a warm smile he stroke his hand over her lower arm, what made Sara’s heart jump. Why could he tease her all the time and she couldn’t really be mad at him? Worse, she enjoyed when he did things like that. 

Sara hadn’t been behind a stage for a long time. Sure she had worked cases in the backstage area, but not for the last months. Usually Cath got sent to places like this because she knew the showbiz and the job of the dancer. 

All the mirrors, women were sitting in front of, or walked around, chatting, laughing. Soon they’d hear that one of their colleague and maybe friend had died. And while Ryan had to ask all the uncomfortable questions, she had to poke around in other people’s belongings. 

Miles, the supervisor, was already waiting for them. 

“Lieutenant Clark, Miss Sidle, I’m Miles, I’m the supervisor.”

“Good evening. Has Mister Gelder talked to you?” Ryan asked while Miles showed them straight to his office, a little room with one window to the outside, a desk and a lot of shelves, filled up with files. 

“Yes, he called. We’re suppose to answer all your questions and show you everything you want to see. Am I allowed to ask what happened?”

“We’d like to talk with you about Teleah Bath.”

“Teleah? Don’t tell me that sweet little girl is in trouble. That can’t be. I mean, we’re not pleased that she isn’t in today without calling us, but I really doubt she did anything bad, lieutenant.”

“She is.”

“I’m sure it’s not her fault.”

“We don’t think it’s her fault. I’m sorry to tell you that Miss Teleah died last night.”

“That must be a misunderstanding. She’s too young to be dead.” His face was shocked. 

“She was killed.”

“Oh my god.” Who would kill her?”

“We’re trying to find that out. Can you tell us anything about her private life? Friends? Lovers?”

“I don’t know anything about lovers. We work together closely but we’re not close friends. Maybe one of the girls can help you out there.”

“There were no guys in her life? Nobody was waiting for her when she finished working?”

“No. There was this rich guy that brought her in the magazines a couple of months ago…what was his name again?”

“Keane.”

“Yes.”

“Any problems with him?”

“No, nothing. They split and I didn’t see him here anymore. She was swearing a bit but after one or two days she was fine again. He never influenced her work. Do you think he killed her?”

“There’s no evidence he did so. He is so far the only person we know about Miss Bath had a private relationship with.”

“He doesn’t look like he’d kill a woman after they split. As much as I know about this guy, he has plenty of women to choose, no need to kill one. And it sounded like he finished the relationship.”

“As I said, he isn’t a suspect, more a witness. Is there anything else you can tell me?” Did she have any problems? Gambling?”

“I’ve never seen her gambling. The security guys are told not to allow the girls to gamble before or after the show. Too many men tried to touch or kiss a real show girl and we had some trouble with that. For their own safety and to keep our business easy, we told them to stay away at these times.”

“The showgirls have their own entrance or do they use the front doors?”

“There are some little doors for employees. The girls use one that brings them straight to the car park.”

“Is there any surveillance?”

“Of course. I’ll see that you’ll get a copy of the last night.”

“Thank you. For how long do you keep tapes?”

“Three days.”

“I’d like to have all three nights, please. An hour before the show starts, while the show is running until all the girls are gone for an hour.”

“I’ll arrange that for you.”

“Can we use your office to talk to the girls?”

“Of course. Shall I send them in?”

“One by one please.”

“Can I have a look at Miss Bath’s belongings?” Sara asked. 

“I’ll show you where she sat.”

Sara followed the man out of the office in the work place of the girls. All the make-up, the faked fingernails, hair nails. 

“Girls, that’s Miss Sidle with the crime lab. She’ll have a look around and I want you to cooperate and answer all her questions. The same for lieutenant Clark.” Whispering started. Somebody from the crime lab made it clear to everybody, something had happened. 

“Betsy, would you go to lieutenant Clark, please?”

“Why me?”

“Everybody has to go there.”

Sara started to work her way though Teleah Bath’s belongings. Nothing special, nothing that indicated there had been a man in her life. Photos with her and some of the girls on the stage, a photo that looked like her family. No man, no note, no heart postcard. 

“Are you here because of Teleah?” A petite black asked. 

“Why do you think so?”

“You’re searching her place, she didn’t come in today. Is she in trouble?”

“Lieutenant Clark will tell you everything you need to know.”

“Something happened to her.” The boss told her to talk to the police, a CSI was searching the place of Teleah Bath, the women knew something was going on and that her colleague was in the middle of it. 

“She’s dead.”

“What?”

“She died last night.”

“Oh my god.” The whispered had turned into mumble and ended in sobs and tears. Sara sighed. Why was she here and not Cath? She hated sobbing women, she had no idea what to do with them. 

Part 2

“Sorry I’m late.” Sara hugged Sofia who was sitting on a bench in the diner, they wanted to have dinner in. She had called Sofia an hour before and had asked if she and Marco wants to join her and Ryan. 

“You’re not late, I was early.”

“Looks like the guys are coming later. Ryan will be here any minute.”

“Marco won’t come.”

“Why?”

“Who knows?” Sara stopped looking for the waitress and got all her attention on her best friend. The sound of the voice of her friend wasn’t good. 

“What’s the matter, Sofia? Did you have a fight with Marco?”

“No. Kind of. No. Doesn’t matter. What is your case doing?”

“Honey, I don’t care about the case when you’re like this.”

“It’s nothing you or me can change. Just a bad day.”

“It was a good night when I called you.”

Sofia sighed. She didn’t want to talk about that topic now but had no idea how to stop her best friend from asking. 

“Sof…”

“Sorry ladies I’m late.” There was Sofia’s rescue. Ryan arrived and sat on the bench opposite of them. “Oh, I’m not the last one.”

“Actually you are.” Sofia said. “Marco won’t come.”

“He’ll miss out a breakfast with two beautiful women? He must be sick.”

“You tell him.” Sofia sighed. 

Ryan looked at Sara who shrug her shoulders. She wished she would know what had happened to the blonde. 

“I will. But first I’ll enjoy your company if I’m allowed to.”

“How could we refuse the company of Las Vegas’ hottest lieutenant?” Sofia smiled a bit.

“Sofia, I wasn’t saying that you are leaving the table, I was talking about me.”

“He’s charming, keep him, Sara.”

“I will. But he enjoyed his job last night too much. Talking to a dozen half naked women. He forgot me the second I left the room.”

“Not true.” Ryan answered back.

“You’d never do that to me.” Sara took Sofia in her arm. Something wasn’t right with her friend and she didn’t want to ask as long as Ryan was around so she hoped, having her arm around the blonde would make her more comfortable. 

“I’d leave you for the American Dream Boys.”

“I’d come with you, don’t worry!” 

“You’ve got me, you don’t need some overrated men.” Ryan said. 

“I’d only look, dear. You look like you worked with them, no need to be jealous.”

“I look better.”

“True.” Sofia agreed. “Even if I haven’t seen you half naked – which is really a disaster – I assume you will be as good as them or even better.”

“Are you hitting on my boyfriend? Again?”

“I haven’t hit on him since…the second week he’s with us.” The time when she found out Ryan was interested in Sara and she had hoped her friend would use that to catch the heart of the good looking new lieutenant. 

“Go on with that.”

“I like it when beautiful women fight for me.”

“Get us some breakfast!” Sara narrowed her eyes. Ryan lived a dangerous life today. First the showgirls now flirting with Sofia. 

“Yes Ma’am. Sofia, what do you want?”

“Just coffee.”

“You need to eat. Did your mother not tell you that the breakfast is the most important meal of the day?” He shook his head and left them alone. 

“What is wrong?” Sara looked worried at her friend. 

“Not now, Sara. It’s not the place to talk.”

“Later?”

“I can handle it, don’t worry.”

“I do worry, Sofia.”

“Don’t. I’ll be fine. Just a little downside.”

“Sofia…”

“Ladies, breakfast.” Ryan put a tray with coffee, eggs and toast in front of both. 

“What will you have?”

“I’ll have a bagel and leave you alone.”

“What?” Sara furrowed her brows. They were suppose to spend the morning together. Why wanted Ryan to leave? What was wrong with the men today?

“I think the two of you need to talk and you don’t need me. Have some breakfast, take the blonde home and I’ll see you tonight. Both of you.”

“Ryan…”

“It’s alright, I’ll have breakfast with you tomorrow, Sara. I’m not running away and if you want I’ll serve breakfast in bed.”

“Sounds good.”

“Then it’s settled. Talk to my lady, Sofia, she a smart woman and she likes you. No, she loves you, I should be jealous. Later ladies.” He kissed Sara, pet Sofia’s shoulder and left the two women alone. 

Maybe there was nothing wrong with Ryan. Sara was sad on one side that he had left but very happy that her boyfriend was so sensitive and felt, that Sofia needed Sara to talk. She had always wanted a sensitive man in her life, now she had him. 

“I’m sorry to destroy your morning.” Sofia said sadly. 

“You didn’t.”

“You had plans with Ryan after you spent the whole day with me yesterday.”

“You make that sound like I do something I really don’t like. Lieutenant, you know better.” Sara pulled Sofia’s head on her shoulder. “What happened? What did Marco do to you?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, he’s not here, you’re sad. He didn’t say no with no reason or at least you suspect he has got a reason you don’t like. Is he cheating on you?”

“He promised not to.”

“You believe that?”

“Would you when Ryan promised?”

“As long as he won’t act suspicious I would. If he starts to act like he’s hiding something or I’ve the feeling he doesn’t want to spend time with me, I’d be suspicious.”

“He cancelled your morning together a minute ago.”

“He didn’t cancel it, he made some space because he could see that my best friend is upset and needs me.”

“I asked Marco to join us. He said he wants to go to bed, he’s tired. It has been the third time within a week that he cancelled an appointment. He didn’t call or sent a text yesterday, he did that when we spent a day together before. He even was jealous because you were with me. Now there’s nothing, he doesn’t care anymore.”

“Did you find any evidence that he has somebody else?”

“We’re talking about my boyfriend, Sara, not a suspect. I can’t poke around in his stuff and look for evidence that he’s betraying me.”

“You suspect something, he doesn’t answer straight away, you’re not poking around, you’re getting answers. That’s what you do, you detect things and you investigate.”

“I’m not a detective or a CSI anymore.”

“You were it, you were great in both jobs, you know what to do. Or get him and ask him straight why he behaves the way he does. If he doesn’t answer straight, you know he’s hiding something.”

“What if he does?”

“You kick his balls.”

“I don’t think I’ve the strength for that.”

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll talk you in it. I’ll make you very angry and you can relief the anger on him.”

Sofia laughed a little bit. “Maybe I’m just overreacting and have too much fantasy.”

“You do have fantasy, yes. But also have a really good eye for the hidden truth. That’s why you are such a good lieutenant.”

“The sexy lieutenant.”

“The hottest lieutenant.” Sara grinned.

“Yes. Ryan is very charming.”

“I taught him to be nice to you or he has to sleep alone.”

“He has to sleep alone now anyway.”

“His own decision. Come on, let’s got home.” Sara saw that Sofia wasn’t hungry and that the blonde wouldn’t touch anything of her breakfast anymore. A few bites of the eggs, a little piece of the bagel, that was all Sara could expect Sofia would eat. Time to get her home and let her sleep. 

“You look…not as beautiful as you usually to.” Sara cocked her head. Sofia had some dark traces of a rough night under her eyes. She had felt how the blonde wasn’t able to sleep really and had fight with the urge to get up and walk around. Sara knew, Sofia stayed in bed because of her. She wasn’t able to sleep a lot but at least she got some kind of physical rest. 

“I look like shit.”

“No. Even when you won’t sleep for a week you wouldn’t look like shit. It’s impossible for you. A beautiful woman can never look like shit and you are a beautiful woman, Sofia. A very beautiful woman.”

“You say that because you’re my best friend.”

“That’s why I tell you the truth.” Sara got Sofia in her arms. “Come here, beauty.”

“I feel bad.”

“You need some food. Come on, I take us out for late lunch, early dinner.”

“You should go to your boyfriend, he wants to see you.”

“He wants to see us both tonight. If you want we can invite him to have dinner with us but it’s no problem if we go alone. But you need to eat, Sofia.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“When I ask you to eat a little bit for my sake, would you do so?”

Sofia smiled painfully. “Of course. I can’t deny your requests, you know that. What would you like to eat? Where shall we go?”

“Steak house.”

“I beg your pardon?” Sofia eyed Sara. 

“You need a good t-bone steak, lieutenant. It’s your favorite food and I know they make a really good salad and the best French fries I’ve eaten so far in Las Vegas. And they look like a hurricane, really nice. Get in your suit and let’s go. Can’t take you in shorts and shirt.”

“You’re embarrassed if I join you like this?”

“No, you look beautiful in your old shorts and your police academy shirt but it’s not what you should wear in the Steak House, they might asked you to stay out…no, they won’t, not with these legs! But in case we’ll get an early call in you need to dressed proper. I mean, most guys will enjoy seeing you like this, but your job isn’t giving pleasure and fantasies to other people, your job is to kick some asses or catch bad people. People are not that scared of a stunning blonde in shorts.”

“You’re sucking up.”

“Go honey and change.” Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek. 

She waited until Sofia was in her room and got her cell out. There was a message from Ryan on it.

Hope you can make her talk, she needs it. I think it’s something with Marco and if he hurts her, I’ll hurt him. Call me if you need me. Love you.

He was cute. He not only cared for his girlfriend but also for his girlfriend’s best friend. And he gave up some time with her so that she could talk to Sofia because she felt bad. 

We’ll go out for an early dinner in the Steak House. Come along if you want. I think Marco needs a kick in his ass to realize what a great woman he has. I’m lucky to have you. Love you too and see you later.

Usually sending love messages wasn’t her cup of tea. She had never done things like this before. But how could she not reply in this way when her boyfriend sent a love message? All her ex boyfriends weren’t that sensitive, they were more like… her…head people. It was nice to have somebody who acted more after his heart than his head.

“Are you dreaming?” Sofia came out of her bedroom, dressed in black.

“Must be still dreaming, I can see a black panther in the apartment. Dangerous.”

“I’ll be a kitten in your arms.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. “Thanks for being here and I’m sorry again that you’ve to waste your time with me instead of having great sex with Ryan.”

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll have that later. First I need my stunning blonde happy again. Ryan says, if Marco hurts you he’ll hurt him. My boyfriend has a soft spot for you.”

“I found that out when he sent you with me instead of having you for himself.”

“Use it. Come on, I’m hungry.” Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her with her. 

She knew exactly where they had to go. There was a Steak House in the north west of the city Sofia loved to go to. It had great steaks (according to everybody Sara knew and who had a steak there) at reasonable prices. For herself she knew there were some really good salad waiting and of course her favorite French fries. Shaped like a hurricane, spicy and crunchy she could eat a whole package of them. 

“What is the matter with you and Marco? And don’t bullshit me now. I don’t want to hear what it isn’t, I want to know what it is.”

“He’s withdrawing, like he’s avoiding spending time with me. He doesn’t care if I don’t spend all my time with him. I don’t know why but I’ve the feeling he isn’t happy in our relationship anymore.”

“Are you?”

“I don’t know. I was, I think. Until it started to be like this. Maybe I’m not make for long term relationships. They don’t work out with me.”

“It’s his fault if he withdraws, stupid bastard. Does he know what he’ll lose when he pushes you away? He can’t get a better one.”

“But he can have more variety.”

“You think he misses sleeping around?”

“He gets the offers, he can still choose, why sticking around with only one woman when you can have two or three per week?”

“Because the one you have is the best, you can’t get a better one.”

“I’m afraid beside you there’s nobody who thinks that. Or do you think there’s somebody else who thinks so?”

“Keane.”

“Oh come Sara, please.”

“No, no, I mean, there’s Keane.”  Sara stared over Sofia’s shoulder to the door. 

“What?” Sofia turned around. Sara was right. “What the hell is he doing here?”

“It’s the best steak in town.”

“I’m not hungry anymore.”

“Sofia…” Sara wanted to remind her friend of her promise but stopped. It wasn’t the right time to remind Sofia of that.

“What a lovely coincidence.” Keane smiled when he stopped next to them. 

“This isn’t a coincidence, you were following us.” Sofia snapped.

“Lieutenant, where’s your evidence?”

“Leave us alone.”

“The lieutenant is in a bad mood. Does that have anything to do with the bartender in front of your door earlier this day?”

“What?” This question got Sofia off guard. Marco had been at her place? But why didn’t he come in? He didn’t have a key, but he could have rang the bell. 

“I met him there. Not a very friendly man for a bartender. I thought they need to be friendly to get some tip.”

“What were you doing in front of my building?”

“I think you used the wrong pronoun. It’s MY building, I bought it.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“A few months ago. Having property in Las Vegas, a growing city, is a good place to invest your capital.”

“You own the house I live in?”

“Well, you still own your condo but I do own some of the others.”

“There are ten, how many do you own?”

“Seven.”

“I’ll move out.”

“Don’t you think that’s a little bit overreacted, lieutenant? I won’t move in, I only own them and rent them to other people.”

“You might be around, that’s a reason to move out.”

“Very charming, like her bartender.”

“You’ve a problem with him or his job?”

“No but he seemed to have a problem with me. He wasn’t happy to see me. He has quite a temper. You deserve better, lieutenant.”

“Don’t tell me I deserve somebody like you because that’s not better, that’s worse. Worst. A womanizer who can’t have a relationship for a few months, always chasing new women. Who thinks his money makes him interesting.”

“Interesting enough for you to join a case and go straight to me.”

Sofia swore if she found his source in the department she’d do everything that this person would lose his or her job. 

“That was for a case. Believe it or not, I didn’t come along because I wanted to see you.”

“You did.”

“It wasn’t a private wish.”

“You live for your job.”

“Okay, both of you stop. Now.” Sara got up. She looked at Keane. “You do have manners, I know so much about you. Sofia and me have a private dinner, we would like to be alone and talk to each other without you or anybody else listen to it. Would you mind to leave us alone? 

And you.” She turned to Sofia. “Stop arguing with him, he’ll always find an answer. I know he messed up in New Orleans, that’s a long time ago, no need to be still grumpy and snappy. He might find a way to make it up to you, if not, it doesn’t matter. 

Now, I can see the food coming, would you please go to your own table and you change to a better mood? Thank you very much.” Sara sat down. She wasn’t here to listen to Sofia’s and Keane’s verbal fights. She knew her friend was still angry and she knew, Keane wanted to annoy Sofia until she gave in and gave him a second chance. Not getting what he wanted when they were in New Orleans had gotten to his ego. 

“I think…”

“Don’t think, just leave us. Good evening, Keane.” Sara didn’t bother to turn.

“Good evening Miss Sidle. Lieutenant.” 

Sofia bit on her on her lips. Sara had made it clear she didn’t want to hear any snappy comments from her so it was better to shut up. 

For a few minutes they were enjoying their food until Sofia started to talk.

“Why did Marco leave?”

“He knows that Keane was after you. Seeing him in front of your place might have made him think, Keane visited you. Looks like he’s still jealous.”

“He’s a fool if he thinks I’d have an affair or anything with Keane.”

“Smart would have been talking to you. I know I don’t act smart when I’m jealous. Do you?” Sara smiled. 

“No.” Sofia had to admit. “Do you think I should go and talk to him?”

“Yes. Not because he saw Keane but because you need an answer and need to know what’s going on between the two of you.”

“What if there’s no him and me anymore?”

“Make him say it or say it yourself when you feel like there’s no sense in being with him anymore and stop torture yourself.”

“I thought I’ve found Mister Right. My lovely wedding…”

“You’ll get your wedding, there’s some time left. But don’t marry somebody who isn’t worth being married to you. That will destroy your wedding.”

“Can I borrow Ryan for my wedding?”

“As your groomsman yes, as your groom no!”

“Some friend you are.”

“Yes I am.” Sara smiled and blinked at Sofia. She shared a lot of things with her friend but not her boyfriend. 

“Miss Sidle?” Sara stopped. She had sent Sofia away to talk to Marco while she treated herself with a bowl of ice cream. Before she could leave the table Keane was back.

“Sofia left.”

“I would like to talk to you.”

“Oh.” That was something new. Usually he talked to Sofia. 

“May I?” I put a hand on a chair opposite of her.

“Please..” She leant back, waiting for the things what were coming.

“I know you won’t give me details about your case, I accept that. I’d love to offer you some help.”

“How would that look like?” Sara cocked her head. The millionaire wanted to help her with the case? Interesting. 

“She told me her family is very poor and you’d like to talk to them. I could offer my private jet.”

“Why would you do that? She was only an ex. One of many.”

“Do you think I don’t care about them?”

“She’s an ex, one of a lot.”

“I don’t have sex with people I don’t like, Miss Sidle. Yes I do not stay with them for a long time but I don’t like it when somebody comes along and kills them. It’s the second time somebody killed one of my former girlfriends. I won’t say I’m sick of being a suspect…”

“You’re no suspect in this case, you are a witness.”

“That sounds much better. Still it’s not the best press for me and my company.”

“If we catch a killer with your help it would be.”

“Yes.”

“We talked to the parents already, they couldn’t help us. We need people who knew her here in Las Vegas.”

“My chauffeur drove her home some times. If you want I can send him to the department. Maybe he stopped somewhere for her, maybe he saw her talking more than ones with somebody.”

“Are you trying to get to Sofia by helping us?” Sara narrowed her eyes. She wouldn’t sacrifice her friend for a case. No matter how useful Keane could be, Sofia was more important. 

“I screw up in New Orleans, I know. The suite had two bedrooms, she could have had her own room but I know I should have respected her wish to have her own room. I do admire strong women who won’t take bullshit from anybody. You are one of these women too, Miss Sidle…”

“Don’t try to suck up Keane.”

He laughed. “Am I allowed to call you Sara?”

“If you earn that right you are.”

“Okay.” He chuckled. “I’ll try my best. I’ll send my chauffeur to the department and if there’s anything else I can do, let me know.”

“You could start with talking to other lieutenants than Sofia.”

“I’m sure lieutenant Clark is a great lieutenant.” He smirked. “But I prefer blond. Sorry for that.”

“Don’t tell me you’re sorry, tell them.”

“I promise the next time I’ll be available for lieutenant Clark.”

“Sounds like a start.” Sara got up. “I need to go to work.”

“Good luck. Am I allowed to leave the city?”

“You’re not a suspect.”

“Good. I’ll be in New York from tomorrow for two days.” He gave her his card. “Call me on my cell phone if you need something I can help with.”

“I will. Thanks Keane.”

“You’re welcome, Miss Sidle.”

Sara smiled. He hadn’t earned the right to call her Sara yet. 

“Is Sofia alright again?”

“I hope so.” Sara took a short look around. Nobody was watching so she bent over and kissed Ryan softly on the lips. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too. But I think Sofia needed you.”

“She did, yes. She went over to talk to Marco. I’ve no idea how that went, she should be here soon. Did you see her?”

“No, as far as I know she was supposed to go to a crime scene straight away.”

“At least she has something to concentrate on. Talking about crime, I had a conversation with Keane.”

“He talked to you? How comes?”

“He wants to help us.”

“He? Helping us?” Ryan laughed.

“Yes. His chauffeur brought Teleah home a few times. He’ll send him over tonight to talk to us. And if there’s anything else he can do, he’ll do it. From tomorrow on he’ll be in New York for two days.”

“Away from us, out of reach.”

“I’ve got his cell phone number. The private one.” Sara grinned wide and waved the card Keane gave to her. 

“I think I’ve to be jealous.”

“No, not really. He is into blond, that’s why he didn’t talk to you. But he promised he’ll do that the next time.”

“Seems like you had a long conversation with him.”

“Not that long. He just didn’t try to play me. If he doesn’t do that it’s easy to talk to him and you’ll get a lot of information in a short time.”

“Is there a hidden talent in my girlfriend? Maybe you should do the interrogation for me from now on. Looks like people talk to you.”

“No you do a great job. All women want to talk to you…all these naked showgirls.”

“Thanks God I know you’re not really mad about them.”

“You hope.”

“I know.” He kissed her when his cell phone rang. “Work is always interfering my private pleasure.”

“What a shame.” Sara smiled and pulled back.

“Clark…okay, send him in room one. Thanks.” He put his cell away. “The chauffeur. Would you like to join me? After you made this conversation possible.”

“I do.”

“Wrong place, honey.” He blinked. 

Sara snorted. He was smug. She would remember that and make him pay later. 

When they arrived at the interview room one a man was already sitting in the room. He stood up as soon as Sara and Ryan came in.

“Lieutenant Clark.” Ryan offered his hand.

“Henry. Henry Dubrove. I’m the chauffeur of Keane.”

“Yes, thank you for coming. That’s Sara Sidle with the crime lab.”

“I know.”

“You do?” Sara was surprised. She had never seen this man before.

“Yes. I saw you and detective Curtis a few times when you met Keane the first time. I drive him almost everywhere.”

“The detective is a lieutenant now.” Sitting behind the black glass it was clear to Sara why he knew her but she had never seen him before. 

“Congratulation to her.”

“Have a seat.” Sara sat with Ryan on the other side. 

“Thanks. I was told you’d like me to tell you something about Miss Teleah.”

“If you have some information that could be very helpful, Mister Dubrove.”

“I drove her home three or four times. She always asked me to stop at a little shop two blocks from her home away. A friend of hers was working in there and she wanted to go there first to have a chat before she walked home.”

“Can you remember the name of the friend?”

“Annabelle.”

“Do you know how she looks like?”

“No, I’ve never seen her. I let Miss Teleah out of the car and drove back to Mister Keane.”

“Does your boss ask you often to bring his girlfriends home?” Ryan asked.

“Not that often. It depends on the woman. He liked Miss Teleah. I mean, she was special to him. He always said she had talent and she tried to use it and not wasted it. He likes people who use their talent for their own or others good. He said the saddest thing in life is wasted talent.”

“He likes ‘A Bronx Tale’.” Sara mumbled.

“I beg your pardon?”

“It’s a movie with Robert De Niro. He says the same to a young man.”

“It’s a quote that makes sense to me. Miss Teleah used her talent. She never put Mister Keane above her work. If she had a show, practice or an extra course, he could offer her dinner, a short trip or whatever he wanted, she wouldn’t go with him. She said, you need to have aims and you need to go there, not losing your way because of temptations. I think that impresses her more than most other women did.”

“Women do what Keane asks them to do.” Sara said. 

“Yes, most do. Your friend, the lieutenant, she impresses him too. Especially when she left all her belongings in his room and left New Orleans, never giving him the chance to stop her. He had tried to play her and she had made him pay.”

“I hope he learnt.”

“Men don’t learn easily. But we’re here to talk about Miss Teleah. I know she went to a dance school three blocks south of the Mandalay. I picked her up there one time when she and Keane had dinner and she was late because of her course.”

“Do you remember the name?”

“Laura’s Dance Academy.”

“Did you ever meet a friend? Did you see anybody twice with her?”

“No. The only time I didn’t see her with Mister Keane were the times I brought her home, or to the shop and when I picked her up at the dance academy. I’ve never seen people around. Okay, some girls from the academy came out of the building too, but nobody else who was around, waiting for her or talking to her.”

Part 3

“This is the shop.” Ryan stopped the car a few yards away from the shop. 

“Greg found no evidence of anybody than Teleah in her apartment. Do you think she was single since she left Keane?”

“Looks like. Or she cleaned really good. She wasn’t the sentimental type when it came to men. There was no evidence about Keane. I had expected some articles or photos of them, nothing. Greg said, the only man on a photo he found was her father. So if there was somebody after Keane, she cleaned up and threw everything away.”

“She was able to draw a line. But no relationship after Keane?”

“Don’t sound so surprised. I won’t ask when your last relationship was.”

“I am in one right now.” She grinned.

“I mean before that.”

“Who cares about the past?”

“Mhm.” Ryan smirked and opened the door for Sara. Working with his girlfriend was fun. Especially when he could ask her private questions and she tried to avoid the answers, he already knew. 

The shop was small, the aisles were narrow and there was a smell in the air Sara didn’t like and didn’t think it was helpful to sell more items. No cameras, no security stripes on the products, this shop was a paradise for shop lifters and gangs which wanted some small money without a lot of effort.

An elderly woman was behind the counter. 

“Good evening.” Ryan showed his badge. “May I ask some questions?”

“You’ve the badge, you can ask everything.” She wasn’t a fan of the police. Sara could tell by only listen to her hear voice. 

“Do you know Teleah Bath?”

“And if I do? Who cares? She’s a good girl, she isn’t in trouble. And if you want to give her some trouble I won’t help you doing it.”

“I’m not causing her any trouble, ma’am.”

“Police always cause trouble. You don’t solve them, when I call you because somebody robbed me, you come her late, look around, tell me my security is crappy as I didn’t know that and leave without calling again. Serve and protect? I haven’t seen anything of that so far.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Whatever. I don’t know where Teleah is and if I knew I wouldn’t tell you.”

“I know where she is.”

“Then why do you bother me with your questions? Ask her.”

“I’m afraid that’s not possible.”

“She doesn’t talk to you? Smart girl.”

“She doesn’t talk to anybody.”

“She will talk to me.”

“When was the last time she talked to you?”

“Three days ago.”

“Before she went to the casino?”

“Yes.” The woman eyed him. “Knowing all that, knowing where she is, what are you doing here?”

“I’m sorry to tell you, Teleah Bath was killed two nights ago.”

“What? That’s a lie.”

“I’m sorry it isn’t.”

They could see how the woman fought with tears, trying hard to keep herself and her face steady. 

“Who killed her?”

“We’re trying to find that out.”

“If you think I did that you’re worse than the cops who don’t bother looking for the shop lifters.”

“If I’d think you killed her you’d be downtown with a lawyer. She came in here often, the chauffeur of Keane told us. We have not much about her private life, you are a person she met when she wasn’t dancing.”

“She came in once or twice a week. Teleah’s life was dancing and she didn’t let anything come between her and dancing. Not even Keane with his big cars and big money, She kicked him out of her life, not many women would do that. She was brave. How was she killed?”

“I can’t tell you that but we found her four miles away from the Strip, not on a way between her apartment and her work place. Do you know if she saw anybody?”

“Not that I was aware of. I knew about Keane but nothing about anybody else. She told me she was happy being alone, there was a lot practice for her, she wanted to get the main part of the new show and she had good chances. God, she was so young, so talented.”

“Did she have the main part of the show they’re showing now?”

“No. I mean, she was the understudy for the main part, once a week she was allowed to be the star and she was sure, the next show it was her who’ll get the main part. I saw her show a few times, she’s so much better than the girl who has the main part now. And I don’t say that because we were friendly. Ask the other girls, Teleah had everything to be the star.”

“What stopped her?”

“Not making…compromises with certain people.”

“Which people?” Ryan’s attention was on the elderly woman. Finally a witness who knew something about Teleah Bath and could maybe give them some hints. 

“Go to the casino, talk to the people who are working around the stage. They might not be high prized critics, but they know the show business and know talent when they see it. Unfortunately the show business is like any other place in life, it’s not only about talent. You need more than that to be successful.”

“Do you tell me the woman who has the main part doesn’t have this position because of her skills?”

“I’m sure she had her skills, I doubt they lay in dancing and performing on her two feet.”

“For whom did she dance?”

“I’ve no idea but I think it’s your job to find that out.”

“Where are you? “ Sara hadn’t heard of Sofia since she had left the Steak House. After half of their shift was over, she wanted to know how the blonde was.

“On my way to the department. Double 419.”

“Okay, so you are busy. What about later? I’d like to talk to you.”

“You should spend some time with Ryan.”

“Sofia…”

“I mean it, Sara. I call you later.”

“Wait. Please.” Sara swallowed. She could feel something was wrong and she hated that Sofia was withdrawing from her. “Promise me we’ll talk before the new shift.”

“Sara…”

“Please.”

“Okay.”

“Thanks. Take care of my stunning blonde lieutenant.”

“Take care of my beautiful brunette investigator. Don’t let her wander off the crime scene.”

“Never.” Sara finished the call. Sofia’s voice had been tired. Not tired like lack of sleep or too much work, it was emotional tired. She had talked to Marco and for Sara it felt like the talk wasn’t positive. 

“You make her sad I make you suffer.” Sara grumbled. 

“Pardon me?” Ryan came in the room.

“Nothing.”

He cocked his head watching his lover. “Don’t lie that obvious. Somebody pissed you off. Who?”

“Marco.”

“What has he done?”

“Something is wrong with Sofia. I talked to her a minute ago and she isn’t talking to me, she’s withdrawing. Whatever they’ve talked last night, it wasn’t good for her. He hurts her, I’ll make him suffer.”

“I’ll help you and cover your traces.”

“I don’t leave traces I’m a CSI.”

“Can’t be bad to have a lieutenant covering your back.”

“Only my back?” Sara smiled.

“And everything that needs to be covered too.” He sat on the edge of the table in front of her. “We take a break of half an hour and talk to him? Make him understand how he has to treat Sofia.”

“I’d love to.”

“But?”

“Besides the fact I can’t go out and kick his ass because he deserves it? Sofia wouldn’t like it. She doesn’t want me to do anything. She’ll call me later; I hope. At least she promised to do so.”

“If she promised to call you she will call you. Or you will catch her at home.”

“We have a breakfast date. I cancelled the last one already.”

“I cancelled it. I do miss you when you’re not with me but Sofia might need you. See how she is and if you have the feeling she needs you, give me a call and be with her. Okay?”

“Tell me again why I deserve to have a man like you in my life.”

“Because you are a wonderful woman, Sara. And a smart investigator.”

And she had no idea what to reply to this. She wasn’t used that people told her things like that. She had no idea how to react proper. “Back to business. Did you get anything?”

“The address of the dance academy. It’s open from four p.m. to midnight. We can make it our first appointment tonight.”

“Okay. I think we should talk to the stage builder and whoever is walking around the stage when the shows are on and off. I had the feeling they are not all so lovely and good friends like they pretended to be. Maybe whoever is the star at the moment found out that Teleah has more talent and would – sooner or later – have replaced her.”

“Slashing a throat isn’t exactly ladylike…”

“On the other hand side, women temp not to act ladylike anymore. Emancipation has ruined a lot of things.”

“In this case it makes it more difficult, in general I think it still can do more. And I don’t think one of the women was able to carry a dead body. They must weight all around same and to carry your own weight…you have to be a bodybuilder to do that. Dead weight, the distance. If one of the women killed Teleah Bath, she had some help. I’d go for male help.”

“What do you know about their relationships?”

“The funny thing is they mentioned to me when they were single, so I guess, everybody who didn’t tell me she’s available, has a relationship…don’t look at me like that. I didn’t try to find out who’s available, they told me.”

“Of course. A handsome lieutenant, in control, strong, powerful…”

“Will you stop it right now.” He stepped closer to her. “If we wouldn’t be in the office I’d show you how strong and powerful I am. You’d end up in my arms for hours and believe me, there wouldn’t be a chance that I’d let you go.”

“The funny thing is it’s enough when I pretend to be jealous, you believe it and want to make sure I am fine and I trust you. I do trust you.”

“I don’t like it when you sound like I’m interested in other women. I haven’t looked at any women since I’ve met you.”

Sara sighed with a smile. What could she response to that.

“It’s really a pity that we’re in the office. I’d love to kiss you right away.”

“Believe me kissing was a part of the things I wanted to do with you in my arms.”

“Later.” Sara cleared her throat. “Okay, you talked to…who has the main part?”

“I’ve to look that up. I’m sure she told me about it, I can hear the words but I can’t remember the name.” Ryan thought for a second. “She was focussed on herself, didn’t really ask what did happen to Teleah Bath. Most of the women wanted to know details, they had a lot of questions, she was one of the few who were more interested in telling me what she’s doing. Unfortunately she didn’t mention a little bit killing as favourite past time.”

“You find out her name, remember who else was more interested in telling you things than finding out what happened to Teleah Bath. I’ll contact the casino and get a list with everybody who’s working on and around the stage. Maybe we’ll get something we can use.”

“Sounds like a plan to me. I’ll give you a call when I find something out. The girls are on stage until midnight, with the dresses, the make-up, it will take an hour before they’ll leave, go home, in bed around two. Do you think we make some friends by ringing the door bell at eight?”

“No.”

“I talk to Brass. If he agrees we’ll visit them later, have a sleep ourselves first and maybe start our interviews in the afternoon. Four o’clock?”

“Five hours of sleep are enough.”

“Five hours? You go to bed around half seven, get up at three, that’s more than five hours.”

“Do you really think I’ll let you sleep all the time, lieutenant?”

“Apparently not, investigator.” He grinned. “I’ll catch you later.”

“Yeah, later.”

“Hey.” Sofia leant on the door to the locker room. Sara was about to change. She and Ryan would go home and come back in early to see the showgirls and the people working around the stage.

“Hey.” She looked Sofia over. 

“You’re about to go home.”

“Yeah, we have to start early. And you?”

“I’ve the order to talk to you.”

“No order.”

“The request.”

“Sofia…”

“It’s over, Sara. Over. Marco and me will go our own ways.”

“Oh hon…” Sara wanted to pull Sofia in her arms but the blonde backed off and shook her head. 

“Don’t. It’s alright.”

“It’s not. You don’t look alright.”

“I’ll handle it.”

“You don’t have to handle it alone.”

“I know.” Sofia closed her eyes. “I asked Jim to give me a night off, he must have seen I’m not in a stage of working. I’ll take a break in the desert, take my camping stuff and sleep somewhere under the stars tonight. Don’t worry, I won’t have any signal for the cell but I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon and call you.”

“Are you sure? Do you really want to be alone?”

“Yes. Don’t worry, I’m a big girl I can take care of myself for a night.”

“Do I get a hug before you leave?”

Sofia smiled a bit. “If I hug you now I’ll start crying like a baby girl. Go to Ryan, say hello to him and thanks for sharing his girlfriend with me yesterday.”

“He wants to share me again if you want.”

“No, I’ll take a time out and will be back tomorrow.”

“Okay.” Sara wasn’t happy with that but there was no way she could stop Sofia. 

“Don’t be too sad Grumpy Smurf, I might surprise you with dinner tomorrow evening.”

“That would be nice.”

“Bye.” Sofia formed her lips to kiss and walked away.

“Bye.” Sara sat on the bench. Being a night alone in the desert. It wasn’t only the fact that the idea of Sofia being alone there scared Sara, the lieutenant was able to take care of herself when somebody would try to bother her. But who was making sure Sofia wouldn’t bother herself too much? 

“Marilyn Mariposa is the star of the show at the moment.” Ryan opened the car door for Sara who smiled as a thank for this little thoughtfulness. 

“Marilyn Mariposa? What a stupid name, I bet it’s faked and she loves it because it sounds like Marilyn Manson with a touch of Hispanic. Awful. We go to her and ask her a little bit about her relationship with the vic? Maybe she’ll try to stay at the topic this time.”

“I’d say we talk first to the worker. The girls will be in tonight anyway. We can talk to her there. I’d love to have some more opinions of their relationship.”

“She won’t say anything that will be bad for her.”

“Exactly. And I’d like to hear both sides of the story.”

“Are there any men in her life?”

“Not that our computer knows about them but the computer doesn’t know about the man in your life either.”

“You checked me?” Sara cocked her head.

“Right at the beginning when I saw you the first time and knew, I want you. I had to know if I had to kick a guy out of your life or if I can just get you.”

“And it was so easy to get you because I couldn’t resist you.”

“I wished. For somebody who was interested in me you gave me for a long time the cold shoulder.”

“I prefer men who can fight for the things they want.”

“Want me to get a sword and enter the arena?”

“That’s cheap. I prefer men who have a brain.”

“This morning you worth shipped my body too.”

“If the body under the brain is nice to look at it’s not a fault.”

“Look at?” Ryan grinned.

“Sometimes you have to look with your hands to see it’s real.”

“Do you?”

“In your case yes.” Sara took his hand. She should ask Jim if it was possible to work the whole time with Ryan. Early starts or double shifts weren’t a bad thing when she could spend the time with him. 

“Did Sofia call?”

“No, she’ll be somewhere in the desert by now. I hope she’s alright.”

“She told she’ll be with you for dinner tomorrow so she’ll be there. She won’t disappoint you.”

“I know.”

“We can pay a visit to Marco, make his life difficult. I’m sure if we really look we’ll something he’s not doing like the books.”

“She won’t appreciate that.”

“Drag him out of the casino in handcuffs, interrogate him and torture him a bit in a cell with gang members who will love his long hair?”

“I’d love too but again, she won’t like it.”

“I thought women want men to suffer when they leave them.”

“Not in that simple way. Something more cruel…he could get a severe inflammation on his dick and the doctor has to perform an amputation.”

“You are a cruel women, Sara Sidle.” Ryan made a grimace. “Really very cruel.”

“Just remember that every day, love.” Sara smiled widely. “I’ve more ideas like that.”

“Somehow I don’t doubt that.”

“Poor man is scared.”

“Yeah, I think it’s better when I talk to the men, you might scare them away.”

“I’ll help you out if they can’t remember things.”

“You’ve no idea how happy I am that you love me.”

“So am I.” Sara chuckled. 

“Teleah was a nice girl.” Pete, the man who was in charge of the lights in front of the stages stopped working. 

“You watched her and the girls practicing?”

“No lights, no practice. I’m here before, when and after the girls are here.”

“They practice a lot?”

“Every second day, a show per day, two on the weekends. You can say they do nothing else than being on stage.”

“Did Teleah go along good with them?”

“She didn’t cause any trouble, she was always concentrated on her practice to get better and better. She wanted to be a star and she had everything you needed to be a star.”

“Nevertheless she wasn’t the one with the main part.”

“I’m sure she was due for the next show. I mean, I’m not an expert but I see them every day and watch them, she was the best dancer.”

“Why wasn’t she the leading showgirl?”

“It isn’t always talent that counts in show business.”

“What else?”

“Having the right friends.”

“Which friend does Marilyn Mariposa have? She wasn’t as good as Teleah Bath?”

“She is the star of the show.”

“But without the talent of Teleah Bath.” Ryan didn’t want to give in. He could feel the man was trying not to answer his question but he wouldn’t make it that easy for him to get of the hook. 

“In my eyes, yes.”

“Let me tell you that your eyes saw the same like many other eyes, so they are good. Did your good eyes see why Marilyn Mariposa is the star? Who made her the star?”

“There are not many people who can make a decision who’ll be the star of the show.”

“The supervisor.”

“Our supervisor? No, he doesn’t make any decision. He is there for them, he supervised the practice, but he doesn’t make any decision.”

“Mister Gelder?”

“He doesn’t care at all. As long as people come and watch the show he doesn’t think about it.”

“Who is it?”

“The man who is in charge of the practice.” Sara said. “He makes the decisions. He sees the girls every day, everybody assumes he knows who is the best.”

“A smart woman you have by your side.” Pete acknowledge. 

“What is his name?”

“Randy.”

“Are Randy and Marilyn Mariposa close?”

“When it’s time to find out who’ll get the main part in a new show you won’t get a piece of paper between them.”

“I assume that counts also for the time when they don’t practice.”

“We all can only assume.”

“Does Randy have a surname?”

“Steps.”

“What a lovely name for a dance instructor.” Ryan raised an eye brow. 

“Apparently you need a fancy name to be a star.”

“Like Marilyn Mariposa.” Sara still thought the name was ridiculous. 

“The more stupid your name is the better people will remember it.”

“Does Marilyn know that Teleah was a better dancer than her?”

“Everybody knew, everybody could see. There were rumors that no matter how close she’d come to Randy for the next show, he had no choice than giving the main part to Teleah. She had the best reaction, the audience loved her and there were more reporters asking for an interview with her than with Marilyn. The time of the butterfly was over.”

“I’m sure she didn’t like that.” 

“Not at all.”

“Where can we find Mister Steps?”

“He has an office upstairs, four doors down the room of the girls.”

“Thanks Pete, you helped us a lot.”

“You’re welcome.”

Ryan and Sara turned and walked slowly in the direction of the office of Randy Steps.

“Can you remember the dance instructor?” He asked her.

“Yes. Six foot five, bald heat, in a very good sharp.”

“Better than me?”

“Nobody is better than you.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. He wouldn’t have any problems to carry a body that weights about hundred pounds.”

“Not at all.”

“And his lover wants the main part.”

“Absolutely.”

“But her talent isn’t big enough and her other ‘talents’ won’t help because it’s too obvious that she isn’t the best dancer.”

“No she isn’t.”

“He doesn’t want lose her, she doesn’t want to lose her role so both have a motive to kill Teleah Bath.”

“I agree.”

“Good. Now we need some evidence for that and a talk with Randy Steps.”

“Marilyn Mariposa?”

“We’ll talk to her after that. I think downtown will be a nice place to talk. She can bring some color and glamour in the department.”

“You want to treat your colleagues.”

“Yes.” He smiled and got his cell phone out to call a unit that they could pick up Marilyn Mariposa and bring her downtown. 

Side by side they walked under the eyes of the worker towards the rooms. It was still early, the first girls would arrive in an hour or later. 

“Let’s hear what Mister Steps has to say.” Ryan knocked on the door. No answer. He knocked again. 

“Maybe he isn’t in yet.”

“Yeah.” He looked around. “They use the entrance to the employee car park. Let’s go and see if the security man has seen him today.”

Knowing there was a security man around every entrance Ryan and Sara walked the way to the car park. Outside, a few yards from the door away, a man in a black security jacket was standing and smoking. 

“Excuse me, you’re on duty here?” Ryan called.

“Yes.”

“Lieutenant Clark, Miss Sidle CSI.” He held up his badge. 

“Andre. Andre Zimbadi. How can I help you?”

“Did you see Mister Steps coming in today?”

“No, I started an hour ago. Mister Steps comes in around three.”

“He is in then?”

“I doubt that.”

“Did you see him leaving?” Sara asked.

“Yes ma’am. Around five minutes ago. Thought first he wants to join me for a smoke, he does that sometimes, but he left.”

Sara and Ryan exchanged looks. Around the same time Pete had told them about Randy Steps and Marilyn Mariposa. The dance instructor must have listened to their conversation. They were on stage, there were microphones everywhere. 

“Is that unusual that he leaves?”

“At this time? Yes. The girls come in in an hour, he needs to be here when they arrive. Usually he checks the stage, checks his notes about the last show. He told me, he looks for mistakes every time the girls are on stage and talks to them what went wrong and how to improve their performance.”

“He didn’t mention where he wants to go to?”

“No. He wasn’t very talkative today. Seemed to be in a hurry.”

“Do don’t happen to know where he lives?”

“No, I don’t have an address. Is he in trouble?”

“We would like to talk to him as a witness. As you might know we’re investigating the death of Teleah Bath and we want to talk to her colleagues to find out, with whom she had private contact. If somebody knows whom she was seeing. Do you know something about her private life?”

“She had this rich guy a few months ago. He was waiting for her once or twice. That’s all I can tell you.” Again Keane. He was the only one people could remember but Sara assumed he was the most and only famous person Teleah Bath had a private relationship with. 

“Keane.”

“Yeah. He dumped her.” 

“She dumped him.”

“Really? Why should she do that? He could have been helpful for her career. I don’t think she gave him up. Usually the rich guys get tired and lose their women.”

“Sometimes it’s the other way around.” Why would Keane lie to her? Telling Sara he dumped Teleah would have been better for him, but he said, she ended it and walked out angry. He didn’t say she left him but it was clear that the end of the relationship was her idea. She wondered why especially when she thought of the comment, that Teleah Bath was angry for a day because of the end of the relationship. If she realized Keane could have been helpful and regretted it? Or did she ask him to help her, she refused and she ended it? Maybe she should have another word with Keane. 

“We’ve Mariposa in.” 

Ryan and Sara went back to the department after their conversation with the security man. Ryan put out a broadcast on Steps.

“Where has she been?”

“Boulder Highway.”

“Interesting. I come over. There’s a warrant we’re waiting for. If we get it Greg will take a look at the apartments of Mariposa and Steps.”

“Perfect. Room five.”

“Okay.” She finished the call. Boulder Highway. That didn’t sound like Mariposa would make it to her show in two hours. Sara had a file of Marilyn Mariposa. She had been arrested twice for assault. The first time three years ago, the second time last year. Both times for assaulting a colleague. Sara had only have a short look at the files, both women had been showgirls. She wondered if they had the leading part or if Marilyn Mariposa was the star and the other two had been more talented and therefore a thread. Another strange thing was that Mariposa had never been to trial for these assaults. 

A tall woman in a white suit was sitting next to the showgirl, who was build more than Teleah Bath had been: petite and lean. 

“Her lawyer?” Sara asked when Ryan joined her.

”Yes. Was here before the suspect arrived.”

“She looks familiar.” 

“Doris Gray, a really great lawyer. We need some really good evidence to get Mariposa. We won’t bullshit Gray, she’s too good. Takes a Benjamin up per hour.”

“Do showgirls earn that good?”

“I assume they’re friends. Gray greeted her with her first name. She was her lawyer when Mariposa was questioned the first two times.”

“That’s why she never went to trial.”

“I guess so.”

“She’ll block the warrant.”

“You can bet on that.”

“We need to get to her through Steps. Anything of him?”

“No. He isn’t home and not back in the casino. Gelder isn’t happy. First a dead showgirl, now his leading part is hold here by us and his dance instructor is missing and a suspect.”

“He’ll have to improvise the show today and may…” Sara’s cell rang. A text message. 

Steps is at 592 Kingsdon Alley. Keane.

She showed Ryan the message. 

“How does he know?”

“I’ve no idea. I wanted to talk to him anyway, now I’ve another two questions.”

“Which one is number two?”

“Where did he get my cell phone number from? I never gave it to him. Do you want to check this place he wrote about?”

“It’s a clue, we’ll check it. I’ll send a black and white to that address. We can use it for some pressure on Mariposa. I bet her lawyer doesn’t want her to talk to us. If we tell her we found Steps she might say something to save her ass.”

“Yeah.” Sara would contact Keane later. “Let’s talk to Mariposa – or her lawyer.” She opened the door for Ryan who commented that with a smile. No need to tell his girlfriend she was switching roles, she did that on purpose. 

“Miss Mariposa, nice that you found your way to us. Good evening Misses Gray, I’m lieutenant Clark and that’s Miss Sidle, CSI.”

“There’s no reason why my client was brought in like a criminal.”

“She didn’t want to come with the officers.”

“There is no reason why she should.”

“That depends on whom you’re asking. We were looking for her, nobody knew where she was and when she didn’t cooperate with the officers, they had to bring her in.”

“What do you want from my client?”

“Talk.”

“You did that last night.”

“There are some more questions.”

“About her apartment? Or why do you requested a warrant to search her place?”

“We’re investigating the death of Teleah Bath, a colleague of your client.”

“Was she killed in my client’s apartment?”

“We’re still looking for the primary crime scene.”

“Any evidence my client’s apartment is the primary crime scene? Or that she’s involved in the death of that woman?”

“Your client has the leading part of the show at the moment. According to some people she didn’t get the part because of her dance talents.”

“She is a great dancer.”

“I didn’t say she’s bad but apparently there are better dancer. The victim for example.”

“She was a nobody.” Marilyn Mariposa snorted. 

“Don’t talk, Marilyn.” Her lawyer stopped her. “My client has been the leading part in this casino for four years, she has talent, more than Miss Bath could ever dream of.”

“Four years? Isn’t that the same time Mister Steps got employed?” 

“And?”

“The funny thing is, he left his work place today when Miss Sidle and me talked to a colleague and this man mentioned that Mister Steps and your clients are…very close friends.”

“Nothing is wrong with friendship between colleagues.”

“Not if the friendship doesn’t interfere with the job. Mister Steps makes the decisions who gets the leading part and if your client has a close relationship with him, he might have given her the leading part not because of her dance talent.”

“When Mister Steps has other reasons than the enormous talent of my client to giver her the leading role it’s his fault. And that he left the casino without a reason makes him a suspect not my client. You should use your energy in finding him and not harassing her.”

“Oh we found him, no worries.” Ryan smiled and noticed the short shock in Marilyn Mariposa’s face. She had hoped he would be gone. He hoped Keane hadn’t lied and his colleagues were taking Steps in. 

“What does he say?”

“We’ll talk to him later, ladies first.”

“Nobody believes you’re a gentleman, lieutenant Clark.”

“Not? My mother will be disappointed. What did you do the night Teleah Bath died, Miss Mariposa?”

“She was on stage.”

“So was the victim. After that.”

“She was home, a show is very exhausting.”

“Alone?”

“Yes.”

“Not good enough.”

“Why does she need an alibi?”

“Two assaults of former colleagues.”

“There were no trials.”

“She has an excellent lawyer.”

“She was innocent.”

“Tell me, were these women interested in the leading part?” 

“Every girls want to have the leading part, lieutenant. That’s why they come to the casino, that’s why they become showgirls. They want to be the star.”

“The funny thing is your client got accused that she assaulted two women and these women lose their job while your client is still there.”

“That means she is innocent and these other women were only jealous.” 

“We’ll see into that. I’m going to talk to these women, ask them why they accused your client. And I wonder what Mister Steps will say when I ask him where he had been in the night of the murder of Teleah Bath. If he has an alibi or if he was home alone too.”

“Talk to him and let my client go you’ve nothing to hold her.” Unfortunately she was right on that. 

“No I haven’t. But I’d like your client to stay in town and be available for some more questions. I don’t wish to find her again on the highway to Boulder and resist the request of an officer to follow him to the department.”

“She has no reason to leave. In fact, she has a show to perform. We’re late already.”

“You’re free to go.” 

“Come on, Marilyn.” Both women left the room without further words. 

Sara followed them with her eyes. 

“I don’t like either of them.”

“Me neither.”

“Mariposa was nervous when she heard we have Steps.”

“Yeah I saw that too.”

“They were together and she knows he’s the weak part of them. You think she’ll tell her lawyer to help him out?”

“If she does so she’ll have to find an excuse why. I think Gray will try to get Mariposa out of this and they won’t bother throwing Steps to the lions.”

“I think the same. What about the warrants?”

Sara checked her cell phone. “Greg is on his way to Steps’ apartment, he couldn’t get a warrant for Mariposa’s so far. Her lawyer is too good.”

“I told you.”

“The officers found Steps?”

“Yes they’re bringing him in. He was where Keane told you he is.”

“Means we’ll go on with him.”

“What do you think of a little break before we go on with Steps?”

“Sounds good. Fifteen minutes?”

“Eat something, Sara. Half an hour.”

“Miss Sidle, what can I do for you?”

“A lot of things, Keane.” Sara had used the time for a call to Keane. 

“Really? Start with the first thing I’ll try to satisfy all your denies.”

“Oh please, cut through the shit and save it for your women. I don’t want to hear things like that. I want to know where you got my number from.”

“We might have friends in common.”

“I doubt that.”

“It doesn’t matter or do you call to tell me not to text you again?”

“Why did you know where Steps was?”

“I know a lot of things.”

“Didn’t I tell you not to bullshit me?”

“You and Sofia, you’re very much alike.”

“I take that as a compliment and so far the smartest thing you told me while we’re on the phone. Steps. Why did you know where he is?”

“I knew you were looking for him. I’ve friends, who have friends and they take an eye open if I ask them to do so. One happened to see Steps and gave me a call. I thought you might appreciate a little tip.”

“We do, thank you.”

“Did he kill Teleah?”

“We don’t know and I can’t tell you that.”

“I could have found out myself.”

“That would have been illegal.”

“Nothing is illegal as long as nobody catches you or you’ve a really good lawyer.”

“You must know.”

“So do you. You talked to Mariposa and her lawyer.”

“Who is your source, Keane?”

“Oh Miss Sidle, you don’t expect me to tell you, do you?”

“No.” Sara sighed. 

“Good. Doris Gray is a tough woman.”

“She’s good.”

“She is. She worked for me years ago.”

“Why did you fire her?”

“What makes you think I fired her?”

“You need a lawyer without a weakness.”

“Is being a lawyer a weakness already?”

“True.” Sara had to smiled. Most of the times being a lawyer was a weakness. 

“I’m curious, what do you think is Misses Gray’s weakness?”

“She’s too self-confidently. Arrogant.”

“Some people say the same about your best friend.”

“The difference is, Sofia is that good she can be arrogant and smug. In her case it’s not a weakness.”

“I agree with you. How is she? Or don’t you want to tell me?”

“Your source doesn’t know that?”

“Not as good as you do.”

“You can’t pay me enough to tell you.”

“I won’t try, that would be illegal. Did you find the addresses of the women who accused Mariposa of assault?”

“Your source knows a lot.”

“Of course I don’t work with amateurs.”

“No I haven’t found the address.”

“Would you like me to give them to you?”

“You’re not a cop.”

“Thanks God I’m not. Nothing against your lover or Sofia but I prefer to be a business man.”

Why did he know that Ryan was Sara’s lover? Who was his source and how many people in the department knew about them? Not that they were trying to hide their relationship but they weren’t standing around kissing in the department.

“Why do you act like a cop? Telling me where Steps is, offering me to find the women.”

“I told you I want to help you to get Teleah’s killer. I meant it. You want the addresses or not?”

“You have them?”

“Give me half an hour and I’ll send them to you. I’m sure you want to talk to your new suspect first. Say hello to Sofia and your lieutenant Clark.” He ended the call. 

Sara narrowed her eyes. He was arrogant and smug too. But she couldn’t say it was a weakness. Like Sofia, Keane had all rights to be like that, he was good. 

“Mister Steps, nice that you found your way to us. We were looking for you.” Ryan sat down in front of the dance instructor who was without a lawyer. His first mistake.

“You forced me to go here.”

“When the officers asked you to come with them you tried to run away. That doesn’t look good for you, Mister Steps.”

“I was scared.”

“Why?”

“Some men knocking on the door in the night.”

“They said they’re from the LVPD.”

“Everybody can say that.”

“What were you doing at that place in the first time? You’re supposed to be at the casino.”

“I’ve a day off.”

“Strange, Mister Gelder was looking for you. Same for your girlfriend, Misses Mariposa. What do you think she told us when we asked her how it can be that she has been the leading part since you’re the dance instructor? No matter if other women – like Teleah Bath or the two women who accused Miss Mariposa of assault - were better than her.”

“She is the best.”

“Doing what?”

“Do you want to tell me she is a bad dancer? Are you an expert, lieutenant?”

“No I’m not. But there are many people who say Teleah Bath was better and Mariposa only had the leading part because she was nice to you. I can imagine how nice she was.”

“She has talent.”

“I didn’t say she hasn’t talent. But it’s really noble of you to sacrifice yourself for her. She didn’t do the same for you, by the way. She has a lawyer, a damn good one, and Miss Mariposa does exactly what her lawyer says. They’ll let you take the responsibility for the murder, Randy. They’ll say Marilyn isn’t strong enough to carry Teleah and they’re right about that. She might have slashed the throat but she couldn’t carry her to the place where we found the body. Not too far away from where you grew up, isn’t it?” Ryan had used the half and hour for reading Randy Steps’ file and getting some background information. 

“I didn’t kill Teleah.”

“That’s what you say but the judge will see Marilyn, that she won’t be able to carry her. Anybody is able to slash a throat but not everybody is able to carry a dead body. You are, you’re in good shape and I bet it isn’t difficult for you to carry a hundred pounds. It doesn’t look good for you, Randy. She’ll be free while you might be send to death. But if you talk to me, tell me what really happens I can make that you won’t end up with the death penalty. All I need is your testimony and some evidence that you’re saying the truth. Come on, you’re a smart man you don’t want to end up dead for something you didn’t do.”

Randy Steps buried his face in his hands. 

“I didn’t kill her.”

“We were that far, Randy.”

“Teleah was better, I had to give her the leading part in the new show in two months. There was no chance I could give it to Marilyn, no matter how hard she had tried, Teleah had a talent Marilyn could only dream of. Everybody could see who the better one was. I had to do something. Marilyn tried to change my mind, tried to make me promise she’d be the number one. I told her I can’t do that, not as long as Teleah was around.”

“So she killed her.”

“I don’t know. She called me about an hour after the show. Asked me to come ASAP to her place. When I arrived I found Teleah dead on the floor. I should have called the police but she persuaded me to get rid off the body. I brought her to my old neighborhood, knowing nobody would see or say something. It was Marilyn who killed her, not me.”

“You closed your case.”

“Yes.” Ryan got up. Sofia was standing in the door frame to his office. He put a hand on her shoulder, pushed her softly in the room and closed the door. 

“Who was the killer?”

“Marilyn Mariposa, the leading part. She knew she’d lose her part to Teleah Bath and couldn’t bear that.”

“When bitching isn’t enough they kill their opponent.”

“Some people do everything for success. That reminds me, we had help from Keane.”

“Really?” 

“Yes. He found the dance instructor, who helped Mariposa to get rid off the body. And he found two women who accused Mariposa of assault. I wonder who his source is, somebody in the department tells him everything.”

“At least it was helpful this time. Nevertheless we need to find the rat.”

“Absolutely.” He looked at her. “Have you been awake the whole night?”

“Yes more or less.”

“You were in the desert.”

“Around fifty miles away from here, watched the stars, had some drinks in the evening and came back this morning because it’s damn cold out there.”

“I reckon.” He paused. “You’re done with Marco?”

“It’s more like he’s done with me.”

“He’s stupid. A smart man would do everything to keep you, to make you happy and would fulfill all of your wishes before you’re able to say them.”

“There are not many smart men around.”

“True.” He pulled Sofia in his arms. “I’d love to make him pay for all the pain he causes you. There are some people who owe me a favor…”

“He’s not worth that. But thanks.” Sofia kissed his cheek. 

“You should go, somebody is missing you and worries a lot.”

“This somebody will be alright as soon as you’re there.”

“I won’t be there. You’ll be there and you’ll talk to her.”

“She’s your girlfriend.”

“I didn’t say you’re supposed to take my place, I said you should talk to her. You need her and she needs you. As much as I’d love to lay between the two of you, I mean what could a man want more than being in the middle of two wonderful women? You ladies can talk better without me and when and her have talked, I can have my girlfriend back and she’s with me with her thoughts. You see I’m awful selfish sending you over to her.”

“Yeah I can see that. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.” Ryan took a look at his watch. “Go, she’s waiting. And tonight I’ll take the two of you out for dinner. Seven o’clock.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Good. You tell Sara and make sure you’re both ready and hungry. Go.”

Sofia smiled. Having a night alone in the desert had been good, she had cried, she had screamed, she had suffered and at the end she felt better, not empty anymore. Having some time with Sara now would help her to talk the rest away. 

CITY

OF
ANGELS

Part 1

“I need to ask a favor, Sara.” Grissom had called her in his office just before her shift ended. He looked concerned. 

“What is it? Do you need me for a second shift?” She didn’t notice they were that busy. She had closed her case and did some paper work because Grissom hadn’t called her for a new case. Did one just came in? One he didn’t want the day shift to handle? 

“No. I need you to stay away for a while.”

“What?” Did she hear right? Did he tell her to stay away? That had to be a bad joke. Was he sending her into forced holidays? That couldn’t be. She had used almost all her holiday and overtime. Since she and Sofia were using this shared house stuff Sara had used most of her holiday days and overtime hours. She wasn’t the one with the most overtime in the department anymore. No reason to send her home for a while. 

“Not on holiday, I want to send you to advanced training.”

“What? Advanced training? Why? What about? When?” The last time she had been to an advanced training day she was surrounded by boring people and had to listen to people who sounded like they’d fall asleep while they’re talking. 

“In Los Angeles.”

“L.A.? Okay. What is the topic?”

“Cooperation with police, secret service and medical examiner.”

“Why me?” That didn’t sound like fun or like anything Sara was interested in. It sounded like politics and she was the wrong person for politics. 

“Because Brass sends Sofia and we thought you’d be perfect to go with her.”

“Really?” Or were they only trying to keep her away from Las Vegas? To give her time and space? 

“Yes. Or do you not want to go with her to L.A.?”

“Of course I do.” If she had to go to Los Angeles to an advanced training about politics she wanted to go with Sofia. 

“Thanks.”

“When will we have to leave?”

“The flight is at four, you’ll be picked up at the airport.”

“Four? Today?” He had given her no chance to change her mind. Now she knew why he didn’t give her a new case last night, he wanted her free to go. Didn’t want to give her the chance to say no because she was investigating a murder. 

“Yes.”

“In that case I should go home and pack. How long are we supposed to stay?”

“Pack for a week. It’s until Sunday.”

“I’d whine that you destroy my weekend but I was due to work anyway so it doesn’t matter. Do you think the department pays for a shopping trip on the Rodeo Drive?”

“I doubt it.”

“It was worth a try. Okay…I’ll see you in a few days.”

“Yes. Thanks Sara.”

“You send me to beaches, I’m sure we don’t have to work all day long and there might be an afternoon for swimming. If not I want two days off after we closed the case.”

“You can have them.”

“Thanks. I need to talk Sofia into that too.”

“Don’t forget to look busy every now and then.”

“I will…while I’m on the beach.” Sara smiled and left the office. Time to go home, pack her things, have a sleep and go to the airport. Advanced training with Sofia in Los Angeles. The topic sounded boring the fact that she was there with Sofia made up for it. 

“You’re really coming with me? Wahoo.” Sofia literally jumped in Sara’s arms after she dropped her suitcase in front of the bench.

“I do, yes. Careful, I’ll lose my towel.”

“I don’t mind that.” Sofia grinned. She had surprised Sara when the brunette came out of the shower. 

“You’re awful.”

“Honest.” Sofia sniffed at Sara’s throat and shoulders. “Mhm, Calvin Klein. Are you having a hot date that you use expensive stuff like this for your shower? Did you know I’d come along and you put that on for me? Knowing I can’t resist you with CK.”

“You can’t resist me anyway.” Sara laughed ready to play this game with Sofia. 

“True. Have you packed?”

“No I wanted to have a shower first. You’re ready to leave?”

“Yes.”

“And you want to stay here so we can go to the airport together.”

“I love your smart mind.”

“Where would you like to sleep?”

“That is a real stupid question for somebody with such a smart head. I start to warm up the bed or…did you have breakfast?”

“I’m not hungry.”

Sofia furrowed her brows. “You’ll eat something, Sara Sidle! Go and back, dress if you have to but you’re more than welcome to stay half naked or completely naked while I’ll make some breakfast that you will eat.”

“Are you my nanny?”

“Worse, your best friend. Move it.”

“Drill instructor.”

“Just remember my mom. Some of her blood runs through my veins too.”

“I can see that.”

Sofia made a face, got her suitcase out of the way and started cooking. 

“Do you look forward to the advanced training in L.A.?” Sara came back in shorts and a shirt. 

“No, it doesn’t sound exciting, more like politics. But Jim said it’s about to see how the other departments work. Me, being an ex CSI, I know two kinds of the law enforcement. Now I can learn how the medical examiner works, which rules they’ve to keep and why our federal friends are always right.”

“They are good, they are special.”

“They’re not as good as I am and not as special as I am.”

“You shouldn’t be that smug there.”

“It’s not smug, it’s honest. Would you like parsley and chives in your eggs?”

“Yes.” Sara came to Sofia, who stood in front of the stove and put her arms from behind around her friend. “Looks good.” Her head rested on Sofia’s shoulder she watched her breakfast. 

“You can’t stop eating and living because he’s gone.” Sofia whispered and got Sara’s hands before the brunette could withdrawal. 

“Sofia…”

“No Sara, you can’t. I know it hurts but if you stop living and only exist for the job you’ll destroy yourself.”

“I don’t want to talk about that.”

“You never did.”

“Please…change the topic.”

Sofia turned without letting Sara out of her arms. “Talk to me. Or if you don’t want to talk please let me hold you so that you’re not that alone. It hurts to see you that sad and it hurts even more that you don’t want me to help you.”

“There’s nothing you can do.”

“I can’t make him come back, no. I can be here for you, I can hold you, I can offer you my shoulder to cry at. If you let me.”

“You went away too.”

“I was away for a night, you’re gone since two weeks. You need to come back to life, Sara. Please. I love you too much to let you suffer like that without trying everything to help. And if you don’t want my help, you’ll hurt me but I won’t stop trying. You know how stubborn I can be.”

“I do.”

“Make it easier for you and me and let me be with you, let me help you.”

“Do I have another choice?”

“You can try to keep me out but I won’t leave you alone.”

“It looks like that…you burn my breakfast.”

“Sorry.” Sofia turned and was very pleased when Sara didn’t pull her arms away and stayed close to the blonde. The crumbled eggs were slightly brown, maybe a little bit darker brown, but not burnt. They were still a good breakfast. 

“We need to talk.” Four words. Four serious words. Four words Sara knew would change her life, would turn her world upside down and would destroy a dream she had lived for eight months. She didn’t want to talk, she didn’t want to listen, she didn’t want anything to change, she wanted everything exactly the way it was now. 

“Okay.” Why did she say okay when it wasn’t okay? When she wasn’t okay? She could hear it in Ryan’s voice, she could see it in his face. He wasn’t able to look at her. He couldn’t bear to look into her eyes. 

They had met in a park, had a walk, a talk and now they needed to talk. Now Ryan needed to talk to Sara, hurt her. 

“I got an offer from the police department in Oklahoma City.”

“Oklahoma City?”

“Yes. I used to work there, went to academy there. They want me to come back.”

“You’ve a got here, the LVPD needs you too.” I need you, was what she wanted to say, what she was really saying. Don’t leave me, don’t go. Don’t ruin our life, our future.

“They offered me a job as a captain. I’d be the youngest captain in their history. LVPD won’t offer me that position in the next years and I want to make chief of police. I’ve the chance to fulfill this dream there.”

Sara said nothing. What was she supposed to say? He was right. If he wanted to b e a chief of police he couldn’t stay in Las Vegas. He didn’t have the connections he needed for that job and there were too many waiting in front of him to become captain. 

“When are you leaving?” No need to pretend something, he had made his decision. He would leave. Leave Las Vegas. Leave Sara. 

“Sara…”

“Don’t Ryan….just tell me when you’ll leave.”

“Next week.” That was faster than she had expected. It was like he was on the run. 

“Okay.”

“Don’t say okay.”

What else was she supposed to say? He had made his decision, he hadn’t asked her if she wanted him to go, he hadn’t asked if she was alright with this decision. He hadn’t let her be a part of his decision, his life, his future. It was all his, nothing was their. Their time was over and he had ended it. 

“What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know…yell at me…swear…hit me…do something.”

“Nothing will change anything.” Screaming? Yelling? Hitting? She knew that from her home when she was a child. There was no way she’d do the same. Never. 

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You do hurt me Ryan. Or do you think I’m happy that you’ll leave me? I love you, I’m everything but happy about your decision.” She had to stop herself, She didn’t want to end up whining and crying in public. 

“I’m sorry.”

“So am I.”

“I wanted to say no when they offered me the job…but if I’d refuse to take it, the day that I’ll regret it will come, I’ll get frustrated about anything here in Vegas, will start to think how much better Oklahoma City would have been and I’ll blame you for it. I’ll blame you for not being a captain, for not having the chance to become chief of police and for everything that will annoy me in the job. I don’t want to blame you for things that are not your fault but it’s in the human nature to blame others. I don’t want to do that to you Sara. I don’t want you to feel guilty when I’m sad, unsatisfied and in a bad mood. You would blame yourself for it. Every time I’d be upset you’d blame yourself and you wouldn’t be happy.”

“I can be selfish and just be happy that you’re here.”

“If you would be that kind of person I wouldn’t love you.”

“If you would love me you’d ask me to come with you.”

“I thought about that.” Ryan sighed. “I did. Often. You love Vegas, you love your job here, you don’t want to leave your colleagues, you would never be as happy in Oklahoma City as you’re here. I won’t ask you to give all these things up. You’re happy here.”

“I’m happy with you.”

“As much as I’d love to believe that you can’t replace me, I think it will be harder for you to replace everything else.”

“That’s not true.” 

“It is. It doesn’t feel like that now, but it is. Believe me.”

“Sara?” Sofia’s hand stroke softly over Sara’s arm. 

“Mhm?” The brunette opened her eyes. She must have fallen asleep. And again this dream. Ryan. How he had told her he’d leave her. She had no idea how often these pictures had been running in front of her eyes in the last two weeks. All the time. Whenever she wasn’t concentrated on her work all these scenes came back, made her feel sad, tortured her. 

“You were dreaming.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Sofia got her arm around Sara. She had heard Sara crying in her sleeps, not loud, only loud enough for the blonde to hear it. 

“Do you think I need a shrink?”

“No, you don’t need a shrink.”

“I act like a school girl…should be over that…it’s not the first time I was dumped.”

“That doesn’t mean you don’t suffer. It always hurts.”

“You didn’t whine around that much.”

“Marco and me weren’t together that long and somehow I knew the whole time, it won’t last for long. He never said it will be forever. All he promised was that he won’t cheat on me.”

“Maybe it’s in my DNA…my parents weren’t married happy and didn’t live happy together forever. Why should I?”

“Because you’re not your parents.”

“They’re a part of me…I am made of their DNA.”

“You’re the best of them!”

“The best? I’m not sure about that. At least I didn’t kill my husband when I was thirty-six. Maybe it’s better that I won’t get married, I might end up like my mom…it’s safer for everybody when I’m single.”

“Stop talking stupid crap, Sara. You’re not a killer. There’s no killer gene in you. I trust you with my life, I know you’d never hurt me, no need to mention killing me. I’d marry you without being worried about my safety. And if we end up married with forty I’ll be glad that it was me who was allowed to be the one to marry you.”

“We can’t get married in a legal way.”

“I don’t care if the state of Nevada will accept it, it’s about the wedding, the whole thing. It’s a symbol. And I want to promise you that I’ll always be there for you, that I’ll never leave you.”

“Never say never.”

“You  know I love my job but there’s no way I’d accept an offer for a better job if that means I’ve to move to another city. You come with me or I’ll stay in Vegas. The job isn’t my life, some things are more important, family is more important, health and you. You are more important than family and health. I’d leave my family here but not you. I’d give my life to save yours. So yes, I’ll never leave you, Sara Sidle. The only chance to get me out of your life is to tell me you don’t want me in your life anymore. And I don’t think I’ll accept that. You need some really good arguments.”

“I tried a few you’re still here.”

“If that was all you have you can be sure I’ll never leave. Come here, Grumpy Smurf, give me a hug and a kiss and snuggle in my arms.”

“We’re in a plane.”

“And?”

“What will the people think?”

“Do I look like I give a fuck?”

“With this attitude you’ll never be chief of police.”

“Doesn’t matter. I’m fine with being captain one day. And before that I want to be a mom.”

“You should look for a man in that case and not tell me that you’ll never leave me.”

“I don’t need a man to get pregnant but I do need you.”

“Me? Why me?”

“As a babysitter.” Sofia laughed. “When I need a night out, dancing, flirting, singing…”

“You won’t bring a man home when the baby is in the apartment.”

“Okay I’ll go to his place and come back later…”

“You’ll stay with your child.”

“I trust you.”

“I’m not good with kids.”

“Bullshit. You’ll be a great second mom. Do you want a boy or a girl?”

“Me? I don’t want a child at all.”

“For us. A little Sara?”

“Stop talking creepy things like that.”

“If our child had your cute little gap…ouch.” Sofia held her side. Sara had pinched her but she was smiling a bit. That was all Sofia wanted. To get a smile back in Sara’s face. Even when the eyes of her friends were still sad, a little smile was a start. 

Sofia had no idea how the advanced training would be but no matter how that would go, she liked her room in the hotel. First she was anxious they had to stay downtown Los Angeles, in the middle of skyscrapers and the only view out of the window would be another few skyscrapers but they their accommodation was in West Hollywood and in front of their window was a pool, a few palms and only smaller buildings. 

“We can sit on the balcony in the evening.” Sara came out of the little kitchen with a bottle of beer. There was a little shop a few blocks away and they went shopping before they started to make themselves comfortable in their room. 

“What? We’ll go out and pay a visit to the party scene. We’re in WeHo, we can’t sit in our rooms. We need to go out and celebrate. You can use a good…dance.”

“Dance?” Sara cocked her head. 

“Yes dance. Thanks.” Sofia took her beer and they walked on the balcony.

“Who did book our room?”

“I’m sure the department booked something like two single rooms and Jim or Grissom changed that to a twin room. Do I have to sleep in my own bed or can I sneak into yours?” 

“Didn’t you want to go ut dancing? You won’t be in my bed at all, you’ll find yourself a new bed every night with a cute guy in it.”

“Honey, this is WeHo, I won’t find a man who’ll be interested in me.”

“In that case you’ll end up with a few women in bed and don’t have to worry that you’ll be pregnant at the end of the week. There’s always a bride side.”

“I want to end up in your bed and if that’s not possible I’ll take my own bed.” Sofia placed her head in Sara’s lap. These two sun loungers were handy, they could lay around in the sun before they had to sit in a room for hours and have dinner here. 

“No party?”

“Not without you.”

“I don’t think I’ll feel like party after eight hours of boring talk and lectures what to do and how you’re nice to people who just destroyed your crime scene.”

“I don’t destroy your crime scene.” Sofia protested. She was one of the other people at a crime scene. 

“No, you know how to work without destroying evidence, your colleagues don’t. They walk through a scene, leave their boot prints, destroy evidence, make more work and we’ll get told off for being too slow. And then the feds are coming, taking over, take away all our evidence and won’t tell us what they’ll do with it. Nobody appreciate the CSI job.”

“I do.”

“You’re special.”

“I know.” Sofia took Sara’s free hand in hers. “I’m glad you agreed on this trip, Sara.”

“Why? Were you scared you have to share your room with somebody else?”

“I had a single room if you weren’t here. I’m glad we’re both here and you can leave Vegas for a few days behind.”

“What happened in Vegas stays in Vegas.”

“It’s not that simple. But I’ll try to get your mind to something else than law enforcement and men. I’ll take you out to the drag queens and after you asked for two days off after this trip I’ll take you to Disney Land. We’ve two nights in a hotel there.”

“Do we?”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t know the department books our holidays.”

“They didn’t, I did. You wanted Disney Land, we’re in L.A., I took the change after Grissom told me you want to stay two nights more and booked us a hotel. You’re caught here with me, Sara, no change to run away.”

“I’m a prisoner. A princess in a castle, looked away by a dragon.”

“Yes if there’re men waiting in front of our door to see you I’ll scare them away.”

“I thought here are only gay men.”

“Right, I forgot. Let’s be full of prejudice. I’ll scare away all the women.”

“I really doubt anybody will notice me. We’re in West Hollywood, all the Hollywood stars and the rich women of Beverly Hills are around. Nobody will care about a CSI from Las Vegas. I’m not the sexy blonde.”

“You’re the beautiful and sexy brunette.”

“But next to my stunning blonde nobody will waste a second for me. They’ll all stare at you.”

“Perfect. That means I’ll have you for myself. Now I only need an mp3 player for these boring eight hours tomorrow and I’ll be fine for the rest of the week.”

“You always start singing when you’re listening to music. If you use a mp3 player it won’t take longer than a minute and you’ll be singing out loud the chorus of a song and everybody will stare at you. I’m sure Jim won’t appreciate that.”

“You know how to spoil some fun, Sara.” Sofia made a grimace and finished her beer. How was she supposed to stay awake for eight hours? Maybe she and Sara could play battleship. That had kept her awake in school why not here too?

The building their advanced training was in was in down town Los Angeles. With the metro local line 2 they headed towards the city center, enjoying the free little city tour that was included in this trip. 

Sara liked the houses in Beverly Hills they saw and made the decision on their way back they had to stop there, she wanted to take some photos of the Regent Beverly Wilshire, they had seen on their way down town. And when she was there it was only a few yards to the famous Rodeo Drive. 

With two coffees she walked from the little snack bar in the room. Sofia was already in, wanted to safe them two seats far at the end of the room so that nobody would notice when they’re bored and not listen. The first day was filled up with speeches of people who took themselves more important than they were. 

“I’m already bored to death and I’m sure ninety percent of the women in L.A. are not natural. The one in the snack bar had faked lips. I’m surprised that she didn’t die of botox poisoning after that injection.”

“If you’re talking about the blonde I’m sure her boobs are also not natural and her nose is over-worked.”

“Yes, you’re…you are not Sofia.” Sara stared at the blond woman she had seen as Sofia. The same long blond hair, the same build, even their faces were very similar, the strange woman had a little bit stronger cheek bones and Sara was sure, could look very firm.

“No I’m Lara. Lara Macy.”

“Sara. Sara Sidle. I’m sorry, I thought you’re my friend, she looks a little bit like you…” A little bit? This woman looked exactly like Sofia. Sara was confused. If that wasn’t Sofia where was her friend? 

“You’ll see a few blondes in Los Angeles.”

“I found that out. I bet most of them are not real.”

“Nothing in L.A. is real. Where are you from?”

“Las Vegas, CSI. You?”

“NCIS L.A. I live with all these faked people.”

“There you are, sorry I was getting some snacks to stay awake.” Sofia came over. In her hand a big bar of chocolate and some potato chips. 

“Sofia that’s Lara Macy, NCIS L.A. and she damn looks like you that’s why I told her I think the woman at the snack bar has faked lips. Lara, that’s Sofia Curtis, LVPD.”

“No rank?” Macy asked amused.

“Lieutenant. Sara likes to forget that all the time, she knows it annoys me.” Sofia cocked her head. Yes, this woman looked like her, well Sofia of course looked better and younger but if you didn’t waste a second look you could mistake her for Sofia. Sara, as Sofia’s best friend, should have seen the difference. 

“So you’re friends from Vegas.”

“Yes. We work together since four years and our bosses thought we’d be perfect for this…this course.”

“It’s about working together with the other instances, you should be a perfect example for them. Aren’t you interested in telling us all about it?”

“No!” Sara gave Sofia her coffee and sat next to Macy. Now that they knew each other she could stay here. Sitting next to Sofia and her twin. She wondered if the other two women were as amazed about the their same look as Sara was. Macy was dressed a little bit less formal, not in a suit like Sofia but her face was more formal. 

“Sara?” Sofia poked her friend.

“Sorry. I’m still amazed how similar they two look.”

“Can you concentrate on the course?”

“Uhm, if I have to.”

“Just try not to stare at us and don’t snore in case you fall asleep.”

“I think I can manage to stay awake. Don’t smack.”

“I never do…how long will the first one talk and when is the first break?”

“Are you already bored, Sofia?” Macy asked.

“Kind of.”

“Two hours.”

“Holy sh…ame. A whole day with speeches, I wonder if there’ll be something interesting coming up?”

“Tomorrow the departments will talk about their work, that sounds a little bit more interesting. You can tell CSI what they do wrong and that they need to work faster if they want you to keep the streets clean.” 

“I used to work as a CSI, you won’t hear anything bad about them from me. The brunette does complain about the police work.”

“Only when they walk a million times through the crime scene, leave a mess and we need to compare a few dozen of boots and if we want the boot prints of the officers, some of them give us a hard time. Police boots, no need to get prints, they’re all the same…I could kick them sometimes.”

“You tell me who’s bitching around and I’ll tell them they’ve to do what you tell them.” Sofia smiled. 

“You want to be unpopular with your colleagues?”

“If that makes your job easier, yes.”

“I think the two of you don’t need this seminar, your work already close together.” Macy said. 

“True but we’ll enjoy this few days in Los Angeles. You’ve got beaches here, we have only sand.”

“Are you planning to leave this earlier to go to the beach? Skipping two hours of speeches because nobody will notice when you’re not back after lunch?” Macy asked firmly. 

“Uhm…” Now that she mentioned it, it would be a great idea. At least until Sara saw Macy’s look. Maybe somebody would notice they were gone.

“We’d never do something like that.” Sofia helped Sara out.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“What a shame, I hoped you take me with you. I live in Venice, not too far away from the beach.”

“Under these circumstances we might think about that again.” Sara grinned and looked at Sofia. 

“You want us to leave early the very first day? What will your boss say when he finds out?”

“Don’t waste your energy on speeches, use it for the important things later. What would your boss say?”

“If I had been in your shoes I had never showed up there in the first place. A day full of speeches isn’t something that helps to work better with the other departments.” Sofia could imagine how Jim had turned around and walked out of the building straight after somebody had given him the time table of today. 

“What would your boss say, Lara?”

“I don’t have to worry about that.”

“Because your boss won’t find out?”

“Oh no, she’ll know the second I get up and leave.”

“Is your boss here?” Sofia looked around if anybody was listening to their conversation. 

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“She sits right next to Sara.”

“Huh?” Sara looked at both women. 

“I’m the boss. I didn’t send some of my people to be bored, I let them work while I’ll have to listen to all these speeches. If I go home after lunch nobody will tell my boss, I’ve to tell myself and I plan not to tell me.”

“Why aren’t Jim and Gil here? Why did they send us?” Sara wondered.

“Because both don’t like that. Gil would sit here the whole day listening if it was about bugs but it’s about politics and both don’t like that. That’s why we’re here. They sacrificed us. And gave us a nice room.”

“Where do you stay? In the hotel around the corner like most?”

“No, in a small motel in WeHo.”

“That’s far away.”

“It is a longer bus ride, yes but we’re happy with that. I prefer some time in the bus, gives me the chance to wake up and we don’t look at buildings all the time. WeHo is better than down town. We can have a party every night.”

“And sleep in here.”

“It’s warm, it’s dark, it looks perfect for a sleep.” Sofia grinned. She would have no problems to fall asleep while somebody was talking. That was like school and she some really nice sleeps in school. 

Part 2

They made it to lunch and left the building then. With Macy’s car Sara and Sofia got out of down town and towards Venice. Sara and Sofia wanted to go back to their motel first to get some towels, but Macy said, she had enough towels for them. If they don’t need their beach outfit, they’d be free to go straight to Venice. Neither Sara nor Sofia wanted to go swimming today, all they wanted was burying their feet in the sand and enjoy the sunshine with the sound of the ocean in the background. 

“Are we on the Route 66?”

“We can go there. If you want we can walk from Venice up to the Santa Monica Pier where the Route 66 starts. It’s not too far away. I live a few blocks behind the craziest part of the Venice beach.”

“We can see the Venice Beach boardwalk.” Sara smiled.

“Yes. If you’re ready for crazy people.”

“We’re used to them, we’re from Las Vegas.”

“True.” Macy stopped in front a small house. “Wanna come in?”

“I think I’ll go over to the snack bar over there. I need some lunch.” Sofia said.

“Yeah, a bar of chocolate and potato chips as a second breakfast, you must be starving.” Sara giggled.

“I shared all that and yes, I am hungry. Some people do eat every now and them.”

“And some never stop. I’ll join you and get some drinks for the beach.”

“Okay, I come over when I’ve changed and bring towels for you. Anything else you need?”

“Suncream.” 

“Of course we blonde get burnt easily. I’ll be with you in five minutes.”

“Okay.” Sara smiled and grinned when she and Sofia were alone. 

“What?”

“Blonde? I’m not sure about her, I didn’t bother to look that close but I know somebody who isn’t a blonde.”

“The one who sold me the chocolate.”

“Means I know two who aren’t real blondes.”

“There’s no proof that I’m not a real blonde, Miss Sidle. Do you have any evidence?”

“Shall I come very close and see if there’s no dark hair growing under the blonde?”

“Don’t you dare to come that close to me.”

“Why? I was that close to you last night.”

“It was at night, that’s something different.”

“Is it? I’ll have a look tonight then.”

“Can’t you annoy Macy with that?”

“I can ask her, maybe that’s the difference between you and her, she’s a real blonde.”

“I bet I’m younger and I look better.”

“Do you?”

“Yes I do. And you as my friend should say the same.”

“I worry about the age as soon as I know something more about the hair color difference.”

"You really like teasing me and my hair, don't you?"

"You react in a very funny way. Why don't you just say that you dye your hair? It's nothing bad, million of women do that every day."

"It's nothing that changes my personality."

"So why are you so closed up when it comes to your hair?”
"Because I hate stupid comments like I dye my hair because men like blondes more or I want to be a blonde to get more success in my job. People do talk such stupid things. They say you're a blonde so you can sleep your way up to the top."

"Everybody who knows you knows you don't sleep your way up the department. You're a smart woman, a good cop, you'll be captain one day because you're talented and you're perfect for that job. Your hair color doesn't change that."

"I know but I like my hair blond."

"It looks good."

"Why change it?"

"Why did you change it from...what is your natural hair color? I'm your best friend and I don't know your natural hair color, leave alone that I've never seen a photo of you with whatever hair."
"It's brown, darker brown and I do have photos of me as a teenager and brown hair. If it's really important for you I can show them to you."

"It's not important, I'm just curious."

"Did you never dye your hair?"

"No. It never came into my mind. It's only hair, it's there so we don't feel too cold in winter and if everybody would be bald, the world would look a little bit more boring."

"You can have a tattoo on your head."

"Of what? Long blond hair?"

"For example." Sofia laughed.

"I think I prefer the hair I have. Okay, Blondie, what do you want to eat for lunch?"

"I'll take a bag of potato chips and some chocolate. We can have something warm tonight. Is that alright with you?"

"Yes, I'll take a salad with me."

“You are always so boring healthy.”

“It’s like Yin and Yang, you’re the unhealthy one and I’m the healthy one.”

“Do you want me to feel bad for that?”

“No, not at all.” Sara got her arm around Sofia. “I’m fine with that. I make sure you eat something healthy every now and then and since…I’ve got more time again, I can have you over for dinner every second day and cook something healthy. A salad with a low fat steak, a vegetable soup with fresh bread or low fat French fries out of the oven. There’s always a way to make your junk food more healthy.”

“You take away all the fun out of the food. Very mean. Oh well, if you cook for me every second day, I’m going to cook for you every other second day. We’ll be together every day, isn’t that lovely?”

“I can hear some sarcasm but I do like this idea.”

“So do I, so do I.” Sofia placed her head for a second of Sara’s shoulder. She had missed spending a lot of time with Sara when they both had their boyfriends and later when Sara was with Ryan and Sofia was single again. That was the only good thing of them being singles again, they had more time for each other. 

Macy had left them for a swim, to have a better look at the surfer, as she told them.

“She looks like you and she acts like you. Impressive.”

“You want to take her with you to Vegas?” Sofia was amused. She didn’t see Macy so much alike like herself but it was always harder for yourself to see the similarities. 

“I’d love to. I think it would be great to work with her.”

“You want to stay here and you take her with you?”

“No I don’t.” Sara poked Sofia in her side. “Stupid question.”

“Typically blonde, isn’t it?”

“Apparently yes.”

“So maybe this is only a typical stupid blonde observation but I think L.A. suits you. You’re happier since you’re here.”

“It gets my mind off Ryan, yes.”

“That’s good.”

“I still miss him…love him.”

“Of course you do but I hope you understand that life will go on.”

“I know life will go on…but I still wish it would be like three months ago.”

“To go through all this again?”

“To catch this stupid letter that told him he can go away and be a captain and keep him in Vegas.”

“If it wasn’t that letter there would have been another. He wanted to be a captain, Sara. There was no chance for you to change that.”

“What is with you police guys that you always want to be powerful and need to get a better and better job? Can’t you just be happy with your job and start to have a private life? Or is a private life always only number two after the job?”

“I don’t think you can say that for all cops, I think it’s up to the people.”

“So why do I always get people who are more in love with their job than with me? I must be very stupid to do the same mistake all over again.”

“You’re not stupid.”

“I’m not sure about that.”

“Will you stop that! Stop thinking of him and stop telling yourself it was your fault. Forget the past and look at the present. You’re in Venice, there’re so many hot guys around, you can pick one and he’ll make you forget Lieutenant whatever-his-name-was.”

“I’ll try.”

“Good. If you suck I’ll pack you and throw you in the ocean… naked!”

“I’ve to arrest both you in that case.” Macy came back to them and sat on her towel. “Public nuisance.”

“A naked Sara is a lot but not public nuisance. People will be delighted.”

“Shut up, Sofia.” Sara pinched Sofia. 

“I can see you’re more than just colleagues.”

“She was my best friend until she started to be annoying.” Sara grumbled. 

“She loves me but she has her own way to show it. You need to know her to understand her love. But it’s a deep and strong love.”

“I can see that, it looks like…” Macy’s cell phone rang. “Sorry, I need to take that one.” She answered the phone. 

Sara whispered to Sofia: “What if that is one of her colleagues, wondering where she is at the advanced training? Do you think she can get some trouble for not being there?”

“She’s the boss.”

“Yeah but every boss has a boss.”

“…I’ll be there right away…okay…” She finished the call. “Sorry, I need to end this here. And the seminar too, I’ve a new case.”

“Do you need a CSI and a lieutenant?” Sara asked.

“We have them in L.A. too.” Macy laughed.

“Yeah but we’re the best you can get in the whole US of A.” Sofia grinned wide. 

Macy laughed again. “You’re quite arrogant, aren’t you Sofia?”

Sara tried to hide a loud laughter and started coughing. She couldn’t have said it any better. 

Sofia ignored Sara’s cough. “It’s called self-assured and it’s the truth.”

Macy thought for a second. “Oh well, why not. I can’t promise anything but if my boss and your bosses are alright you can work with me on the case. I think we can need all help we can get. Come on I need to change.”

“No more advanced training?” Sara smiled. That would be something great. She was sure Grissom wouldn’t mind if she was working on a case with the NCIS Los Angeles. They were here to see how the other departments of the law enforcement were working and that was a practical example.

“Do you know what this case is about?” Sofia asked when they were back in Macy’s car.

“A dead child.”

“You’re NCIS you don’t come for any dead child.”

“She’s the daughter of a marine, the commander of the ship that came back from Iraq last week.”

“How old?”

“Four.”

Sofia bit her lips. She wished she had stopped Sara from asking to help Macy out. This was exactly the kind of case she tried to keep away from her friend. 

“You guys need to talk to your bosses if you really want to help.”

“I’ll call Grissom.” Sara took her cell. She knew Grissom would be awake. Like her, he almost never slept. And she knew too Sofia didn’t want them to work on the case anymore since she knew what the case was all about. She had felt it without a look in her friend’s face. Yes Sara had problems with cases of child abuse and dead children but there was no reason why she couldn’t work them. Cases like that weren’t easy for anybody.

“I’ll give Brass a call. What do we tell them when they ask how we got this case?”

“Tell them you met me in the morning, we started talking and I got a call to come in. Kindly you offered your help because you’re the best.”

“It’s all true.” Sofia grinned. A few details were left out but all Macy said was true. 

“See, so easy.” 

“Hey Gil, it’s Sara…no I’m not on my way back to Vegas.” Sara chuckled. Okay, it was possible that she was so annoyed of the seminar that she had changed her mind and booked the next flight home, she couldn’t hold thinking that against Grissom.

“Listen we met this special agent from NCIS Los Angeles and she just got a case. Kindly we offered our help and if you and her boss are alright with that, we’d investigate the case with her…I think it’s the best way to see how NCIS handle cases and we’re here to learn that, aren’t we?…no I don’t use that as an excuse…what do you mean with did I spend any time at the seminar today?…no I went there…no…yes…god Gil, they were talking the whole day, nothing else than puff pieces of themselves and nothing about work…yes…no…okay…talk to you later.” She closed her cell.

“He knew you left?” Macy asked surprised.

“Yes. He knows me. But I did try it.”

“Is he alright with you helping me?”

“He is. He’ll call if you want, Sofia.”

“No I’ll tell him myself. I doubt he will have a problem with me working with you but for the protocol.”

“Your bosses seem to be easy going.”

“They know us, they like us, they won’t mind if we skip stupid seminars for real work. What kind of boss are you?”

“Firm, serious and strict. At least that’s my colleagues always tell me.”

“You left the seminar and spent a few hours at the beach.”

“Like you two I don’t want to waste time or energy listen to people who need to toot their own horn.”

“True.” Sara looked out of the window. They weren’t driving to the harbor, they were on their way up to the mountains, Hollywood Hills. She needed to prepare herself for the dead child. She couldn’t break apart when she saw the body, she needed to be strong and she needed Sofia to be there for her. There was no need to asked for that, she knew Sofia would be with her anyway. 

“I need you to wait here first until I’ve cleared that you can join us, okay?” Macy asked when they had arrived at the scene.

“Alright.” Sara and Sofia got out of the car. The crime scene was at an old big house. They were at the border of the Hollywood Hills, the buildings around them were still nice but not as big as the ones they had seen before. 

“You know I’ll be very close to your side all the time.” Sofia said quietly.

“I know.”

“I’ll see when you’re not alright and I won’t hesitate and get you out of here in that case. Do you understand me, Sara? I’m not happy we’re here, that you’ll work this case.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“You’ll be observed all the time.”

“But you won’t carry me on your arm off the scene, will you?”

“Don’t bet on that.” Sofia said seriously. She’d do anything to get Sara away from something that wasn’t good for her. No matter if Sara would hate her for that after it.

“You know you’re the only person who’s allowed to talk to me like that? Without pissing me off.”

“Because you know I love you and that’s why I tell you these things and would do these things.”

“If I wouldn’t love you too, I’d tell you something really rude in that case, lieutenant.”

Sofia smirked. She was happy that Sara was quite cool about her concern. 

Macy came back and by her side was a man with short light brown hair. 

“Callen, that are lieutenant Sofia Curtis, LVPD and Sara Sidle with the CSI LV. Ladies that’s Special Agent Callen, he’ll take you to the scene. I need to talk to the boss and the chief of police. There’s a little fight whose crime scene this it.”

“Sounds familiar…you can use what you learnt at the seminar today.” Sara smiled wide when Macy rolled her eyes. 

“Come on in. I guess you want to see the crime scene. Our medical examiner is with the body so is our crime scene team.”

“We don’t want to step on anybody’s toes.”

“Macy said you guys are good and we can need all the help we get.”

“What did happen?” Sofia asked

“This morning the four year old daughter of commander McKay was found dead by her mother. Her father came home from Iraq last week and we suspense that there’s a relation between his job and her death.”

“Were there any threads?”

“Not that we know of it.” They entered the house. Photos of marine ships were on the walls. Without wasting any time downstairs Callen guided them upstairs to the bedroom of the child. The walls were full with poster of cartons and animals, dolls and teddy bears were lying around and a little table with pens and painting were under the window. 

An elderly man was kneeing over the body, examining it.

“Lieutenant Curtis, CSI Sidle, both Las Vegas. Doc Miller.” Callen introduced shortly.

“Las Vegas? I thought you’re fighting with the L.A. authorities.”

“We do. They’re friends of Macy, want to help us.”

“Really? You want to have a look at the body? CSI Sidle was it, wasn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Lieutenant, what would you like to see?”

“I used to be a CSI too, I’ll stay with you if that’s alright.” She wanted to be close to Sara. There was no way she could walk around and ask people questions, it wasn’t her case. She was helping, she could go with somebody but not on her own. 

“A CSI who’s now a lieutenant. Changed the sides?” Called asked.

“I’m still on the same side, it’s still about catching the bad guy. Only my work place has changed a bit.”

“Doc?” Sara was next to the coroner and pointed to some bruises. There were several on the child’s shoulder.

“I saw them. The TOD is the early morning, these bruises are older.”

“It changed from purple to green, it’s something between four to six days old.” The time when the father came back from Iraq but Sara didn’t want to say that. It could be a coincidence even if she didn’t believe in coincidences. 

“Yes.” The girl wore a pj. 

“How was she killed?”

“My suggestion is that she was choked look at her eyes.”

“Are there any traces of forced entry?” Sofia asked Callen.

“We haven’t found them yet. Want to have a look with me?”

The blonde hesitated for a second. Sara threw her a look that told her to go, she was alright. 

“Sure.” Sofia followed Callen downstairs.

“Where are the parents?”

“At the HQ. We needed them their to question them and have them out of the way. It was kind of hard to get them away from their girl.”

“I guess so. She’s the only child?”

“Yes.”

“That’s even worse.”

“Do you have children?”

“No. Not yet. You?”

“I’m not married. It’s kind of tricky in this job to have a family.”

“That always depends on what and who you call family.”

“Who do you call family?”

“Beside the obvious part? The most important person of my family is upstairs. Sara is colleague, friend and family.”

“I know what you mean. Macy is family…talking about Macy…you look like her.”

“You think?”

“Yes. Beside that you wear your hair open.”

“I can tie it back if it confuses you otherwise.” 

“No I prefer it open. Should say that Macy.”

“She’ll tell you to mind your own business and concentrate on your work.”

“You actually talk like her. That’s scary.”

“She’s gotten to you.”

“What?” Sara turned surprised around. She hadn’t heard the young man who entered the room. The coroner had taken the body with him and Sara was left alone in the room. Was that the CSI who was responsible for the scene.

“The girl, she got into you. After only a few minutes?”

“And you are?” She asked more to change the topic than interest. 

“Nate Getz, you can call me Doc.”

“The coroner left already.”

“I’m not that kind of doctor, I’m a psychologist.”

“Great find the killer of the child.”

“Is that your way to tell me to stay out of your head?”

“I’m sure you’re a good shrink.”

He smiled a bit. “I’m not a shrink.”

“Do you have any idea who killed her?”

“No, I want to talk to the parents later. What do you think? A girl killed in her parent’s house, only a week after her father is back from Iraq. Do you have any ideas, Miss…?”

“Sidle, CSI Las Vegas.”

“I heard we have some guests. You think it has something to do with the father.” It wasn’t a question it was a conclusion. 

“Do I? I never said so.”

“You don’t have to use these words. I could see that in your eyes when I mentioned the father.”

“Stay out of her head. Doc.” Macy came in the room. 

“Macy…”

“No. Don’t go there. I want you in the room to tell me what you think what happened here and not to tell me what Miss Sidle thinks. She can tell me her impressions herself. I want you to make the room, the house talk.”

“You ask for a lot.”

“You’re the best I expect nothing than a lot of you. Talk.” Macy leant at the door frame and didn’t keep her eyes of her colleague. 

“She was exposed. Somebody wanted us to see her like this, right in the middle of the room. The window is open, it’s cold at night. She’s only four but she was able to close a window and I bet, if that window was open all night, she woke up at some point and would have closed it. 

There were bruises on her body, old ones. I think the coroner will find more old than new bruises. Choked by a pillow. Weapon of choice? There’s no ladder in front of the window, no traces of a ladder and no trees around, we’re on the second floor, you need something to come in the room. Nobody broke in through that window, Macy. 

The girl was killed in here but the killer entered through her bedroom door.”

“Can you verified his suggestions?” Macy looked at Sara.

“If you give me a kit I can check for prints on the window, can look who touched the window last and if somebody touched it from the outside. We’re not likely to find something whoever breaks in a house of a marine is well prepared and wears gloves.”

“Why do you think somebody wanted his daughter dead?”

“He suffers more when he loses his daughter than his own life.”

“Doc?”

“I agree with Miss Sidle. Taking away the child or the spouse is a bigger punishment than being killed. You have to live with the pain, you have to live with the knowledge somebody killed your daughter, son, wife, husband because of you. If it wasn’t for you, your child or spouse would be still alive.”

“I want you to go back to the HQ and talk to the parents. Tell me what you think of them, go in their heads.”

“Okay.”

“Nate?”

“Yeah?”

“I want whoever did that fast.”

“Understood.” He left the room. 

Macy came over to Sara. “Sorry that he poked around your head. It’s a bad habit of him. A case like that gets to everybody.”

“He’s good.”

“He’s better than good but there’s no need to tell him that.”

“He knows that already.”

“Yes he does. And that really pisses me off. I hate it when he’s in my head.”

“I had the feeling he can look right through me.”

“He can.”

“I don’t think I could work with somebody like him.”

“You learn to live with that. He knows where he has to stop.”

“Does he?”

“As soon as you tell him to get out of your head he does so…at least I hope that. You’ll never know.”

“Scary.”

“It’s Nate. Our CSI is downstairs, if you want you can work with him. Sofia is outside with Callen, she’s more a CSI too.”

“She was acting supervisor, she knows what she’s doing.”

“I never doubted that.”

“I don’t want to answer this call.” Sofia called from the balcony when her cell phone rang in the room. Sara, who was in the room to get something to drink, took the phone and handed it to Sofia.

“Mhm thanks…Curtis.”

“It’s Brass, how is it going?”

“We finished for today.”

“Any clues?”

“We’ve a dead girl, no signs of entry but some evidence that a stranger was in the garden. No suspects so far but we’re only helper so I’ve no idea how much they really know and what they tell us.”

“For a good co-operation everything.”

“Yeah. You should see their HQ, it’s the newest stuff. If I’d be an e-geek I’d stay here.”

“You need smart people otherwise all machines will be stupid too.”

“They have smart people. What doesn’t mean we’re not better.”

“Of course we are. Listen, are you planning to go back to the advanced training?”

“Uhm, do I have to?”

“You can stay on that case?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t have to go back. Try to get something from the boss there why he needs you.”

“She.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“The boss is a she.”

“Good looking?”

“Around two dozen people told me today she’s my twin.”

“Bring her back to Vegas.”

“I’ll pretend you didn’t say that, Jim. Go to work your head needs to work.”

“Enjoy the evening and the time in L.A..”

“I will. Bye.” She closed her cell and was tempted to switch it off. 

“I think it was very good that I mistook Macy for you this morning.” Sara said. 

“It got us out of the advanced training. As your best friend I’m disappointed. Don’t see the difference between her and me.”

“She was sitting with her back to me, hidden somewhere in the back, exactly where you wanted to find two seats for us.”

“Hair tied up.”

“You do that sometimes…” 

Sofia cocked her head. 

“Once a month…” Sara went on. “Oh for heaven’s sake screw it. You damn look like her.”

Sofia went over to Sara and got her in her arms. “She looks like me, Sara, not the other way around. She’s a year older and she’s a natural blonde.”

“How do you know?”

“I’m good. Don’t you think I deserve something special for finding that out?”

“There’s chocolate in the fridge.”

“Maybe I’m not after chocolate.”

“If you’d be a guy I’d say you want to get laid. As my best friend I hope you don’t think something like that and your desire is perfectly harmless. What do you want, Sofia?”

“You. In my arms. The whole night.”

“Again?”

“Can’t get enough of you.”

“Somehow I don’t believe that.”

“I let you work this case, Sara but I want to be very sure you’re alright. If you have a nightmare tonight I won’t let you go back to the scene. And it doesn’t matter if I have to handcuff you to the bed here, you won’t go. Am I clear?”

“You know you can’t tell me what to do.”

“Don’t dare me. I’ll risk trouble with you if I can’t have you safe otherwise. You, my dearest friend, do the same.”

“Having you with me should scare all nightmare away.”

“I take this insult as an approval.”

“This smug sound again. Give me a break from that I had it around in a double version the whole day. Although she isn’t as smug as you are.”

“Did you compare Macy and me the whole day?”

“No I didn’t have time for that. I like working with her, Callen is nice and Nate scares me.”

“He go into your head?”

“Yes.”

“Macy was complaining about that. Callen is hot.”

“Of course you think like that.”

“Yes. We should have invited him over. I’m sure we can have some fun with him.”

“Are you talking of a threesome?”

“He might be able to satisfied us both.”

“Your minds get dirtier the older you get. I think it’s time you find a decent man to marry and get your thoughts out of the gutter. Wedding, a few children, housewife, knitting in the evening and preparing breakfast in the morning, kiss the kids and the husband good-bye before you make your weekly spring-clean.”

“Something like that will never happen, Sara. Never. He has to stay at home I’ll go on working. And if I can’t find a man, well as soon as I’m forty I’ll have a look around for in-vitro fertilization. I’ll have my two kids before I’m forty-five and I’ll be a captain before I’m fifty. No man will change anything of that. It’s written in stone.”

“Like the Ten Commandments?”

“I thought they’re written on paper. Doesn’t matter. Fact is I’ll never be a housewife.”

“Good. All I wanted was to make sure you’re working with me for the rest of our life.”

“I will.” Sofia got her arms around Sara’s neck. “You won’t lose me that easy, Miss Sidle.”

“I don’t want to lose you, Miss Curtis.” Sara smiled. She wanted a lot of things in life. Losing Sofia wasn’t part of this list at all. 

Part 3

"Hello doctor Miller."

"Macy, Miss Sidle, are you here to see Flora Humpert?"

"Yes, You finished the autopsy?" Macy asked.

"I did."

"Anything special?"

"I've got something sad. The girl was sexual abused."

"Shit."
Sara felt how she got rigid. She had known it. There were so many hints, she had tried to close her eyes, not to see them, but she knew they were there.

"The virginal membrane was broken, I can't tell you when but there was no recent blood."

"So it wasn't in the night she died."

"No. There were some bruises and she was injured on 3 and 9 o'clock, but there was no blood. Whoever did that to her did that before last night."

"The father is back since one week. Can you find any evidence that gives us a time when it started? Anything that gives us time, person?"

"I'll make further examinations. So far I can't give you any time or date, only that it started before last night."

"Thanks doc. COD?"

"She was choked, likely with a pillow or something soft. I found fibers in her throat and sent them to traces. Some other fibers under her nails, no skin, at least I didn't see any. She lost a tooth the night she died. I found it in her stomach. that is consistent with the  bruises in her face and the split lip. I think somebody hit her in the face, broke the tooth and choked her to death."

"Makes you wonder what sick people are walking around. Anything else?"

"Not so far."

"Okay, thanks doc."

Macy and Sara left the morgue.

"What do you think, Sara?"

"I...don't know...there were boot prints around the house. Somebody broke in, abused the girl and killed her..."

"It looks like that."

"Yes..."
"But?" Macy felt that Sara had something on her mind, so had she but she wanted to hear what Sara thought first.

"It doesn't make sense. You find a little girl murdered in her room and  she was sexual abused, you think the perpetrator abused and killed her so that she can't call for help or tell anybody who did that to her. According to doc Miller Flora was abused before last night. Why kill her now? If he wanted to be sure she can't tell anybody what he did and who he is, why didn't he kill her right away? After the first abuse. I doubt this was the second."

"So what has changed?"

"The father is back."

"You mean the killer was scared Flora would tell it to her father and that's why he killed her? Isn't it more likely that a little girl talks to her mother?"

"I don't know." That was a topic Sara didn't feel comfortable and safe in.

"I preferred to talk to my mother when I was a child. Although that changed because my father is a FED and she always wanted me to be a secretary like herself. She wasn't happy that I was more a tom boy than a princess. Flora on the other hand, looked more like a little princess to me and not like a tom boy."

"Did you talk to the parents?"

"Yes. They were asleep. When they woke up around eight and their daughter wasn't around they thought she was tired. The family had a long movie night the evening before and Flora had watched TV until nine. The mother brought her to bed, they watched another movie, the father checked on her after eleven, everything was alright, they went to bed."

"Was he back immediately."

"I assumed so." Macy understood what Sara was suggesting. "Eleven p.m. doesn't fit to the TOD, that was around two."

"Do we know if Misses Humpert has a deep sleep?"

"No. Do you think the father did that?"

"I don't know. Usually it's the father but when the abusing started before that night, it can be anybody else. He was away, who else is around? Older cousins? Neighbors? Uncles? If her uncle took care of her when the mother was away, nobody wonders what he's doing. Or a neighbor boy. The mother needs to go shopping for an hour, the boy seems to be reliable, he likes kids, why not ask him? There are always a lot of  possibilities."

"We need to talk to the parents again."

"We?"
"You're investigating with us, you've a smart head on your shoulder, maybe you can make them remember something. Or do you have a problem with that, Sara?"

"No."
Macy stopped and took a good look at Sara. When she was sure nobody was around she said: "Cases like this trouble you, don't they? More than other people."

"Everybody has cases he or she doesn't like."

"True. I won't take this further, it's your decision if you want to go on with this topic, it's not my business to be in your  head, to analyze you but I can tell you, if you need somebody to talk, you can talk to me or Nate. He is really damn good I'm sure you won't need many words to make him understand."

"I'm alright, I can work the case, don't worry."

"I never doubted that. Alright, let's get the parents to here."

“You’re going to talk to the parents?” Sofia had heard of Macy’s and Sara’s assumption and wasn’t happy that her friend was right in the middle of this case. 

“Yes.” Sara could see what Sofia thought. “I’ll be alright.”

“I’d like to be around, be with you.”

“I don’t think that’s possible. I can cope.”

“I don’t like it.”

“Of course you don’t.”

“Can I do anything for you?”

“Believe in me.”

“I do. More than in anybody else.” Sofia got her hand carefully on Sara’s arm. 

“Don’t you dare to hug or kiss me.”

Sofia started laughing. That was so Sara. 

“Me? Never!”

“You? All the time.”

“Honey if I’d kiss you all the time you’d be too busy to kiss me back and be too amazed by my kisses to work any case.”

“Smuggy.”

“Your Smuggy.”

“Yes.” Sara stroke with her finger over Sofia’s hand. “I’d like to have dinner with you tonight. In a small restaurant, a quiet one. Is that alright with you?”

“Of course. Shall I be your dessert?”

Sara giggled. “No.” She shook her head. “I’m on a diet.”

“I promise you won’t gain any calories with me. I’ll make you lose them in long hot sweating hours.”

“Will you stop talking like that?” Sara poked Sofia. 

“Why? Does it turn you on and you’ve no idea how to resist me any longer?”

“I’ve no idea how to resist the urge of pinching you.”

“With a kiss?”

“I think WeHo isn’t good for you. You’re turning gay.”

“And? Something wrong with that?”

“Only if you try to hit on me.”

“Honey we promised we’d marry if we’re both single with forty. How do you call that?”

“A promise to have some platonic fun. Stop hitting on your best friend; especially because she’s a single since only two weeks.”

“That’s the best reason to get laid again. Forget the past.”

“Not my style.”

“At least you say ‘no’ because it’s not your style and not because of me. I can live with that.”

“If I wouldn’t like you that much I’d think you’re really annoying.”

“You love me and you like to play with me like I like to play with you. We’re even. Come on, I’ll go with you to your interview room.”

“Bodyguard?”

“Every inch if you want me to.”

Sara rolled her eyes. 

“I still think it’s Macy who comes in the room.” Callen said when Sara and Sofia entered the room behind the mirror. 

“They’re different. Look at the way Sofia looks at Sara and how close they are. You’ll never see that with Macy.”

“How do I look at Sara?” Sofia asked interested.

“Your eyes are filled with love. Your eyes soften as soon as you see her. That tells me she’s very important for you and you’re very close.”

“I consider her as family and she’s the most important person in my life. Make out of that whatever you want.”

“Now she sounds like a pissed off Macy, you got the wrong topic, Nate.”

“Looks like.”

“For somebody who’s poking around other people’s head that’s a poor show. Couldn’t you see she doesn’t want to talk about her and Sara?”

“Looks like I made a mistake.”

“Try to figure out our relationship, our colleagues do the same and still have no clue.” Sara blinked at Sofia. “I’ll be working with your double. Keep my back clear, will you?”

“Of course.”

“And stop them from talking about us.”

“Oh I enjoy the gossip. Let’s see what they come up with. I’ll keep you posted.”

“No need to. I’m still not into gossip.” Sara left the room. 

“Friendship.” Nate said. “Close one. Teasing, flirting, there might be something between you and her but you’re too good friend to find out what it might be. You both like the safety your friendship gives you. Sara is troubled, I think it’s a…”

Sofia turned and looked with sharp eyes at the psychiatrist. “I’ll say this only one time, Nate, I won’t repeat and I wish there won’t be a reason for me to repeat this: Leave her head, Nate. Right now! Don’t you ever dare to poke around her head and say out loud what you found or think what you found. Never. Understand me? And don’t you dare to mention anything about that when she’s around. Leave her alone, concentrate on the case. Sara isn’t your case.” Sofia kept her voice calm and low but she made it very clear to Nate that she was very serious about what she said. She was impressed about how the young man could look in somebody’s mind but she didn’t want him poking around in Saras and talking about what he saw. 

"The parents are waiting for us." Macy was leaning next to the door to an interrogating room.”

"With lawyer?"

"No, they consider themselves as victims."

"They are." No matter to which conclusion they came, the parents would be victims. One of them might be a guilty victim, but one was a victim like the daughter.

"Are you ready?"

"Yes."
"Let's go." Macy opened the door. Sara felt a little bit uncomfortable. Not only because of the case, also because she was in the room. It wasn't her job, somebody from the NCIS L.A. team should be in here with Macy and not Sara. She hoped she didn’t step on somebody’s toes. Then again Macy wanted her to be here, Sara didn’t ask for it. 

Mister Humbert was a tall man with gray short hair. His eyes were ice blue and filled with sorrow. His wife was petite, long brown hair and red eyes. Both seemed to hold on to each other, tried to support the other during this hard time.

"Misses Humbert, commander Humbert, thanks for coming in. This is Sara Sidle with the Las Vegas crime lab."

"What has Las Vegas to do with this?" Commander Humbert asked.

"She's helping out with the forensic as an forensic expert I met her during a seminar this week." Forensic expert? Sara didn't know that she was an expert. She wasn't a doctor like Grissom, not even a supervisor like Cath. She was just a CSI level 3. And Macy didn't know anything about her and her work - unless she hadn't contact Grissom yesterday to make sure she was a good CSI.

"I'm sorry for your lost."

"Do you  have children, Miss Sidle? Misses?" Misses Humbert asked bitter.

"No I don't."

"Then you do don't know how it feels to lose a child."

No she didn’t know how it felt to lose a child, she knew how it felt to lose a parent. Both parents. But that wasn’t topic here. 

"No I can only imagine and I know imagination won't be as big as your sorrow. That's why I'm here, I want to help you finding out who did that to your daughter."

"Did you find any evidence?"

"We found some evidence." Macy answered for Sara. "Misses Humbert, were you the only person who looked after Flora? Or did she have any babysitter?"

"I was at home all day to make sure she isn't alone. It isn't easy for a child when the father is most of the time away, we didn't want her to deal with the absence of her mother too."

"Who else is on a regular base in the house?"

"Why do you ask things like that?" Commander Humbert demanded to know. "What did you find?"

"We found some boot prints and would like to know if they are from a visitor or if they might be from the perpetrator."

"Nichlas, the son of our neighbors came over quite often." Misses Humbert said

"Is he a friend of your daughter?".

"Yes."

"How old is he?"

"Four. My daughter was a child, when she met other children, they were in her age. They live right next to us. Nichlas and Flora were friends from the very beginning." The boot prints were size 12, they belonged to an adult. But she would talk to the father, he might have taken advantages of the friendship of his son and the neighbor daughter. Nobody would think something bad when he goes over to take his son home. 

"Any regular visitors? Brothers? Cousins?"

"Of course is my family around and visits us. My sister comes in twice a week, my parents usually on the weekends."

"Who visited you in the last four days?" The prints weren't old, it had rained a few days ago and the prints were made after the rain.

"Half of the family because my husband is here. Uhm, I think it were your and my parents when you came back on Sunday, your parents stayed until Tuesday. Your sister and your brothers were there on Sunday, your old high school friends on Monday. Do you need the names of all these people?"

"I'm afraid we do. And their contact dates so we can rule them out as suspects."
“None of them hurt our daughter, they are family.” Mister Humbert said. 

“It’s routine.” And too often were perpetrators family members. Something no family wanted to hear. 

“What did you do the night before your daughter died?”

“We all watched a movie together. Usually there’re no movies during the week but because my husband is back, we lose some of the rules and let her watch a movie with us. It was nine when I brought her to bed. We watched another movie and went to bed after eleven. We…my husband checked on her before he came to bed, everything was alright and when we woke up…” Misses Humbert stopped talking and cried. 

“Was the window open when you checked on your daughter, commander?”

“No. It was a fresh night, Flora felt cold easily. When we left the window open because we thought it was warm, she closed it herself.”

“Did she ever open it herself?”

“No. It wasn’t only the cold, she was also very scared any insect could come in her room. She hated an open window.”

“We couldn’t find traces of a broken lock. Who has a key to your house?”

“We, our parents.” Commander Humbert looked at his wife. “I think that’s it.”

“Do you know where your keys are? Where your parents keep their keys?”

“I’ve my key right here with me.”

“So do I.” Misses Humbert said. “And our parents? I guess they’ve them somewhere in their houses. When they come along for a visit they don’t bring the keys with them. They’ve the keys in case of an emergency when I left mine in the house and can’t come in.”

“I’ve no idea where to look for the killer.” Sara buried her face in her hands. They had talked for over one hour with the parents and got no information about the killer or how he could have come in. 

“Don’t push yourself too hard.” Sofia got next to her friend, pulled her in her arms. 

“There must be something, everybody leaves traces. We need to…”

“Sara, stop it.” Sofia shook her friend. “Don’t make yourself feel guilty. You did everything you could, you still do it.”

“We haven’t got anything.”

“Sara…if you can’t get some distance between you and the case I’ll ask Macy to send you away. I won’t let this case get you.”

“You’ve no right…” Sara stopped when she saw Sofia’s look. “Sorry.”

“I worry about you. I don’t say these things because I want to annoy you or don’t trust you but  it’s not good for you.”

“I’ll be alright because you’re there.”

“You are already not alright. I’ll try to catch you but I need your help. I need you to stay away from situations that will make you suffer. I need you to keep some distance and I need you to be by my side.”

“I love to be by your side.”

“Good.”

“Did you and Callen find anything?”

“No. We were listening to you and Macy. They hope doc Miller and the evidence will give them some new ideas.”

“So we’ll wait.”

“You can go home.” Macy came in the room. 

“What?” Sofia asked surprised. They were supposed to help and not to go home. 

“There’s no need to sit around, I’ll give you a call if we find something. I’ve no idea where to go, there’s no evidence, these boot prints are not helping.” Macy looked at Sara. “You need a break.”

“I’m fine.”

“Sure. If you don’t want me to call Nate you let Sofia take you home. There’s no need to explain me what you have but I can see you’re not alright and I don’t want you in the team like this. Get a break, go down to the ocean, have walk through Hollywood, anything that will distract you.”

“She looks like Sofia, she talks like her, that’s annoying.” Sara mumbled grumping. 

“That’s what you need.” Sofia smiled a bit.

“Bite me.”

“Okay.” Sofia got her teeth into Sara’s throat and bit her carefully. 

“Do that again and you’ll find yourself in hospital.” Sara’s eyes got narrow.

“Don’t offer me to bit you if you don’t want it.” Sofia grinned not reacting to Sara’s evil eyes. She got up and offered the brunette her hand. 

Sara took it after a short hesitation and got up.

“I’ll call you if we find something else. Try to have a nice afternoon. After all you don’t have to go back downtown and listen to all the boring things.”

“If you won’t tell our bosses we won’t do it.” Sofia smiled. 

“I promise I won’t tell them. I’ll call you later.”

“Thanks. Good luck.”

“Thanks we need it.” Macy left the room.

“Are you mad at me or can we go like friends?”

“Even when I’m mad at you I’m still your friend.”

“Good.” Sofia smiled and opened the door for Sara. 

“Where do we go?”

“I think I know a nice place.” 

An hour later they were sitting on a bench, two pizza cartons next to them and a big bottle of coke. 

“So what do you think? Do you feel like a star?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Some letters don’t make me feel like a star.” Sara got a huge slice of pizza. They were sitting at the reservoir in Silver Lake, watching the little lake and the Hollywood sign further away. 

“Not? Damn it, I wanted to offer you to drive up to the sign.”

“We can go there if you want to see it.”

“What would you prefer?”

“Working.”

“No, please, not the old workaholic Sara. What happened to my friend? The lovely brunette who knew what fun is?”

“I can’t enjoy an afternoon with the open case…I’ve the feeling that I haven’t seen something really obvious, something that leads us to the killer. There’s this little voice, telling me all over again I’ve to think harder to see the obvious thing.”

“Sara, don’t push yourself.” Sofia got her hand on Sara’s. 

“I don’t want but there is this voice…like…I don’t know…like I should know who the killer is. It’s like not to see the wood for the trees.”

“There is nothing to see, Sara.”

“Nothing we do see.”

“I wanted you away from Vegas to forget Ryan.” Sofia closed her pizza box. “Now I wish we would be there and you’d be sad instead of feeling guilty here.”

“I didn’t forget Ryan. How could I?” Sara sighed.

“I still don’t understand how he can prefer to be a captain than being with you.”

“You want to be a captain too, you should understand.”

“I’m ‘only your friend’ and not your lover but for me you’re more important than the job. If they’d offer me to become a captain in Vermont I wouldn’t take it. My job isn’t my life, there are more important things to me than working. I prefer to be a lieutenant and have you than being a captain and see you only once a month or something like that. I can’t imagine my life without you Sara. I need you, I need the time we spend together, I need your opinion, I need you to look out for me. There’s no rank and no money that can replace you.”

Sara got Sofia in her arms. What was she supposed to say to these words? It was obvious her best friend loved her more than her job, a job that was very important to her. 

“I’m very happy to have you as my friend Sofia. And it’s not ‘only my friend’ you’re more, you know that. You’re my family and I prefer to lose Ryan than you. I’ll survive without him, the pain will go but I couldn’t survive without you, I couldn’t cope without my smug and arrogant blonde.”

“Stunning blonde.” Sofia mumbled in Sara’s neck. 

“Stunning, hot and sexy blonde. And I’ll have this delicious piece of meat in my bed tonight.”

“Delicious piece of meat? I beg your pardon, Miss Vegetarian.”

“Being a vegetarian means I won’t eat you.” Sara smirked.

“Maybe I’d like that. I had my teeth in you today, you could return that favor. Very gentle of course.”

“Don’t flirt with me.”

“Who said stunning, hot and sexy blonde? Who called me a delicious piece of meat?”

“Aren’t you?”

“That’s not the point.”

“It’s the truth”

“You are flirting, not me.”

“Shall I stop?”

“Don’t you dare, I love to hear compliments. Go on.”

“No, I think I’ll use my mouth for some more pizza.”

“No chance to change your mind?”

“Want me to put my topping on you?”

“If I can get you to wear nothing more than chocolate sauce and you let me lick it away we’ve a deal.”

“I explore new sides of you, Miss Curtis, sides I haven’t known before. Is it the city that makes you this strange?”

“No I think I just need some sex.”

“You won’t get it from me. Stop wasting time and energy and concentrate on somebody else.”

“I like challenges.”

“I won’t have sex with my best friend. What is more important to you? Sex or our friendship?”

“I thought I made myself clear that there’s nothing more important than our friendship. Who’s the blonde?”

“The real blonde? Macy.” Sara grinned and got poked. 

“Sara, wake up!” 

Hands around her shoulder grabbed her hard and shook her. Irritated, trying to fight these hands, Sara wanted to scream but couldn’t get a out a word. 

“Sara, wake up!” Sofia repeated. She had felt like the brunette had tossed and turned, she had heard the whine and the cries, she had felt how Sara was sweating and cold. Her friend was in the  middle of a nightmare and she was caught in it. Sofia could only imagine what was happening in Sara’s mind and she wanted to get her out of that as fast as possible. 

“Please don’t…”

“It’s alright honey.” Sofia got Sara in her arms and rocked her softly. “Everything is alright. It was only a dream, a nightmare, you’re safe. Nothing can happen to you, I’m here, I take care of you.” She kissed Sara’s hair, stroke her arms and didn’t stop rocking. There was no way she’d let the brunette go back to the case. No matter if they’d have a fight about this, it wasn’t good for Sara. She needed some distance, she needed to get the case out of her head. 

“What…” Slowly Sara’s eyes became clear. 

“You had a nightmare.” Sofia kept her in her arms. 

“He was back.”

“He can’t be back, he’s dead. He will never hurt you again, Honey. And even if he wouldn’t be dead I’d take care of you. I’d never let you go anywhere alone.”

“Only a nightmare.” Sara got up carefully and looked around. Sofia had switched on the light on the nightstand. The room was in a soft light, Sara saw her things, her empty glass of wine, the little Oscar she had bought Sofia in the afternoon when they were strolling around Hollywood Boulevard and did some souvenir shopping. The best friend in the world. It was an understatement. 

“Better?” Sofia asked softly. 

“Yes…I think.” Sara found Sofia’s eyes, the usually friendly ice blue eyes were filled with concern and a little bit darker. 

“I’m sorry to wake you up. I must have scared you.”

“I’m a lieutenant nothing can scare me.”

“You’re arrogant again.”

“Self-assured. Do you want a glass of water?”

“No thanks. You don’t have to baby me.”

“I don’t baby you, I try to take care of you. That’ what friends do.”

“No, a mother offers water, a friend offers whiskey.”

“I won’t give you any alcohol when you’re like that. You can have water, a tea or coffee.”

“Can I keep your arms?”

“Definitely.”

“Good. And now tell me what I don’t want to hear.”

“No need if you already know what I’ll say.”

“You don’t want me go back to the case.”

“No I don’t and I’m prepared to fight with you for this.”

“I don’t want to fight…Sofia, I want the killer locked away.”

“So do I but I don’t want you to be like this. If you don’t care how this case affects you, I can’t make you care but I hope you care about me and it breaks my heart to see you like that, to find you in the night with nightmares, to see the sadness in your eyes. If you don’t want to go on for your own sake could you consider to stay away for my sake? Please.”

“How am I supposed to say no? I can’t refuse a request of my best friend.”

“You can, all you have to say is that I’ve to mind my own business.”

“I am your business.” Sara smiled a bit. “We’re friends, we’re each others business. If you feel sad because of me I want to stop whatever makes you sad.”

Sofia stroke with her finger through Sara’s face, following a nearly dried trace of tears.

“I love you Sara. Seeing you suffering like tonight makes me really sad. But I know you won’t forget this case by only not going there anymore. I know you need to know the killer is locked away for your own sake. We go back to Macy tomorrow. All I ask for is one thing: stay by my side. I can’t protect you from seeing and feeling things only you see, feel and know about but I can be there whenever you need me to hold you. And I’ve no problems with holding you in my arms while the whole Los Angeles NCIS is stand around us.”

“Neither have I.”

“Good.”

“Does that mean we’ll sleep now and go on doing what we can do best in the morning?”

“Yes. You stay in my arms, I can wake you up faster that way. You had hidden on the other side of the bed, it took me too long to realize you have a nightmare.”

“Stupid nightmare got me out of your arms to have the full power over me.” Sara grumbled. 

“This time I won’t let your nightmare win.” Sofia switched off the light and took Sara in her arms, holding her very close. The brunette wouldn’t escape her arms again.

“Do you want to hold my hand?” Sara asked with a smile when they were in the elevator to the office level of NCIS. After a few words to the agents around they walked up to Macy’s office. 

“If you can’t go there otherwise I’ll do that.”

“I can try first.”

“My brave girl.”

“Don’t talk to me like I’m a dog.”

“I’d never do that.” Sofia waited until the door opened itself and let Sara leave the elevator first. 

“You don’t like spare time, do you?” Macy greeted them.

“No, we prefer to work, get the killer and have some fun after that.” Sara smiled.

“We’ve no new traces, none of the family members has this kind of boots. The only signs of a B & E and we can’t do anything with it.”

“What if it wasn’t a B & E?” Sara asked.

“You still like the father?”

“I don’t like him to be the perpetrator but if there’s no real evidence of somebody breaking in, we’ve to look closer at the people already inside the house.”

“Mom and dad.”

“The father is home since five days?” Sofia had the file in her hand, reading over some of the reports.

“Yes. Why?” Macy walked to Sofia. 

“Five days, doc Miller said the injuries were older. When was the last time he was here?”

“I can check that.” Macy sat down on her computer. A minute later she had the timetable of the war vessel. “Four months ago.”

“According to these files based of doc Millers examination the first injury had to be something like two or three months ago. If that time is right. the father wasn’t there. Leaves us with the grandfather and uncles. Anybody of them has size twelve?”

“No. But you can put on bigger boots.”

“I doubt they’d come in when the father is there.”

“The parents stayed in the house.”

“Opportunity. The child says she’ll tell her dad, the perpetrator panics and kills her.”

“But why wait until they left again? It would be easier if he kills while they’re there.”

“He’d become a suspect that way. He has keys, no problem for him to enter the house. He knows the parents have a deep sleep, abuses the child and kills her.”

“They’ve keys of the house, no traces of a B & E, they know where to go, they know the habits…we need to find out who of the grandfathers might  be the one we’re looking for.”

“Not the grandfathers.” Sara whispered. She had stayed away from the two blondes, listen to their conversation. 

“Not?” Macy asked.

“Sara?” Sofia tried not to walk to her friend too fast. Sara was pale, she looked like the last night when she woke up from her nightmare. Sofia got her hand not bothering to think about what Macy might think. She had promised to be there if Sara needed her, had promised she’d hold her when she needed to be hold. 

“I’m…I can handle it.” She wanted to say ‘I’m fine’ but she knew Sofia knew different and Macy could see that too. Nobody else was around, no need to pretend anything. 

“You don’t have to.”

“As you said last night, it won’t leave me alone just because I don’t work the case anymore. It will haunt me until we found the killer.”

“Okay.” Sofia left her hand on Sara’s arm. Sometimes it helped to feel the warmth of somebody else.

“What do you mean with not the grandfather, Sara?”

“There was no reason for them to come back, all they had to do was waiting a week until the father was gone again.”

“If the child was about to tell her father…”

“They had killed the child before the father was back instead of waiting until he was back and risk him to wake up.” Sara interrupted Macy.

“So?”

“The father as a sound sleep, what’s about the mother?”

“She didn’t mention anything but she didn’t say she heard somebody entering the house.”

“Do you think she knows the perpetrator? A secret lover? Wouldn’t be the first time the lover of the mother abuses the child.”

“Happens quite often; unfortunately. Do you think the killer would kill the girl without that he…abuse her?”

“No.” Sofia got Sara closer to her. She wanted Sara to be out of this building and the case. She wanted her friend’s mind on something else. Something nice.

“There was no sperm in the bed or anywhere in the child’s room. Nothing. No blood. You have a young girl, you have an adult, there’s always blood. There was no blood. I don’t think a man had sex with Flo…the child.” 

“Sara…” Sofia bit her lips and stopped when Sara shook her head slightly. 

“I don’t think the father has anything to do with this. His pain was real.”

“Are you trying to tell us the mother abused and killed her daughter?” Macy asked.

“Can’t prove it.”

“Females are not that common as sexual abuser and they are more difficult to find. It’s easier to hide for them, they do give the children a bath, nobody thinks of anything bad when the mother is very close to the child.” Sofia stroke softly with her finger over Sara’s hand while she talked without noticing what she was doing. 

“Yes.”

“Do you have any idea how we can prove that?” Macy looked at both. “I mean if we go there and tell them what you think, nobody will believe us. We need something. Accusing a mother that she abused and killed her child is…something you need to be sure of. Any idea how we can get some evidence for that?”

“The boot print.” Sofia said. “We thought the whole time it belonged to the killer, that he broke in the house. What if the mother placed it there to make us believe exactly that?”

“She could have tossed the boot somewhere.”

“Yes she could. But I bet she paid for it and nobody pays for something cash anymore. Can you get into her bank account?”

“Even in Las Vegas it should be illegal to do something like that.”

“Not with a suspect.”

“We can’t…screw it.” Macy took her cell phone. “Callen, I want you in my office. Now!” Without any explanation she finished the call. 

“He can get us the information but I don’t want him to do that in the office with other people around.”

“Any idea how to get to her if Callen finds something?”

“One step after the other.”

Callen knocked on the door and entered. “What’s up?”

“I need you to do me a favor.”

“Shoot.”

“I need you to access the bank account and the credit card of Misses Humpert.”

Callen wanted to ask something but didn’t when he saw the face of his boss. The same about Sara and Sofia, who were still standing side by side, Sara more in Sofia’s arms than standing alone.

“Okay.” He sat down at Macy’s computer. 

“We can search her car, her workplace but we won’t get a warrant if we don’t have anything to support your idea, Sara.”

“What if we start looking over the evidence again, concentrating on her?”

“We can do that. Callen?”

“One more second…what are you looking for?”

“Did she buy boots? Anything from a shoe shop? Any other shop that sells shoes.”

“Shoes? You should have a look, women love shoes.”

“Are you in her account?”

“Yes.”

Macy had a look over his shoulders. “Berrie’s.”

“What’s that?”

“You get hiking boots there.”

“I told you, women know where to get shoes.”

“As far as I remember the boot print was from a hiking boot. The date is a week before her husband was back, there were no hiking boots in their house. I wonder what she did with the boots.”

“Care to ask her?” Sofia smiled.

“I do. As soon as I know why we know about her shopping tour at Berrie’s”.”

“How far is it away from their home?”

“A few miles.”

“We found the boot print, didn’t find anybody who owned a pair like these, they looked new so we started to ask around. Maybe a shop assistant will recognize Misses Humbert and tells us, she bought boots like them. Then we’ll wonder why she didn’t tell us that she bought boots like the ones we’re looking for. And why she wears boots size twelve.”

“I’ll get a photo of her, a photo of the boots and Callen can get us a car.”

“Yes boss.” He smiled and left the room.

“Ready to join us girls?”

“No.” Sara surprised them both by saying that. “Is it okay if I stay here?” 

“Sure.”

“We’ll see you later.” Sofia said.

“You can go with them, Sofia.”

“Sure Honey, in your dreams. We’ll both stay. There’s a lovely café down the street, we’ll have some ice cream and wait until you’re back.” 

“I don’t ice cream.”

“You get a coffee…also I think chocolate is better.”

“For you, yes.”

“Chocolate mud cake with ice cream…you got me there.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. “Give us a call if you find out something new, Macy.”

“I will. Otherwise I’ll come around, I like the chocolate mud cake idea.”

“Of course she does, twins.” Sara mumbled with a small smile. 

“It will sound stupid but I’ve to tell you I’m proud of you.” Sofia dipped a cookie in her cream. It was – like the ice cream – melting on the plate next to the hot chocolate mud cake and a banana. 

“For avoiding something?”

“For not forcing you into something you know it’s not good for you..”

“I am already in it.”

“Yes but there’s no need to go in further.”

“I don’t think you would have let me go.”

“I can’t stop you from going anywhere but no, I wouldn’t like it.”

“It’s not our case, we can stay out.”

“Exactly. Macy should do something too. We had the brain now she can do the leg work and run around.”

“Do you think we’re right? That the mother killed her daughter?”

“Yes. That would explain why I thought the whole time I missed something. That I know who the killer is and just can’t see it.”

“Abusing and killing your own daughter…what a mother.”

“Can’t always blame the father.”

“No.” Sofia got her free hand on Sara’s leg. They sat side by side, Sofia wanted to have some contact with her friend, wanted to be as close as possible and give Sara the chance to look out of window without having Sofia in front of her eyes all the times. 

“Get your hands off my pants.” Sara smiled.

“Okay.” Sofia dropped her spoon and hugged Sara not without kissing her earlobe. “Your decision. The next time you’ll be happy to have my hands on your pants and not my lips on your earlobe.”

“I’m very patient today. First you came very close while Macy was there, you didn’t bother to let me go when Callen came in and now you’re kissing me in a café. MY dear friend, you live dangerous. I might slap you.”

“Sara you won’t slap me, not for taking care of you and you know that’s what I do. You liked me being that close to you in the office and you know it helps you. I’m not doing this just to hold your soft and or kiss your delicious skin…”

“Stop talking like that, Sofia.”

“…I do that because it’s good for you.”

“You think it’s good for me.”

“Don’t you feel better when I’m there for you? When you feel my arm on your arm. Doesn’t it scare the cold away that you feel when a case haunts you?”

“Yes.” Sara had to admit.

“See.”

“Okay you know what’s good for me.” Sara laid her head on Sofia’s shoulder. “And yes, I feel better when I can feel you, when you’re next to me. Everybody feels safe when a lieutenant is around.”

“I could be a detective and you’d feel safe.”

“Or an officer.”

“Don’t get too down with the rank. I don’t want to end up as a CSI again.”

“It must have been an awful time for you, being a useless and worthless CSI.”

“Yeah, not even an acting supervisor, only a CSI. A nothing. No rank. Just…ordinary…that was so…embarrassing…”

“A wonder you talk to a worthless CSI.”

“Talking to them is okay, they might learn something from me but I’ve a CSI as my best friend and I love her. That’s something…I need to change that.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. For my honor.”

“In that case I should leave you, shouldn’t I?” Sara didn’t move, she stayed exactly where she was, her head on Sofia’s shoulder, her hand in Sofia’s. 

“Nobody knows me here, nobody knows you’re only a CSI.”

“You know. Your ego knows.”

“My ego likes you. I’ve a soft spot for Grumpy Smurf.”

“Bite me.”

“Again? You complained the last time already.”

Sara snorted. 

“I love you too.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek and moved a few inches away from her friend. 

“I wonder if they have the evidence to get Misses Humbert in.”

“They’ll let us know. Are you alright? I mean when Macy calls can you go there? Can you listen to Misses Humbert? Or shall we stay away and wait what Macy and Callen will find out.”

“Running away, avoiding problems, doesn’t help.”

“No it doesn’t. But there’s no need to suffer more if you don’t have to.”

“I want to hear why she did it.”

“Then I’ll be by your side and listen with you.”

“Thanks.” Sara smiled a bit.

“You’re more than welcome.”

The door woke Sara up. Not that she had really slept, she was too scared to fall asleep. As soon as she'd sleep the nightmares would be back and nobody was there to hold her. Her guts had been right. Misses Humbert killed her own daughter after she had abused her for several weeks. The reason was something she did't tell Macy and Callen. It was the job of the shrinks in prison to find out why. Did it matter to Sara? She wished it wouldn't, but it did. To know why a mother did something like that to her own daughter was something Sara couldn't imagine and at the same time she was scared to hear reasons why. She knew this case would haunt her even when she didn't really worked it. She was involved and she suffered.

That was the reason why Sofia had dragged her out to a club to dance. For over five hours they had been dancing until both couldn't dance anymore. The first hours they had danced with each other later they got some company from two men. Sara, still thinking of Ryan, didn't want more than dancing and when she found out it seemed to be alright for her company to have nothing more than a few hours of dancing, she relaxed a little bit more and enjoyed herself. The case was still on her mind but she got it a little bit in the back.

"You can turn on the light if you want." She said the blonde who tried to walk through the room in the dark.

"You should be sleeping."

"I tried."

"Give me five minutes and I'm with you." Sofia vanished in the bathroom and was in less than five minutes back in the room. Without light she climbed in the bed and took Sara in her arms.
"Nightmares?"
"I didn't sleep. I knew if I sleep I'll have them. So I stayed awake, hoped you'd come back and hold me. In your arms I'm safe."

"Yes you are." Sofia kissed Sara's hair. "Sorry to let you wait. I should have come with you."

"You did exactly the right thing. I wanted to go home alone."
"Nevertheless I should have joined you."

"I'm fine. And now tell me, did Mickey find a replacement?" Mickey was the name of the man Sara was dancing with.

"Yes."
"Thought so. A good looking guy like him won't stay alone for long. And you had some fun with Andy?"

"Yes." Sofia grinned.

"Means you had your man and won't act like a bitch in heat anymore.”

“Hey." Sofia poked Sara gently.

"Sorry I was just thinking of your comments the last couple of days, how flirtatious you were and that this should be over now that you had a man."

"Two."
"What?" Sara wasn't sure if she heard right.

"Do you think I'd let a good looking guy like Mickey go home alone?"

"You went with Andy and then with Mickey?"

"Too much effort, Sara Honey, it's much easier to take both men at the same place. Saves some time to come back to your best friend. I won't give you details only this much: you missed out something."

"I don't believe, you went home with two guys...okay it's you, I do believe it."

"I didn't have two guys together since college...another thing I won't give you details of. All I can tell you is, I've their phone number, they're on a regular basis in Vegas so if we feel like having some fun, even if it's only dancing, we're more than welcome to give them a call."

"You want to have an affair with two men?"

"Affair?" Sofia laughed. "Sara I love you and I adore your skills as a CSI. When it comes to private life your skills are...you can develop them. Mickey and Andy are a couple. They love each other but they do enjoy having some fun with a woman every now and then. So for them sharing me was something they enjoyed and I enjoyed the attention of two men - two men who knew what a women want - too. So no affair only great sex. And I know when you're not suffering because a stupid man left you, you would think about having some fun with Mickey too. You're no saint, Sara Sidle."

"No I'm not but at the moment I don't want a man in my life. They leave too much pain."

“That’s why I’ve their number. For later. Want to sleep with me?”

“If you’re talking about real sleep, yes.”

“I’m done with the rest for today.” Sofia snuggled into Sara’s back and hair. “It’s nice to have you in my arms.”

“It’s nicer to be in your arms.”

“Good. I don’t plan to let you sleep anywhere else the next couple of nights.”

“That’s alright with me. Sleep tight, Sofia.”

“You too. And if you feel any nightmares coming up, wake me up in case I don’t realize these bastards are here.”

“I will. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Good night.”

“Night night.” Sara smiled a bit. Now she could try to sleep. With Sofia, being in Sofia’s arms, she should get some real sleep. 
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Part 1

“Start spreadin' the news, I'm leavin' today, I want to be a part of it: New York, New York. These vagabond shoes are longing to stray right through the very heart of it: New York, New York. I want to wake up in a city that doesn't sleeps and find I'm king of the hill, top of the heap.”

“Stop that.” Sara buried her head under a pillow. Why was Sofia awake? Why was she in such a good mood? Why did she have to sing? Why couldn’t she sit somewhere in silence and read the newspaper? 

“Grumpy Smurf.” Sofia jumped on the bed, sat on Sara and started to tickle her.

“Bitch!” Sara tried to turn but couldn’t move her upper body. Being on her belly she was helpless. 

“New York, New York!” That was where they were. Finally after a long time of talking about it, they had managed to go to New York. An apartment in Manhattan, upper east side, was theirs for four days. Over one year after Australia this was their first house exchange holiday. 

“If you don’t go down from me I’ll hurt you.”

“You can’t do anything, Sara Sunshine, you can’t move.” Sofia laughed, bent down and hugged Sara before she let herself slip next to her friend. 

“I could now.”

“You won’t.” Sofia smirked. “I’m so happy that we’re here. Finally. The big apple.”

“See New York and die.”

“I won’t die, you’ll take care of me. Come on, smile, Grumpy Smurf.”

“You’re annoying.”

“I love you.”

“I hate you.”

“No you don’t. I made some coffee and got us some bagels.”

“Why are you awake? It’s me who’s the one to organize the breakfast.”

“I woke up, it was seven so I thought it’s time for a shower, breakfast and this way I can surprise you with a lovely breakfast in bed before we start our sightseeing tour. I like to have breakfast in bed.”

“How much coffee did you already drink?”

“One mug only.”

“Not enough to be on a coffee rush.”

“No I’m on a New York rush…a Sara rush…you’re my drug. I missed being on holidays with you.”

“We went hiking.”

“Hiking is great, no doubt but it’s not a holiday. I like real holidays with you. And we don’t have to drive a few hundred miles a day this time.”

“No we have to walk a few miles today.”

“It’s a bus tour…most of the time we’ll sit in a bus and get entertained. Oh and don’t plan anything for our last night.”

“Why?”

“I planed something and I can’t rearrange that. Trust me you’ll like it.”

“Trust? You?”

“If not your best friend who else do you want to trust?”

“The devil? Oh I forgot, that it is my best friend.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms and kissed her cheek. “Thanks for taking care of breakfast.” She got her legs around Sofia so that the blonde couldn’t move away. “What time is it?”

“Half past eight.”

“We need to hurry, don’t we?”

“If you want to be on time at ten, yes, we should have breakfast now.”

“And I need my shower.”

“Want some company?”

“You had your shower.”

“I’d sacrifice myself for you.”

“I think I can cope. But thanks.” Sara hugged Sofia again and then got up. “I’ll be with you in five minutes.”

“I’ll miss you every second you are away.”

“Stay out of the bathroom!”

“What a good idea…” Sofia grinned and laughed when she heard how Sara locked the door. She wouldn’t come in the bathroom when Sara was in it. The brunette knew that but she locked the door to tease Sofia. Their favorite hobby: teasing each other. 

“I’ve chocolate, coke and a few sandwiches…that should be enough for six hours.” Sofia checked her backpack again.

“I’m sure we’ll have a lunch break, no need to take the whole household with you.”

“Better safe than sorry. Open your mouth for a piece of chocolate.”

“I had breakfast only…” The rest of the sentence went under in a piece of chocolate Sofia pushed in Sara’s mouth. For a short moment the brunette bit slightly on Sofia’s finger with a grin and without hurting her.

“Am I that sweet to you that you want to eat me, Sara Sidle?”

“If I want to try you, Sofia Curtis, I wouldn’t do that here right on Broadway.” In front of a musical, surrounded by hundreds of people…okay these people weren’t interested in them, they were rushing their way. 

“Not? Where would you take me?”

“I can hear the ambiguousness in your voice.”

“Can you? I’m sorry.” Sofia smirked. 

“Don’t make me do something that will make you’re really sorry.”

“If you try to tell me not to dare you, don’t waste your energy. I do dare you.” She always dared people who told her not to dare them. That was her problem in high school already. She had dared her teachers often, they had sent her to detention regular. Which had lead to trouble with her parents but Sofia didn’t think of changing herself. 

“Do you?”

“Oh yes. Come on, old woman, this is the last time to be wild, your youth is almost over. Only two more months and you’re old.” Sara’s fortieth birthday was coming up. Sofia had so many ideas about parties but Sara had made it clear, she didn’t want a party. She had three days around her birthday off and wouldn’t be in Las Vegas. She didn’t mind the age, she minded the party. And she knew if she stayed in Vegas there would be a party. So far she hadn’t told anybody where she would go, Sofia was asking her every day but Sara refused to say a word. To dangerous. Tell them now and they’ll all be there to have a party. The brunette knew her best friend had also three days off, if Sofia behaved herself Sara would take her with her. 

“I think I’ll book another room for tonight. I don’t think I want to spend any more time with you.”

“You do.” Sofia got Sara’s arm and pulled her towards the tour bus at the corner. There was their bus, time to get a good seat.

“Hey we’re Sara and Sofia.” She handed the driver their tickets. 

“Welcome aboard, ladies. Take a seat if you like, we’ll start in ten minutes.”

“He is seriously cute.” Sofia whispered when she pulled Sara in the seat two rows after the driver.

“I thought you would think so. Don’t tell me you need to get a man for tonight?”

“No, I’ve got you, you can satisfied me.”

“Uh-huh with chocolate mud cake.”

“See you know exactly what I need.” Sofia observed the tour guide. He was in his late twenty, had short black hair and a gray eyes. And too tall for his jeans jacket. Whenever he bent over a bit it slipped up and showed a piece of a tattoo on his back. 

“Maybe him as a dessert.”

“Pick him or me.”

“I can have you as dessert?” Sofia raised an eyebrow.

“You can have him as dessert or me as your evening company.”

“I’d never choose somebody else when I can have you. Not even Lady Liberty.”

“She’s stone cold.”

“Yeah I thought so. We’ll see her. I hope we can take nice pictures and I want one of Manhattan in the sunset. Do you go shopping with me? I mean after this tour and after the sunset in Manhattan. I want to go shopping in the dark, want to watch people rushing around while we sit somewhere have something nice to eat, drink a glass of wine and take the subway back to the apartment. Maybe we can sit somewhere at the Rockefeller Center.”

“Aren’t you the one who asks for a club tour? You want to replace that with a boring dinner? No hitting the clubs?”

“I think we’ll be tired after this tour, we can hit the clubs tomorrow after we had a sleep in and had some walking tours in the Central Park.”

“Sounds like a plan…”

“Where are you ladies from?” The tour guide asked.

“Vegas” Sofia smiled wide. If she could get him to go clubbing with them? 

“Sin City. You’re here for some culture.”

“We’ve culture too, colorful culture.”

“Yeah but not that old like New York. And you tried to build our Lady Liberty.”

“We have her too, yes. With a roller coaster, can you top that?”

“We’ve the original Lady Liberty.”

“And we’re not allowed to climb her.”

“No.”

“Shame.”

“You can take pictures from the Staten Island  Ferry, that’s really nice. And you’ll have some magnificent views on Manhattan from there too.”

“Sounds good. What’s our first stop?”

“We’ll stop in front of the Dakota, the place where John Lennon used to live and Yoko Ono still lives. After that we’ll have a little stop in the Central Park, there’s a John Lennon Memorial – the Imagine Mosaic -  I’ll show you.”

“No long walks through the park?”

“Not with this tour. If you want a Central Park tour I can give you a flyer of one of our other tours. It’s a full day walking tour through the Central Park.”

“A full day of walking? No thank you, I’m not on a hiking trip. I think I take a bike or a horse.”

“A carriage ride? More expensive but very nice. And don’t forget the zoo.”

“Of course not. We’ll have a complete day for Central Park.” She would be happy about the half an hour in the carriage. It was good she had taken her hiking shoes with her, she would need them in Central Park. 

“You’ll need it. Do you like ice cream?”

“Are you kidding me? I love it.”

“There’s a little shop between 86th and 87th street, just where the water reservoir begins, that sells great ice cream. And when you ask for some chocolate sauce and cream your ice cream will drown in it.”

“We’ll have a stop there!” That was no question from Sofia to Sara, it was an order. 

“That’s fine with me.” Ice cream, sitting in the sun, looking on water, that was a nice picture and perfect for a stop between lunch and dinner. She wanted to have a picnic in the park anyway. An ice cream picnic was even better than self made sandwiches. 

"The Empire State Building looks much better in the movie. Somehow I expected a big shiny red heart." Sofia said when they were back in the bus. They had a little stop at the Rockefeller Center and a short walk from there a view of the Empire State Building hadn't been as exciting as she had thought it might be.

"You mean you wanted a 'Sleepless in Seattle' love window view?" Sara grinned.

"Yes."
"And Tom Hanks?"

"He's kind of cute in that movie, yes. Did you like it?"

"I was aware it wouldn't look like in the movie so I'm not that disappointed. It's a little bit sad that there's no time to go in it and go up the platform but we can do that alone. We've three more days, enough time to get up and feel like Meg Ryan. I mean we both know how it is to wait for Mister Right."

"Yeah...I only met his cousin a few times, Mister Always Right."

"That's nothing for a smug person."

"Or a grumpy one." Sofia countered.

"That's why we're single."

"Not our fault. The men are just too stupid to realize what they miss out."

"Possible."
"Okay ladies and gentlemen." The tour guide called out loud. "We're heading down to the harbor. You'll have an hour down there for lunch and walking around after that we'll go straight to the Staten Island Ferry to see Lady Liberty. I'm sure you're all excited to see her. At the harbor you can have of course a lot of fish but they have all other kinds of food there too. To left hand side is the dock, to the right hand side is a mall, everywhere are sea-gulls, so no matter where you'll eat, you'll have company."

"What would you like to eat?" Sara asked.

"A real New Yorker fish burger. You?"

"I take a salad with cheese and eggs. Maybe a little chocolate ice cream as dessert."

"You? Chocolate ice cream? Are you feeling alright?"

"Yes." Sara laughed. "I do like chocolate, you know that. Only because I try not to live on it like you do, it doesn't mean I don't touch it."

"And we're at a harbor. When you're at a harbor you have to eat ice cream. It belongs to harbor, beach, mall, sunshine..."

"Why don't you name the one time in your life when you don't want ice cream?"

"Okay..." Sofia stopped and thought. A time when she didn't want ice cream? Winter? No ice cream with hot raspberry sauce was too good. Rain? No, a huge bowl of ice cream with cream and chocolate sauce and cookies was perfect to lighten up the mood on a rainy day. Diet? First of all she didn't do diets and if she'd do that she'd buy diet ice cream.

"I can't recall a time I don't want ice cream."

"Winter? Rain? Early mornings?"

"All times for ice cream."

"Sex."
"Sex and ice cream is a wonderful combination...I had some... this is not the right place to tell you that." She grinned looking to the older couple behind them. Luckily they were too busy looking out of the window and pointing at buildings.

"I don't want to hear these stories. I know you're wild and love to combine pleasures."

"I'm not wild I'm open-minded. And yes if something is good alone and you add something other good to it, it must be very good together. A bad thing can make something good not that good anymore but two good things are great together."

"And sometimes ice cream is the only highlight."

"I don’t add it to something that's bad. Ice cream should always be added to something good...okay it's a good rescue...it's simply good and..."

"You'll get your ice cream too, Sofia."

"Thanks." The blonde smiled.

"Don't forget to buy the postcard for your mother."

"Me? I'd never forget her. Don't you forget the postcard for your little friend Greg."

"He'll get one with Lady Liberty, I promised him that."

"If he can't have you he'll have Lady Liberty." Sofia laughed.
"I'm sure Lady Liberty won't take his little crush away."

"No, she won't. But having Greg as an admire is better than anybody else."

"He isn't an admire, he's a friend. He's not seriously trying to hit on me, we're way past over that. That was long before you came to our shift when he was trying to hit on me. But not like many other guys he understands a 'no' and I think we've a really good friendship. I can't imagine how the work would be without him."

"That's almost a declaration of love."

"Almost."
"He'd understand it."

"Of course he would. That's why he's a very good friend."



“Do I need to hold your hand when we’re on the ferry?” Sara asked with a smirk.

“Huh?”

“Like in a plain…you know when million tons of steel can’t fly why should they swim?”

“For a friend you are really mean.” Sofia pouted. Only because she was scared…a little bit uncomfortable when a plane took off, it didn’t mean she was scared on a ferry.

“Am I?”

“Yes. Or are you looking for an excuse to hold my hand?”

“Do I need an excuse?” 

“No. You can hold it whenever you like, darling.”

“Thanks love.” Sara opened the door for Sofia. They were about to enter the building to the Staten Island ferry. 

“Okay we need to stay close together.” The tour guide said. “They close the door when the ferry is full. You need to go first and I’ll make sure the whole group is on the ferry. We all go straight through the ferry to the back, you get the best pictures from the back. The escalator is on the left, please come to the stairs if you use them. Form there we’ll go together.”

“Stairs or escalator?” Sofia asked.

“Stairs. We’re lazy enough, sitting around the whole time.” With some others they walked up the stairs and waited for the group members who took the escalator. 

“Wow, there are a lot of people.” Sofia had no idea how big the ferry was but there were a lot of people waiting in front of the doors. They wouldn’t have a lot of space.

“Okay, now that we’re all together…” 

“There’s police coming in.” A tourist from the Switzerland pointed to the entrance. Four police officers entered the building, running up the stairs. 

“Maybe pickpocket. Okay, we need to stay close together…”

“Ladies and gentleman please leave the building.” Sara turned around. There was a voice coming from out of loudspeaker somewhere. 

“Please leave the building.”

“More police.” More and more officers came in the building and the people in front of the doors got more and more excited. 

“It looks like there’re some problems. We should leave. Please follow me.” The tour guide started to walk down the stairs. 

“Can you see something?” Sara asked Sofia.

“No.” 

“They wouldn’t make this fuzz about a pickpocket.”

“No usually not.” Sofia took another look up. A lot of people were leaving the building, the loudspeaker repeated the order to leave but a lot of people also stayed. 

“There’s a helicopter.” Another one of their group pointed to the sky. 

“And more cops.” From everywhere cops were running towards the building. 

“We need to go further away.” The tour guide ordered. He guided them over the street a hundred yards away. From there they could still see the building, saw people in it, on a balcony and more police. On bikes, on horses and a lot of cars. 

“I’ll go and ask the police what happened.”

“Yeah as if they would talk to him.” Sofia shook her head. Wrong policy. 

“I wonder what happened.”

“So do I. Come on.” She wasn’t a lieutenant for nothing. Instead of walking to the next officer like her tour guide did and trying to make him talk, she found an ordinary black BMW with the police flash light in front of the window. The tall man who got out of it, complaining about the people that made him stop, was a detective. She could recognize them everywhere. 

“Detective?” He stopped and looked at her. 

“Sorry ma’am please step back, it’s for your own safety…”

“Lieutenant Curtis LVPD, Sara Sidle with the crime lap, can we help out?”

“Detective Flack. Did you see something, lieutenant?”

“Only way too many people in that building…detective Flack?”

“Yes?”

“Are you the detective I worked with almost three years ago? We were trying to get slave trader in Las Vegas and they had an office here…immigration help…” The case she met Keane first. What was the name of the guys…they shot her, Sara’s vest had rescued her…

“Albaraz.” Sara helped her out remembering the case. 

“Yes…you’re detective Curtis?”

“I was, now it’s lieutenant. Yes, Miss Sidle and me worked the case.”

“You got the guys but they got you too.”

“Yeah but I had a vest they didn’t have anything.”

“You got some work from my desk, thanks. What are you doing here?”

“We’re on holidays, trying to get on the ferry. It seems like we won’t.”

“Not at the moment. I can’t tell you what happened, there’s some trouble. I need to go in. Have a good time in New York and come along tomorrow if you like. I think I owe you a beer for Albaraz.”

“Sounds good to me. Good luck.”

“Thanks.”

“You picked the only detective you ever worked with.” Sara laughed.

“Yeah. I’m talented. He’s…”

“Cute.” Sara fulfilled Sofia’s sentence and rolled her eyes. Of course he was. 

“Yes.”

“It’s always the same with you.” Not that Sara wouldn’t agree in this case. The invitation for the beer was something they should take. 

“I can’t help it I see cute guys when they’re around.”

“You don’t look for something else. You’ll go straight up to Lady Liberty and ask her where Mister Liberty is and if she has a son around your age.”

“The son of Lady Liberty…a star…really nice…don’t get ridiculous Sara.” Sofia stopped herself from thinking about Sara’s idea. 

Their tour guide came back the same time they came back.

“I couldn’t get any information but I think we need to wait.”

“With all these police we’ll wait a few hours.” Sofia said. “I talked to a detective, he couldn’t tell me what had happened but being a lieutenant I can tell you, with all these officers around, we’ll have to wait two or three hours.”

“In that case I’ll call the bus driver and we’ll go on.” He got his cell phone out to order the bus back for their pick-up.

“Lady Liberty.” Sara sighed. She couldn’t be in New York without seeing Lady Liberty. It wasn’t a New York trip without her. 

“We’ll come back after the tour and make the trip with the ferry alone. You’ll see the Lady, I promise.” Sofia smiled at Sara. They had three more days, there was enough time to see the most famous thing in New York. She felt only sorry for the people who were here for one day and had to leave in the evening or early the next morning.

After the tour was over they got the description of the guide how to get back to the Staten Island ferry. They had no idea if the area was still closed but they wanted to try their luck. If it was closed they’d look for a nice restaurant and watch the sunset from there. 

“Looks like it’s okay to me.” Sara said when they came out of the subway.

“Yeah, people going in and out, no police.” They entered the building. The doors to the ferry were open this time and only a few people were standing in front of them. Most people seemed to be on board. They made their way to the upper deck. From here they saw a part of the south harbor.

“BMW.” Sara said.

“Huh?” Where was a car?

“Brooklyn, Manhattan, Williamsburg Bridge. BMW. Didn’t you listen to our guide? He told us how to remember which bridge comes first.”

“Oh I must have been busy with something else.” She pushed Sara in front of the bridges and took a photo. 

“I can see the Lady over there.” She tried to zoom so that Lady Liberty was bigger on her photo. The sun was over the statue and a few little clouds were around, made the photo more interesting. The sky was slightly reddish. 

“With this light she’s only a dark shadow but the background is great.”

“We’ll have better light when we come across her.”

“Yeah it’s great for the buildings here. They look bright and clean and the old brick buildings are perfect for the sunset.”

“They fit perfectly together.” The ferry started to leave the harbor. That way Sofia had a better chance to get more buildings on the photos and the angle was different now. No matter if they had a few hundred photos of this trip, they could use the nicest one for their holiday collage they wanted to make. 

“Look there’s the Empire State Building. When we can see it from here we’ll see the harbor from the observation deck too.”

“You really look forward to be there, don’t you?” Sofia smiled. 

“Yes. I want to be Meg Ryan.”

“You’re not blond.”

“That’s a common problem.” The investigator smirked. 

“You little bitch.” Sofia got close to Sara. “One more comment like that and I’ll push you in the water.”

“Do that. The police is already there.” Sara moved her head to the left from where a police boat was coming.

“They have police everywhere. If they stop us now I’ll order some dinner downstairs and have my sunset dinner with you here.”

“On a cold bench, in the wind, sea-gulls trying to attack and steal the food, yes I want dinner that way.”

“Don’t be cynical when I try to give you a good time.”

“You do that by simply being here.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms so that they both could see the skyline of Manhattan and kept each other warm. The wind was colder than they had expected but going inside would spoil the fun and the photos. 

“Really?”

“Yes. And tomorrow it’s my time to get your some breakfast in bed.”

“Do I get you too?” Sofia teased. 

“You don’t want me the whole night? Only for breakfast?” Sara could play this game too. It wasn’t like Sofia was the only one who could flirt uninhibited. The people around didn’t bother Sara, she didn’t care what they might think. If Sofia and she wanted to play, she was up for a little game. 

“No, the whole night.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. They were on holidays, no need to be a second apart. She always needed to be close to Sara, needed to see her a lot, it increased even more when they were on holidays. The blonde had no idea why she needed the brunette to around that much, but she did. 

Part 2

“This is what I call holidays.” Sara put her empty coffee mug away and let herself drop back in the pillows. Breakfast in bed, watching some senseless TV and no hurry to get up.

“Yes, it’s perfect.” Sofia closed her eyes. She had eaten too much but hell, they were on holidays, nobody counts calories then. She planed already a second breakfast at Dunkin’ Donuts later. 

“We should treat ourselves more often.”

“Yes we should. We should move together.”

“Huh?”

“We’re coming close to your birthday, a few months later I’ll be old too that means we’ll get married and will move together – if I can’t get detective Flack to move to Vegas and marry me. Wait a minute, a detective? For me as a lieutenant…he’s cute …he had to respect me even more because of my rank…very cute…I might get him to become a lieutenant too…”

“Sofia, you should make up your mind, you want to marry every week a new guy.” Sara laughed. According to Sofia the world was full with cute men.

“No that’s not true. I’d like to have them in my life but the only one I want to marry is you. At least at the moment and a cute guy won’t change that. I need to be a relationship to marry somebody.”

“We’re not in a relationship.”

“Of course we are. Or what do you call our friendship?”

“The best thing that ever happened to me.”

“Oh Sara.” Sofia hugged her friend, pulled her in her arms and kissed her. Her Grumpy Smurf was so lovely. 

“I love you.” Great, now she was crying. Sofia tried to wipe away a tear without letting Sara see that she was crying. But that was the nicest thing Sara ever said to her. 

“Ditto. No need to cry.”

“Just realized again how important you’re to me. I should keep my feelings under control, I’m a lieutenant.”

“Yes you are. The problem for the lieutenant is, being my friend is more important for you.”

“It is. No need to deny it. If it would be the other way around I wouldn’t be a good friend.”

“Not really.”

“I told you that already a few times, you are more important to me than my job. I think if you get a great job offer from somewhere else and want to take it, I’d come with you. Being without you in Vegas wouldn’t feel good, Vegas isn’t complete without you.”

Sara kissed Sofia’s cheek and snuggled in her arms. Her best friend. It was good to hear these things even if she knew them. 

“I wouldn’t take a job offer without you coming with me to wherever. I’m not a social type but leaving the most important person in my life for a job is stupid. That means if you want to go to New York to get Detective Cute I’ll come with you and throw the rice on your wedding.”

“A beer is enough for the beginning. I want to call him later and ask him if he wants to meet for that beer today. Shall we walk through the Central Park and have a beer with Flack later when he finished work?”

“Yeah. If a CSI is welcome at a cop meeting.”

“My CSI is welcome wherever I am. Otherwise I won’t go there.”

“We’re two of a kind.” Sara laughed and placed her head on Sofia’s shoulder. “Carriage, walk, picnic lunch, walk, ice cream, walk, subway to detective Flack and a beer or two with him?”

“Sounds like a good plan. Especially all the food you involved, very nice. I might feed you with ice cream while you lay in the grass, watch the blue sky and enjoy the warm sunshine in your face.”

“Sounds like a good plan too.” Sara hugged Sofia again and got up. “Time to dress up for the park. Come on, hide your long, stunning legs in a jeans before I’ve to use your gun to get the guys away from you. You can’t betray detective Flack.”

“You think my legs are long and stunning?”

“No they’re endless and sexy. Move it, now!” She threw Sofia’s jeans at the blonde and laughed. If the lieutenant wanted compliments she had to move and leave the bed.

“One point three two square miles. Do we want to walk the two and a half miles from south to north or are we fine with half a mile from east to west?” Sara asked when they arrived at the south end of the park on 59th Street. 

“I’d say we walk to a carriage place, let the horses do the walk and after that we’ll go to the ice cream shop. With a little detour through the Metropolitan Museum Of Art.”

“How comes you want to see a museum?”

“The ice cream Flack talked about is in that area. After a museum we deserve ice cream. There’s a little lake, we can sit there and enjoy the sunshine.”

“Sounds good to me. Anything special you want to see between here and the museum? Or shall I say between here and the ice cream?”

Sofia chuckled. That was a better way of saying what she wanted. She wasn’t that interested in the museum but the ice cream was important. 

“The Pond. It’s a great place for photos.”

“True. I’ve an address of a carriage not too far away…Sofia?”

“Mhm?”

“If the horses don’t look healthy…”

“We won’t do it if the horses look ill or not well treated.” Sofia tool Sara’s hand. “We won’t support this when we feel like we support somebody who doesn’t treat their animals good. We’ll check the horses and take this ride if everything looks alright.”

“Thanks.”

“It’s a nice thing to sit in a carriage and have the horse taken us through the park, but the health of the horse is more important. No question there.” Sofia knew how important the health and well-being of animals was for Sara. And there had been a few negative press articles in the newspapers about the Central Park stables. 

“Thanks.”

“Hey, we won’t support anything we don’t like. We’re independent women.” Sofia blinked at Sara and got her arm around the brunette. 

“We are. There they are, what do you think?”

“Let’s go and have a closer look. I don’t know much about horses but if we see anything we don’t like we’ll go to somebody else or walk.”

“That means a lot when you say we’ll walk.”

“I’m not that lazy, I go running every day.”

“Yeah and the gym otherwise you’d weight around five hundred pounds with all the chocolate you eat.”

“And you don’t love me when I’m five hundred pounds?”

“I’d love you but I’m not sure you’ll be a lieutenant anymore because there’s no unit to chase snails. Or turtles.”

“Your love is more important. The idea to stop running and working out and replace that with eating chocolate is very tempting. Unfortunately I won’t look stunning anymore with five hundred pounds. My eyes will be still amazing ice blue, but my legs won’t be stunning long anymore…long yes, but long and…well probably as wide as long. Lieutenant Load.”

“It is amazing how you can still talk yourself beautiful even if everybody else would say you’re fat.”

“Not fat, more to love.”

“Like I said. I like the brown horse with the four white…it locks like socks.”

“You like it, I’ll get it for you.” Sofia grinned.

“She’s spoiling me, she must have something in mind.” Sara mumbled and followed her friend. Whatever Sofia had in mind, Sara was sure she’d find out soon. 

“I am going to a cop bar. I have never been to a cop bar.” Sara shook her head in disbelieve. She was on holidays and was about to spend an evening in a cop bar. Conversations about violence, death, murder, lawyer, judges and whatever was on a cop’s mind. 

“You’re not a cop there’s no reason for you to go to a cop bar usually.”

“I am allowed to sit on the same table like you do or do I have to go to the far back, the table nobody wants to sit on, the place you cops send everybody who isn’t a cop?”

“First of all it’s not a cop bar and second I won’t let you sit anywhere than next to me.”

“Am I worth that? Sitting on the same table like a lieutenant.”

“You say something stupid like that again I’ll restrain you and let you bring downtown. You are more worth than a captain.”

“I am?”

“Don’t dare me to do what I just said.”

“Sorry.” Sara smiled. “There is the bar.”

“We’re early.” Sofia opened the door for Sara. As soon as they were inside Sara took a look around. No, definitely not a cop bar. The guest were all ages, all shapes and it sounded like from all over the world. 

“Looks good.” 

“Yes, cozy. And I can see at least a dozen different kinds of beer. Which one would you like to have?”

“An Australian beer. In memory of our trip last year.”

“A challenge? Alright I’ll try my best. Don’t run away, don’t talk to stranger and don’t forget me.”

“You’re silly.”

Sofia grinned. Yes she was silly and she enjoyed it.

Sara sat on a stool and looked out of the window. New York’s street were busy, even after seven p.m. and far away from the Broadway. Not like Vegas where the whole life was on one or two streets, here most streets were filled with people. Tourists wandering around, looking for interesting buildings, working people cleaning and maintaining the streets and sidewalks, business man in suits. 

“Got a Fosters for you.” 

“Wow, thanks.”

“No worries, mate.” Sofia giggled. “Oh and I need to look into your eyes and hold your hand every now and then.”

“Why is that?”

“There’s guy at the bar who wanted to hit on me. I told him we’re a couple.”

“Great, five beer later he’ll start to fight me to get you.”

“He comes close to you, he tries to touch you, I’ll kick his ass. Nobody touches my CSI.”

“You’re my bodyguard again?”

“I think I told you a few times before I’d guard every inch of your body if you want.”

“Are you hitting on me, Sofia?”

“Sounds like, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“You mind?”

“No, I prefer you than a drunken bastard.”

“Good. Want a kiss?”

“You know, Blondie, you should be careful what you offer. One day somebody might take you serious and you’ll have a problem then. Just imagine I want this kiss, you kiss me and detective Flack comes is. You can forget your romance with him.”

“Right. I need to wait to hit on you until we’re back in our apartment. Sharing a bed with you my chances should be better there too.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m yours.”

“Sure.” Sara rolled her eyes. “There’s your detective.”

“He looks sexy in his suit…how old do you think he is?”

“Too young for you.”

“I hate you!” Sofia showed her teeth. That was the worst answer Sara could give her and the brunette knew that. 

With a bottle of beer detective Flack came to their table and sat next to Sofia. “Lieutenant Curtis, Miss Sidle.”

“Detective Flack, we’re glad you could make it.”

“There can’t be an emergency every day. We’re not in Vegas here.”

“We don’t have emergencies every day; every second maybe.” Sara grinned. “At least it feels like when I have a look at my overtime.”

“We don’t have fifty thousand cops like New York.”

“It looks like you don’t need them, you can solve our crimes too.”

“You can solve one of our cases the next time. I’m sure some of our criminal are here active too.”

“I guess so. Any names? Anybody I need to have an eye on?”

“Not that I can recall one right now. I’ll let you know.”

“And you got a higher rank since the Albaraz case.”

“Yes my boss wanted me to make lieutenant…and somebody else too.” Sofia smiled at Sara.

“You didn’t want to become a lieutenant?”

“I did but they forced me into it. Well I’m glad they did I want to make captain ASAP.”

“Less field days.”

“I like the field day.”

“But you didn’t want to be a detective anymore.”

“The pay is much better.” Sofia laughed. She knew detective Flack knew she was joking. There was nothing like good pay in the law enforcement; not until you weren’t a lawyer for the mob or important business people.

“What was the fuss at the Staten Island Ferry yesterday?”

“Some jerks had attacked an officer. He told them they couldn’t go on the ferry anymore, they didn’t listen and at the end we had dozen officer and civilians in hospital and two dozen people in custody.”

“How long did you close the terminal?”

“Around two hours.”

“Wow, perfect timing, we were back there three hours later to see Lady Liberty.”

“Did you take some good photos?”

“Yes. I think we could decorate a whole apartment with all the photos we took so far.”

“Or both of our apartments.” Sara chuckled. Almost a thousand photos in two days, that was a new record. “Do you want another beer?”

“Sure. Miller please.”

“Surprise me.” Sofia smiled. 

“American or international?”

“International.”

“Alright.” Sara left them alone. Cops in cops conversations, she was sure when she was back they had another cop topic. Were CSI people the same? Well, she knew almost only people who worked as a CSI or in a CSI lab, with them she talked about cases, forensic…probably it was nothing special that people talked about their job.

“A Miller for the detective and a Veltins for the lieutenant.”

“Thanks civilian.”

“CSI.”

“You need a rank, Sara.”

“Acting supervisor?”

“For a start.”

“Maybe one day. The higher the rank the more paper work and politics you have to deal with.”

“True.”

“The pain in the ass in every job.” Flack said. 

“Yeah it’s…” It took them less than a second to hear the shoots and the break of glass. Instinctively Sofia pulled Sara down and covered her with her own body. 

They didn’t move until the shooting was over. 

“Are you alright?” Sofia got some broken glass from Sara. 

“Yes, I’m fine. You?”

“Fine.” She got up. Flack was at the door, he had respond the fire. Somewhere somebody cried. There were groans of pain people were talking in panic. 

“Somebody call an ambulance!” 

“Somebody call the police!”

“Stay away from the window in case they come back.” Sofia said to Sara. Usually shooters don’t come back but better safe than sorry. She wanted her friend out of the line of fire. 

“I’ll look if I can help, somebody seems to be injured.” 

“Alright.” Sofia got to Flack, who was on the phone to call for back-up.

“Are you alright?”

“Sara and me, yes but somebody is injured.”

“I called an ambulance and back-up. Did you see something?”

“Nothing. I heard the shoots and got down.”

“There were at least two shooter. In a black Sedan.”

“We’ve got a victim down here.” Sara called from the back. “Get the ambulance. Fast! Nine millimeter in the lower stomach, possible appendix. She loses too much blood, I need something to stop the bleeding.”

Sofia bent over the bar and got a towel, threw it to Sara who tried to stop the bleeding. 

“Get the people in the back and don’t let them destroy the evidence, detective.”

“You’ve a room in the back?” Sofia asked the bartender. He was pale and just nodded. Slowly he moved to the back. 

“Follow the bartender, we need you to stay calm and not to touch anything. This is a crime scene. Please stay in the room until an officer will talk to you.” She made sure everybody went into the room, only the woman who got hit by a bullet and her boyfriend, husband or whatever he was, stayed. He talked to her, tried to calm her, to encourage her. 

Sara could hear the ambulance coming. She had pressed the towel on the wound, tried to feel the pulse and got the man to put his jacket under the woman’s head. 

Guided by Sofia the paramedics arrived and Sara stepped back. Blood was on her hands and her shirt. 

“Wash your hands.” Sofia ordered and pushed Sara towards the sink. After the brunette had washed her hands the blonde took a closer look at them. 

“What are you doing?”

“No wounds, good. First aid without gloves is dangerous, Sara. If you had any wounds I’d send you to hospital, HIV test. But there’s no wound, you’re fine.”

“You don’t know…”

“Exactly, you don’t know. I know it’s kind of overreacting but I won’t risk anything when it comes to you. Nothing.”

“That’s why you pulled me down and covered me with your body? Risking a bullet.”

“It’s my job to keep my CSI safe. Protect the CSI.”

“As usual you did a good job.”

“I hope so.” Sofia took Sara’s hand and pulled her with her to Flack. There was no way she’d leave her friend anywhere. She wanted Sara close by. 

“You know, I wonder if we can have ordinary holidays one day. The kind of holidays other people have. Sleeping in, sightseeing, dinner, sunset walk, end. Why do we end up all the time in any kind of crime?” Sara complained. She and Sofia were at the police station, waiting for Flack to talk to them. Sara hadn’t touched her cup of coffee and was walking around the whole time. Sofia could see how shaken her friend was and wanted nothing more than take her in her arms, calm her down and take her home. That wasn’t possible at the moment, Sofia knew that. 

“The poisoned woman in Honolulu, the guy in Australia you caught at the beach even when we go to advanced training in L.A. we end up in a case. Is that a kind of curse? Aren’t we allowed to have a good time? This time it looks like we reached the top of the iceberg. Our sightseeing tour was almost cancelled or we couldn’t see the most important thing of New York, we want to have a beer with a college and somebody tries to kill us. I’m sick of this, Sofia, I really am. I want nothing more than some quiet time and not a crime after the other. It’s a damn holiday and not a trip for work experience in another city.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault, you didn’t tell the people to make a mess so we couldn’t take the Staten Island Ferry in the first place, you didn’t tell these guys to shoot at us.”

“I wanted to go to New York.”

“So did I.”

“I organized the apartment, booked the sightseeing tour and talked to Flack. Everything that ruined your day was started by me.”

“Our apartment doesn’t ruin anything and it’s not your fault.” Finally Sara stopped walking around and sat next to Sofia, took the blondes hands. “You’re the only good thing about this trip so far.”

“I want you to be happy.”

“It’s the shock, give me some time. I’m not a brave detective, I’m not used that somebody tries to kill me.”

“Lieutenant.” Sofia grumbled. “Or was only Flack brave? Right, I was on the ground like you and not shooting.”

“You saved me, protected your CSI. You did exactly what you are suppose to do.” Sara smiled a bit. 

“Can’t let anything happen to my CSI. I love that bitchy chick.”

“Don’t get yourself in trouble, officer.”

“Talking about getting in trouble…” Sofia furrowed her brows but couldn’t say more because the door was opened. 

“The two of are you are alright?” Flack asked 

“Yeah, nothing hit us.” Sofia let her hand in Sara’s hand. 

“How is the woman?” Sara wanted to know.

“She’s in surgery. You saved her life, she lost a lot of blood.”

“We won’t know if I saved her life until she’s out of surgery and the doctors say she’ll be fine.”

“Without your help she’d be dead already.”

“I always say the CSIs are the heroes.” Sofia smirked. “Anything on the shooters?”

“No. We’ve our crime scene unit out, they might tell us more.”

“Does that happen often to you? You go out for a drink and get almost killed?”

“That happened once before, yes. Brought one of our CSU men in a temporary wheelchair. It was case related.”

“And this one?”

“I don’t have a hot case, not as hot as somebody would try to kill me. As far as I know there was no other cop in the bar, I guess you don’t have enemies that follows you to New York and tries to shoot you.”

“Not that I know of it.”

“You know the drill I need to ask you again if you saw anything when we were in the pub? Anything that can lead us to the shooter?”

“I heard the shoots and got down.” Sofia sighed. “Not the best a cop can do.”

“Nonsense.” Sara disagreed. “You got me down, you saved me. Exactly what a cop is suppose to do. I had no idea what was going on until I was down and the broken glass fell on me. I never saw anything. What I can tell you from the scene is that they shot with nine millimeter, there was a bullet in the bar, a little higher than a yard. Consistent with a Sedan, you sit around that high in it and – I mean I can’t swear on it without real checking – but the bullet looked like it entered the wood straight…”

“Having the arm on the car, not waving around the gun. You think they aimed?” Sofia fulfilled Sara’s thoughts. 

“The question goes back to the police: do you think the car was slow enough to aim? And if they did aim, did they hit the person they wanted to hit?”

“We checked the vic, so far nothing suspicious. My colleagues are about to check all the other people in the bar, especially the one around the woman. Some with petty crimes were in, nothing I’d say you get killed for but people kill for less than a dollar.”

“True. I’m sorry this ended up in a case and not a nice evening with a few beer.”

“Not your fault.”

“Are you really okay? You didn’t get checked by a doctor.”

“We’re fine.” Sara said. “No need to worry.”

“You’re covered in blood.”

“Not mine.”

“I know. Send the bill of the dry cleaner to me.”

“I think I’ll toss it. We’re in New York, one of the finest shopping places in the world. No need to fight for an old shirt when there are millions of new ones around.”

“In that case send me the bill of the new shirt.”

“Oh, we’re going shopping tomorrow.” Sofia grinned. “NYPD pays.”

“For my shirt, not for your suits you’ll see and buy. They can’t afford that.” Sara grinned and moved away so Sofia couldn’t pinch her. She knew the blonde wanted to buy some new suits and she knew, that would be a very expensive shopping tour. Sofia didn’t like cheap stuff, she always fell in love with the real expensive suits. 

“If you’re not only a CSI you need to look after yourself.”

“Only a CSI?” Sara raised her eyebrows. 

“Yeah, almost a civilian.”

“I know some of my CSU guys would give you some trouble for that.” Flack grinned.

“She used to be a CSI, she knows she’s lying. And she wore these monkey suits already as a CSI, probably to show she’s something better. Smug and arrogant are the nicest things you can say about lieutenant Curtis’ character.”

“Ouch. Don’t let this get into a cat fight.”

“We won’t, you can arrest the CSI for offending a lieutenant.”

“I don't think you really want that.”

“I don’t think that’s possible.” Sara leant back. “Can we help you with the investigation? Do you need us to sign something? Besides our statement.”

“No I think we’re fine. Want a ride home? A black and white can bring you. Where’s your apartment?”

“Upper east side.”

“Not too bad.”

“That’s why we took it.”

“I’ll get them to bring you home. I’ve your cell phone numbers in case we need something. How long will you stay?”

“Two more nights. Do we have to call our bosses and tell them we can’t come home because of an ongoing police investi-gation?”

“I don’t think that’s necessary. Sorry.”

“Bugger.” Sofia laughed. That could have been the perfect excuse for a few more days in New York, in a nice hotel room, paid by the NYPD. It was worth a try.

Part 3

Sofia woke up being in Sara’s arms. The sunlight was trying to get into their room but so far the curtains were too thick. They went to bed after they came back from the police station yesterday, both were tired and needed their brains to relax. Sofia wasn’t sure how much Sara’s brain had relaxed, the brunette had no obvious nightmares she suffered from, not that Sofia had heard them. She had seen and heard some very bad nightmares and had woken up Sara a few times to get her out of her dreams. 

For herself she had seen the pictures of the shooting a few more times. How she had realized somebody was shooting at them, how she pulled Sara down and covered her, hoping she wasn’t too slow. How she realized that the brunette was alright, that she wasn’t hurt and nothing had happened to them. It was  not the first time that somebody shot at Sofia but the first time somebody shoot at her when she was off duty and wanted to have a few drinks. 

“Do you want me to get up and make breakfast?” Sara asked out of the blue. She had felt that Sofia was awake. 

“No.” Sofia turned, staying in Sara’s arms. “No, don’t leave. Please.”

“Are you alright?”

“Yes. I just don’t feel like getting up. What are our plans for today?”

“What would you like to do?”

“Frankly? Not much. I know here are so many things to do but I don’t feel like taking a ferry to New Jersey or visiting a crowded tourist attraction. Do you think we can have a quiet day? Get a box of donuts, some coffee and find a quiet place in the Central Park, watching people and do nothing.”

“Can we make a little detour to Borders? I’d like to buy some books.”

“Sure. Probably New York is the last place on earth you should waste your time with a book in a park…”

“Reading a book is never a waste of time. We can go into the Central Park zoo. This time we have a combination of sightseeing and quiet time. I’m sure they’ll have delicious ice cream there.”

“Do I deserve ice cream already?”

“Can’t see why not.”

“I haven’t done any exercise yet.”

“We’ll walk to the zoo, that will be two miles.”

“That’s enough for you?”

“Yes.” Sara stroke some hair out of Sofia’s face. “You saved my life yesterday.”

“Maybe. There’s no evidence the bullets would have hit you.” It was likely because there were a lot of bullets around the area they sat, so much Sofia had seen before they left. If Sara had been sitting on her stool without being hit it could have been considered as a little wonder.

“I don’t need to have a bullet in my chest to know it was close. You got me down, saved me. Covered me with your own body, put yourself at risk.”

“That’s my job.”

“You weren’t on the job at that time.”

“I’m always on duty, especially when it comes to taking care of my favorite CSI. Can’t let anything happen to you, Sara.”

“I’m very thankful you were there.”

“See it as a payback, we’re even now.” Sofia smiled. 

“Are we?”

“Yes. The Albarez case? The gave me your vest, saved my life. The bullets were fatal, only your vest kept me alive. So we’re even.”

“Okay.” Sara smiled. 

“Now why don’t you get your shower while I wait, get my shower after you and then we’ll go to the zoo, have some unhealthy breakfast, too much coffee and read some non-work related things.”

“That’s the first time you don’t try to take a shower with me.” Sara chuckled.

“Is it? Do you want me to come with you?”

“What would you do if I say yes?”

“I’d see you naked. Again.”

“Why would I want you with me in the shower?”

“Because I can reach your back better than you can. And I can give you a massage. With the hot water it will be perfect.”

“You’re trying very hard to make me say yes.”

“I don’t want any complains I didn’t try it.”

“One day I’ll say yes only to see how you turn red, start to stutter and try to get your out of that. It will be my pleasure to see you struggling and fighting to keep your face and balance, Smuggy.”

“I can’t wait for that day and prove you wrong. And now get out of the bed and get your shower. You stink!”

“You’re so charming.” Sara kissed Sofia’s forehead and got up. 

Sofia had bought a dozen donuts, a big box of coffee and one gossip magazine. Sara on the other hand thought there was no need that she bought donuts and coffee and bought four books instead. She loved the huge variety in the big Borders shop.

The third donut on the way to her mouth, Sofia had linked her left leg with Sara’s legs when she closed her magazine. 

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“It’s…something personal…personal for you.”

“You’re the only person who’s allowed to ask me personal questions. What is it?”

“You can stop this conversation whenever you want, just say you don’t want to talk about it anymore, okay?”

“Okay.” Sara closed her book. This seemed to be something bigger, something she couldn’t answer between two lines. 

“I read this article about a woman who found a sister she didn’t know of when she was fifty. You told me about your family, do you have any contacts with your siblings? Foster siblings?”

“No.” Sara answered carefully. 

“Want me to stop talking about that?”

“Where do you want to go with it?”

“I wondered if you ever think of them, wonder what they do. If I had siblings I’d like to know what they do, where they are.”

“They are not siblings, they are foster siblings. They are not family.”

“Is family for you blood and DNA?”

“No.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. “You are family and we don’t share the same DNA.”

“Want my DNA?” 

“How would you like to give me your DNA?” Sara laughed. 

“We can share a cup of coffee, a donut or a passionately kiss.”

“I’m fine with coffee and donuts.”

“Do you offer me a kiss?”

“A passionately kiss.”

“Okay.” Sofia grinned. She had warned Sara she would take the offer when she got it. “Come here, baby, give me your soft lips.”

“You’re really crazy enough to take the offer.”

“Are you pulling your offer back, Sara? Are you scared?”

“No, I’m sensible.”

“Does that mean there won’t be a kiss for me?”

“Not this time.”

“Shame.” Sofia bit in her donut. 

“I was never close to my foster siblings.” Sara came back to their topic. “I lost contact when I went to Harvard. It was a new life for me and I didn’t want to be reminded of my past so I cut all strings.”

“They were fine with that?”

“Yes.”

“They never tried to contact you? If I would lose you I’d try everything to get you back in my life.”

Sara smiled, turned herself so she lay on her back and pulled Sofia in her arms. “Yes you would. I wouldn’t have let us lose contact, Sofia.” 

“I’m a pit bull I won’t let you go.”

“Honey, I’ve got you in my arms, I pulled you in my arms, does that look to you like want to be separated from you?”

“No.” 

“Good. The difference between you and my foster siblings is that I love you.”

“Sara, you’re amazing.” Sofia pulled Sara’s to hers and kissed Sara. “Nobody else makes a declaration of love like you do. You say it in a tone like you’d order some French fries or a salad but that doesn’t mean you’re not serious. I’ve never met somebody like you.”

“Is that good or bad?” Sara smiled. 

“It’s bad for me and good for you. I love you.”

“Is your question answered?”

“Yeah I think so. What would you do if you meet him? Her? Them?”

“I doubt I’d recognize them. If I would I don’t know. Hope you’re around and get me through the talk?”

“You need me for that?”

“I always need you. Especially in situations that are complicated for me. Meeting foster siblings would be very complicated and I’d need you after the meeting.”

“If they give you nightmares I’d chase them away. I won’t let anything come close to you that isn’t good for you.”

“You protect your CSI.”

“As good as I can.” 

“You’re doing a great job. No matter what threatens me, bullets, nightmares or calories, you make sure they won’t hurt me.” Sara got a little bit of the sugar icing, that was stuck in Sofia’s corner of the mouth and held in front of the blonde’s mouth. 

“Thanks.” Sofia bit the icing off only with her lips. 

“Can’t let somebody come along and kiss it away.”

“Jealous?”

“Yes.”

“Cute.” Sofia smiled. “And the first time you said you’re jealous.”

“You know how I mean it.”

“I do.” Sofia got out of Sara’s arms. “Any ideas what I can write on my mom’s postcard?”

“Tell her about the shooting, she’s a captain, she’ll love cop stories.”

“Are you crazy? She finds out I dove instead of answering the fire she’ll kick my ass.”

“You saved your CSI and you had no gun.”

“I let at least two shooters run.”

“That’s more important than saving your CSI?”

“For some in the police department it is, for me, my CSI is above everything.”

“I might have the advantage that I’m your friend too.”

“That gives you the advantage that if I have to choose between you and anybody else I’d always safe you but nevertheless I prefer to dive and keep a CSI safe than let somebody shoot a CSI and answer the fire.”

“You were a CSI you have a soft spot for them now.”

“You can blame it on that, yes. How did I get my soft spot for you?”

“You like challenges.”

“True” Sofia cocked her head. “Can’t imagine a better challenge than you.”

“Try not to stare at a guy for a day.” Sara giggled when Sofia’s eyes were more than obvious following the two young men who were jogging only a few yards away from them. Of course young and well trained men got the attention of the lieutenant. 

“Impossible. You need to know what a challenge is and what’s impossible.”

“It’s amazing that somebody who is interested in so many guys is still single.”

“It never works out.”

“Maybe you should stop running after this magazine guys and try to connect with a guy that doesn’t look like ‘Mister Cover’ but has a brain and wants to stay with one woman. Your nice guys know they look good, they know women want them and most of them see no reason why they not take all women they can get.”

“I could swear I don’t look that bad and I don’t jump every guy I see when I’m in a relationship.”

“You look fantastic, Sofia. There are good looking guys that are trustful but most of them prefer to have all the women they can have. You don’t eat the same dish every day.”

“I need an ugly loser to be happy?”

“You need somebody smart, with a big heart, who loves you because of you and not because of your long legs and your blonde hair.”

“No more looking after half naked bodybuilders? I’m not sure if that’s still a challenge or already impossible.”

“Probably impossible for you.” Sara grinned. She doubted Sofia could stop behaving like a teenager when it came to men, the blonde enjoyed too much to observe every good looking man and she was very tempted to flirt with them. Maybe Sofia wasn’t ready to settle down, like most of the men she wanted. 

“Flack is on his way to here.” Sofia closed her cell phone. 

“To here? We don’t have to go downtown?” That was a nice surprise. The police was coming to them in the Central Park instead of asking them to come downtown. Sara didn’t feel like being in the subway, fighting for a tiny space in the wagons and pushing her way through millions of people on the sidewalks. 

“No, I think he wants to have some sunshine too. Maybe he brings some more donuts.”

“Sofia, you ate nine donuts, you should feel sick.”

“No but I’m on a sugar rush and I love it. We should do this more often.”

“Nine donuts in four hours is more than enough. I should send you running around the Central Park three times to lose all these calories you have eaten.”

“I start to work out again when we’re back in Vegas. We’re on holidays, you don’t work out when you’re on holidays.”

“You eat a lot of sweets and cakes.”

“Yes, that’s the spirit. We’ll get some ice cream on our way back.”

“I think I’m fine with sweets for today.”

“I’m not. You can put me on one of your salad diets for a week when we’re back.”

“I don’t have salad diets.”

“Eating a whole week nothing else than salad in combination with other vegetables and fruits is a diet for me. It’s all healthy, it must be a diet. I join you on this next week and get all the calories I’ve put on this week, away. Why is keeping in shape much more difficult than putting on some weight? Why did God put all the vitamins in vegetables and fruits and the calories in chocolate, donuts and ice cream? That’s not fair, why does he punish us so much? I mean after what happened to Adam and Eve it should be the other way around. Eve ate an apple and started the trouble. So fruits should be the bad stuff and chocolate the good, holy food that will keep your body, mind and spirit healthy. Something got serious wrong in the past.”

Sara looked at Sofia in a mixture of disbelieve and amusement. Her friend was amazing. She had stories and comparisons nobody else would ever come up with. Because of Eve and the snake an apple should be bad? She doubted anybody else ever thought something like that. 

“What?”

“You just amaze me, Sofia. And I’ll get some salad for you too.” Sara doubted Sofia kept her company in her salad week for longer than two days. Latest the third day the blonde would add a steak to her salad and a piece of chocolate as dessert. 

“Thanks. Hey look there’s Flack.”

“In company.”

“A witness? I doubt she’s a suspect, he won’t walk around with a suspect.”

“Why would he walk around with a witness?”

“Sometimes you have a walk with them, makes them talk more. Or she’s a rat and he gets some news on the shooting. You never know, we police people are full of secrets, that’s a part of our attraction.”

“Like being arrogant?”

“Self-assure.”

“Call it whatever you want at the end it’s the same.”

“Don’t be bitchy again.”

“Call it whatever you want at the end it’s the same.”

“Bitchy.”

“Being right.”

“Sure. Hi Flack.”

“Lieutenant Curtis, Miss Sidle, that’s detective Angel. I hope we don’t destroy your holiday day.”

“Only if you plan to send us somewhere else.” Sara answered. 

“No we don’t. 

“Did you find the shooter?” Sofia asked.

“We know who they are but we don’t have them in custody. I’m sorry to tell you that had to get through that because of me.”

“Because of you?”

“Yes lieutenant, these bullets were meant to kill me. I arrested the son of a drug dealer a couple of days ago and he wanted me to know he doesn’t like it and wants war. We have him in custody, his lawyer will get him out within the next twelve hours.”

“That means you’ll live dangerous.”

“Yes. Even if we find the men who shot, there’ll be more men willing to kill for the right amount of money. I think you know that problem.”

“I haven’t pissed somebody off enough to get a bounty hunter on me.”

“Not the best thing to do.”

“So detective Angel is your bodyguard?”

“Yes.” Angel answered before Flack could say something. “Against his will.”

“Walking around in Central Park is very insensible. There are too many places a shooter could wait for you and when he gets you, there are million ways to escape.”

“Thanks lieutenant, that was exactly what I told him.”

“Men don’t listen to women. Not when the women are right.” Sara smiled. 

“Are you three working against me?”

“Looks like.” Sofia smiled. “We all agree on you should be somewhere safe and not here. Everybody can shoot you and run away, the Central Park is  perfect for that.”

“I can’t hide, I’m a detective. I need to be out on the streets. We need to get these people and the world is safe for everybody.”

“You’re making things too easy, Flack.”

“You’re making things too difficult, Angel.”

“Isn’t it nice, they’re arguing like we do sometimes.” Sara grinned. 

“Yeah, I wonder who takes your part and is always wrong.”

“And who takes your part and is always smug.”

“You mean always right.”

“No I meant smug, Smuggy.”

“You fight like an old couple.” Flack said dryly. 

“You take back the old.” Sofia demanded. “Show some respect for a lieutenant. Old. I’m not old, I’m still in my thirties.”

“As close to the thirty as I’m to a million dollar.” Sara mumbled and got the evil eyes. The truth was Sofia was close to forty, very close to forty, no matter how much the blonde denied this fact. 

“Where are we going to?” Sara asked the third time. Sofia had told her two hours ago to get dressed up. The blonde herself put on a tight vanilla colored dress she had bought on her shopping trip in the afternoon. Now they were in a taxi. 

“You’ll see when we get there.”

“Why don’t you tell me?”

“Because if I tell you it’s not a surprise anymore.”

“A musical? A hot Broadway Show? Is that’s why we dressed up? The theatre? An expensive and famous restaurant? Tell me why I had to dress up like this?” Sara wore a dress that had the same brown color like her eyes. 

“You’ll see.”

“What if I don’t like the place? I don’t want to spend my last evening in New York in a place I don’t like. Plus I want to be on the Empire State Building tonight. Wherever you plan to get me, you better make a stop there before it’s closed. I insist on it.”

“A sunrise there can be nice too I read somewhere.”

“I want to see the city with all it’s lights from the roof. Am I clear, Miss Curtis?” Sara stabbed her index finger in Sofia’s shoulder. 

“Ouch, yes.”

“Good.”

Sofia bit her lips to stop herself from saying something. Their taxi was on it’s way to the Empire State Building, having a lot of other interesting buildings around, Sara had no idea where they were going to exactly. Only when the taxi stopped in front of the tall building a smile on Sara’s face appeared. 

“We’ve a  stopover here before we go to wherever?”

“You really thought I’d make you leave New York without being here, Meg?”

“I don’t know, Tom.” Sara grinned. Yes, one of her favorite movies and she would be on top of the Empire State Building. Not looking for her Mister Right, like Meg Ryan had done it, but she’d love the view. 

Sofia paid the taxi driver and got them to the elevators. Of course their tickets were ready in the blonde’s hands and after the security check they could enter the elevator fast. Instead of going to the platform to have a look around Sofia pushed Sara out of the elevator at level hundred. 

“What are you doing? We’re not at to the platform.”

“Sara, do you think I asked you to get dress nice for a stop on the observatory?”

“No, for a musical or theater after it…Broadway for New York …not?” Slowly Sara realized there was no Broadway show planed. 

“What did you plan?”

“Dinner. Dinner in the Empire State Building.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“No. I booked us a table at the new restaurant in level hundred. I thought, your biggest wish was to have dinner here and I didn’t want to offer you a snack or fast food so I got us a table there. At the window, of course. After that we can finish the evening a little bit higher, level 102. Only if you can be happy with this plan. If you prefer to see a Broadway show we can…”

“If you don’t shut up immediately I’ll make you shut up.” Sara hugged Sofia and kissed her cheek. 

“Tell me how you’ll make me shut up and I’ll make a decision if I want to shut up.”

“I love you, Sofia.”

“Even when we go to a fancy restaurant?”

“We’ll have dinner in the Empire State Building. In the newest and hottest restaurant. One condition, lieutenant.”

“Sounds official, what’s the matter, investigator?”

“You let me pay half the bill. This table must have cost you a fortune.”

“I invite you…”

“Sofia, I won’t go there if you don’t agree.”

“First of all I don’t like it when somebody tries to blackmail me. Second if we don’t go I’ve to pay for the table anyway. Third, I want to take you there, that’s my date for you. You let me pay and can think of something to make up to me.”

“You’ll lose your money and won’t get dinner. Pity.” Sara crossed her arms. She wasn’t willing to give in on this. There was an article in a newspaper about this new restaurant, she knew how much Sofia had to pay to get a table, she knew this reservation didn’t included dinner and drinks. Sofia would let them share the bill, otherwise Sara wasn’t going to the restaurant, no matter if she missed out a great chance.

“Don’t be stubborn.”

“Ditto.”

“Sara, it’s…why don’t let me do this? It was my idea, I want to invite you. Don’t let us lose the table.”

“You can go there alone if you don’t want to lose the table.”

“I prefer the dirtiest snack bar in the world with you than a fancy restaurant in the Empire State Building without you.”

Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her away from the entrance of the restaurant. There was no need to go on with their discussion there. 

“Sofia, please.”

“It doesn’t feel like I really surprise you when you pay for your dinner.”

“What about if you pay for my dinner and I pay for your dinner?”

“What kind of date is that?”

“A modern one.” Sara laughed. 

“No chance to change your mind?”

“Not if you want me to be a little bit happy.”

“You should be happy all the time when we’re together.” Sofia teased softly. 

“I am.”

“Good. You look gorgeous, I am hungry, let’s get inside. I pay your food, you pay mine.”

“Thanks.” Sara leant forward and kissed Sofia’s cheek again. 

“You’re welcome. But to make up for this you need more than a kiss on my cheek, Honey.”

“Do I?” Sara grinned, pulled Sofia in her arms, hugged her and kissed her short on her lips. “I’ll make up for it later.”

“If I’d be a guy I’d be so full of wrong impressions.”

“You would be so disappointed. It’s the blonde who has to make up with sex, the brunette can make up with something else.”

“Like what?”

“Triple chocolate muffins for breakfast a whole week or something like this.”

“Better than most sex.” Sofia sighed. 

“You get vanilla sauce with it.”

“I love you, Sara.”

“Good to know.” Sara smirked and linked her arm with Sofia’s. Together they walked to the restaurant and waited until a waiter came to greet them.

“We’ve a reservation for tonight under the name Sidle.” Sofia smiled. 

“Very well. Please follow me.” He turned and guided them to a small table on a window. From here they had a perfect view on the Rockefeller Center. 

“Do the ladies know what they’d like to drink or shall I bring you a card?”

“Two glasses of champagne?” Sara looked at Sofia who nodded. 

“Thank you.” The blonde leant back and enjoyed for a few seconds the view out of the window. Exactly the table she had asked for. Perfect.

“Why did you order the table under my name?”

“In case you had the idea to book a table. I’d have offered you to call, they had told me there’s no table available. If I had booked it under my name, called with my name, they would have confirmed the booking and my surprise was ruined.”

“I could have called myself.”

“Yeah but I figured you’re less suspicious when they tell you somebody with your name has already booked a table than somebody with my name. You have no confirmation number, you can’t be the one who booked it. I’m guilty of playing you and I hope you can forgive me one day.”

“Forgiven and forgotten.” Sara smiled. “You’re amazing.”

“I try to make you happy.”

“You succeeded. It’s really a shame you’re not a man.”

“Why?”

“This is the perfect place and the perfect opportunity to pop the question.”

“You can ask me to marry you, Sara.”

“It’s not legal here, so we can’t call a priest to wed us. It wouldn’t be perfect this way and I want my wedding perfect.”

“Don’t complain I didn’t offer you.” Sofia chuckled. 

The waiter brought them their champagne and the menu. 

“For the price of a meal here I can buy my groceries for a whole week.” Sara gasped. She knew the prices, seeing them for real in front of her, made it very real. 

“Same here. I’m not that hungry anyway after all these donuts. I think I’ll go for the garden salad with chicken and fresh bread.”

“I’ll take the same and give you my chicken.”

“Aren’t we lovely? Sara, what’s wrong?” Sofia could see in Sara’s face something had happened. 

“You won’t like it.” The brunette said slowly.

“What?”

“Promise you won’t yell and won’t make a scene.”

“Why should I?”

“Promise. Now.”

“I promise. What did…”

“Lieutenant Curtis.”

Sofia didn’t need to turn to recognize this voice. Immediately she knew why Sara had asked her not to make a scene.

“Keane.” She looked up. The young millionaire stood in a gray suit next to their table. 

“Miss Sidle.”

“Mister Keane, what a coincidence.” Sara’s right foot met Sofia’s leg under the table. She hoped having the physically contact kept the blonde more relaxed. 

“Over a dozen million people in this town and we have to meet.” Sofia grumbled. “What are you doing here?”

“This is my restaurant, lieutenant.”

“Is it?”

“Yes.”

“In that case I think we should leave.”

“Wouldn’t that be ridiculous, lieutenant?”

“Bite me.”

“I’d love to try a bite of you, but I’m afraid you’d arrest me for assaulting a lieutenant.”

“Sara, I know you wanted to have dinner on the Empire State Building. Could you consider to have our dinner somewhere else? Somewhere without unwanted company.”

“No need to run away, lieutenant. Why are you this unfriendly? Did I do anything to you?”

“I won’t give you a chance for that.”

“There’s a young woman waiting for Mister Keane, I’m sure he’ll have dinner at his own table with his company. He doesn’t have any time for you, Sofia.” Sara said calmly. 

“Yeah, go back to your new bimbo, Keane.”

“One word from you, lieutenant and I’ll have dinner with you.”

“Me?” Sofia threw a look over her shoulder and saw the young brunette woman, obviously waiting for Keane. She guessed her of early twenties. 

“I think men who need women half their age are a poor show. Can’t get anybody with a brain, Keane? You still need to get this cheap girls, early twenty, who have no idea about life and how to use their head? It’s really a pity that you can’t stop that. You know, I was even attracted by your arrogant and smug way, it suits you. But these women are such a poor show, they show you’ve no dignity and you’re not capable of having a real relationship. You to go your dumb brunette dish of the week or month, I’ve the most beautiful and best company in the whole world. Your trophy might be good for your ego and gives you credit with your macho friends, my woman is a few classes higher than yours. I stay here.”

“Miss Sidle is a trophy for you?”

“Yes. Sitting here with her, knowing she’s my friend is the best evidence that I did and do something right. Her friendship proves I’m not such a bad person. She wouldn’t be here if I would be like you. So yeah, she’s a trophy, she proves I’m a good person. What does your woman prove? You’re rich? You’ve got influence? You’re taking everything with a tuned body? In my world that are not the best attributes but I think we’re living in two different words and should stay in them. So you go back to your world and leave in mine alone.”

“Do you really think that bad of me, Sofia?”

“It’s still lieutenant Curtis for you.”

“I’ve never met such a stubborn woman like you.”

“And no matter what you’ll try, I’ll never change my mind. No matter how many roses you send or how expensive your gifts are.”

“You gave them all away.” There was no anger in his voice. 

“Yes.” 

“I liked what you did with the jewelry, selling it and giving the money to the breast cancer foundation.”

“You are free to do the same.”

“You never thought I might have done that.”

“Actually I don’t care. Now would you mind to leave us alone?”

“Would you mind to let me settle the account for you?”

“Yes.”

“I thought so. You don’t want me to be nice, do you, Lieutenant?”

“I don’t like it when somebody tries to bribe me.”

“I didn’t know you’re working on a case against me.”

“I don’t.”

“How can I bribe you then? Nobody will believe I bought you as a rat with a dinner.”

“No, nobody will because you won’t pay. And if I’ve to give the waiter the money as a tip at the end.”

“Miss Sidle what is your position in this?”

“I’m always with Sofia.”

“Even if she says two and two is three?”

“I’m always with Sofia.”

“You would tell her later she was wrong.”

“What I tell Sofia later is none of your business, Keane. If you want to settle the bill for us, I don’t care. Sofia doesn’t want it, that makes it clear to me I won’t accept your offer. The most important thing in friendship is trust, I know I can trust Sofia every time with my life and she knows the same about me. Means, I won’t do anything she doesn’t like. She would never ask me for something I don’t want, don’t like. I can only recommend to you, Keane, to try a relationship like this. It’s unique and priceless.”

“So is the lieutenant.”

“As a lieutenant, as a person, as a friend.” Sara took Sofia’s hands in hers and smiled. 

“Unfortunately she won’t give me the chance to find that out myself.”

“When you stop hitting on her and don’t change your girlfriends more often than the average man changes his underwear you might get a chance.”

“I haven’t met a woman as special as the lieutenant.”

“There is no woman as special as her. Nobody will ever come close to her.” 

“We’re even.” Sofia smiled and stroke her hand over Sara’s upper hand. “I can’t imagine to have this dinner with anybody else than you.”

“Ditto.”

“I doubt any man will ever come between you two.”

“The right men won’t want us to make a decision between them and the other. Mister Right will be happy that we have such a great best friend. If he can’t handle our friendship he isn’t Mister Right.” Sara smiled. 

“The lights go on.” Sara looked out of the window. With every minute she could see more and more windows in bright light. 

“Do you want us to leave and go upstairs?” As guests of the restaurant they’d get the upper observatory admission free. 

“Only if they want us to leave. I like it here.” It was cozy, candles were everywhere, jazz and standard music was playing in the background.

“When they ask us to leave we simply order something new.” 

“Like what?”

“Like…one of these sundaes. Would you like to share one with me? Sitting next to me, very close, I feed you with ice cream, have my arm around you…”

“Are you flirting, lieutenant?” 

“Yes.”

“Is it the candle light or more the music?”

“Your foot on mine. You never broke contact, Sara. Are you flirting?”

“Flirting with my foot? It’s more a kind of being attached to you. I like to have contact to you. I’d never flirt with you…do you want to sit next to me?”

“No, you’d never flirt.” Sofia laughed, got up and moved her chair so that she was sitting almost next to Sara. 

“Our last night in New York.” Sara stroke Sofia’s hand with a finger while her eyes moved back to the city in front of her. 

“Will you miss it?”

“Somebody almost killed me.”

“You ended in my arms, you were never in danger, I was with you the whole time.”

“I was never scared. When I heard the shots I was already on the ground, safely under you. I was scared something did happen to you, I never worried about myself.”

“And all I worried about was you. I think we fit perfectly together.”

“Yes. Everybody wants to make sure the other one is alright, we don’t care what is with us as long as the other is fine.”

“We do.” Sofia sighed happily. 

“Excuse me, our sundae, ladies.” The waiter had a huge sundae on his tray. Sofia saw ice cream, sauce, cookies, fruits, everything you could ask for on a sundae.

“We didn’t order one.”

“Mister Keane asked if you would take it even when he pays for it.”

“We do.” Sara smiled. “Please tell Mister Keane we thank him for it.”

“Very well.”

Sara dove her spoon in the ice cream, got a lot cream and a cherry on it. “Open up!” She demanded. “And don’t you dream of bitching around because he paid for it. You want this sundae and so do I. Eat, woman.”

Sofia opened her mouth and ate the ice cream. 

“I didn’t say a word.”

“You wanted to send the waiter away. Not with me, Sofia. He wants to show you want a great guy he is? If he wants to do so with a sundae on a perfect night like this, he can do that. That’s not a bribe, that’s kind. And if you don’t want it, I’ll eat it all by myself.”

“I ate the first spoon.”

“You better eat the third one too.”

“The third? What’s about the second?”

“That’s mine.” Sara gave Sofia the spoon. “Your turn, lieutenant.”

“You want me to feed you?”

“Spoon by spoon. We’ll share our dessert.”

“Why did he send only one?”

“Because if you had told the waiter to get lost, they had wasted two sundaes and not only one. And one is enough I like feeding you, it’s like being on a date in the Empire State Building. Almost my ‘Sleepless in Seattle’. Not on top but you look much better than Tom.”

“Thanks. You look better than Meg.”

“How can I look better than a blonde?”

“You do that without any make up, Sara.”

“Stop flirting, give ice cream.”

“I could pour it on my body and you are free to get it from there.”

“Honey, with this hot body of yours ice cream is nothing more than a boiling sauce within a second. I’d burn my tongue on it and your body.” Sara cocked a brow. 

“True.” Sofia giggled. “I like that.”

“I like you.”

“No, you love me.”

“True. Want to go up to the observatory after the sundae? Taking pictures, snuggling and then go back to the apartment to finish this night with a glass of wine?”

“Sounds wonderful to me, Sara Sunshine. I’ll get the waiter and order the check.”

“And I get my money…we need to work some overtime for this night.” First they had to get their bosses to pay them for the overtime. That was much harder than working long hours. 

“It was worth a week of overtimes; especially when we work cases together.”

“That’s like holidays…only less dangerous.”

“And without you in my bed after work.”

“When you ask very kind I might join you occasionally.” Sara smirked. Not that she not ended up very often in Sofia’s bed or her couch while they were working. She couldn’t remember the last time she had slept for a week alone in her apartment. That must have been before Sofia and she became such good friends. In another life, a life that wasn’t as good as this life was. 

“Where have you been?” When Sofia came out of the bathroom after her short shower Sara was gone. The brunette hadn’t mentioned that she wanted to go anywhere.

“Just down the streets, I needed something for the evening.” Sara lifted a little bag.

“What can you need? I’m here, that’s all you need.”

“I prefer my wine with cheese and cracker, Smuggy.”

“Shall I leave? So that you, cheese, cracker and wine are alone?”

“I bought cheese and cracker for two, what does that tell you?”

“You’ve a date.”

“Yes, with you. Get the wine, I prepare the cheese.” 

“Couch or balcony?”

“It’s fresh outside…when we wrap ourselves in a blanket we can sit outside, I’d like to see the lights of the city.” The apartment was in the middle of a fifty stories building, it wasn’t a view like from the Empire State Building but it was alright. And they could get some of the night flair of New York. 

“Tell me why do we meet Keane all the time?” Sofia wondered when they sat on the balcony. 

“It’s his restaurant, he knows many people in Vegas and he has a soft spot for you. He is exactly the man you’re looking for if he could keep his pants on. There’s a certain tension between you and him but it will never be more or serious because you won’t give in. You want to be the one and not one in a million.”

“Am I your one?”

“My one and only.”

“That’s why I sit here with you.” Sofia laid her head on Sara’s shoulder. “You know we have to come back to here. There are so many things we haven’t seen…Corny Island…”

“The Yankees.”

“Grand Central Station.”

“More of the Central Park.”

“Metropolitan Museum Of Art.”

“You want to go to a museum?” Sara asked surprised. Wasn’t Sofia the one who always complained that her dad had forced her too much into history that she tried to avoid everything with history now? 

“It’s suppose to be very good and with you a little bit of history can’t be bad. And we need to spend some more time around Times Square and visit a Broadway show.”

“Madison Square Garden.”

“We definitely have to come back. Want to come back to New York with me, Miss Sidle?”

“Absolutely, Miss Curtis. Back to New York, a trip to Canada, beach holidays in Mexico, there are lot of places I want to see with you.”

“Europe.”

“Oh yes, I could spend months with you in Europe. You ever thought of going to Europe and work there? England, Scotland or Ireland?”

“No, not really. Shall I start to think about that? Because if you go there, the chances that I’ll follow you are high. I don’t want to be in Vegas without you.”

“Looks like you like me, Lieutenant.”

“I do, investigator. No matter if you like it or not.”

“I do like it.” Sara pulled Sofia closer in her arms. “You know, I’m glad Keane can’t stay with one woman.”

“Why?”

“Because if he could you would be his woman of choice and I had less time with you. He’d take you around the world, to parties with important and famous people and you wouldn’t be my lieutenant anymore.”

“If he would be my man of choice I’d make him take you with us. There’s no way I’d travel the world without you. You belong into my life, Sara, no matter what man is in my life. I’ll never make a decision for a man and against you. What we have is something that is for forever, what a man gives me might be for forever but it will never be worth to give up on us.”

“Sounds like you want to be with me.”

“I do. You won’t get me out of your life, not even if you get a millionaire in my life.”

“Not afraid I might steal him away?”

“No. You’re a true friend and they don’t do things like that.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. Their friendship was for both more important than a man could ever be. No matter if they had relationships, there had never been a man made it between them. 

I do
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I do

Part 1

„I knew black is your color but since when do you wear it in your face, lieutenant.“ Sara tried to hide a wide grin when she saw Sofia. The blonde had a black eye and the rest of her appearance seemed to be a little bit messed up too. A button on her shirt was missing, the light blue shirt was mixed with something brownish-red, probably blood and a her pants were torn from the knee down. 

“And Jim should show you how to dress up as a lieutenant. You know, you are a representative of this city, what will all the concerned tax paying civilians think when they see you like this?”

“That I work my ass off for their safety and do that regardless of the personal consequences for me. Will you stop teasing me, I had enough on my way to here, my colleagues think it’s pretty funny how I look and they’re really sorry that’s only the lower part of the pants that’s torn and not my shirt.” Sofia grumbled and sat down. She needed a coffee and a hug and not all the mock she got already. 

“Can’t blame them for that. They won’t have a chance to see a beautiful woman like you half naked every day.”

“Stop sucking up that doesn’t work today.”

“Who’s the Grumpy Smurf.” Sara gave Sofia a cup of coffee and sat next to her. She placed a hand on the hand of the lieutenant. Usually she’d have been very concerned when she saw Sofia like this. But Brass had called her to tell her first that nothing bad had happened to Sofia and second the ego of the blonde was injured. Sara had asked twice if her friend was really alright and after that she was ready to tease Sofia the next time she saw her with the black eye and her torn clothes. 

“What happened?”

“I’m sure you heard the story.”

“I’m not interested in the story of some officers, I want to hear the truth from my favorite lieutenant.”

“Bastard started to fight, he was pretty good. Got my nose, I thought first it’s broken because of all the blood but the doc said it’s alright. He punched me a black eye and ripped off a button. That was after I kicked the broken bottle out of his hands. The bottle is the reason why I get more air in my pants than I want.”

“Where was your gun?”

“Lost it to his partner, he held a gun to my head and gave me the opportunity to die or to give him my gun. I made the decision to give him my gun. When he wanted to put it away, Jim shot him and his partner started the fight with me. Unfortunately Jim had no time for a second shot, another man of these lovely gang members kept him busy.”

“But you are okay? Besides the black eye?” Okay, maybe Sara was worried a little bit. It had sounded funny when Jim had told her how Sofia looked. After she had heard the story to that she didn’t think it was funny anymore. Her friend had been in serious danger. 

“Yeah, a little headache, some bruises, nothing serious. I’ll go home now, take some pills for the head and clean myself up.”

“You want me to join you?”

“You’re working, finish your job. I’ll be fine, no need to worry.”

“Okay but give me a call if you need something, will you?”

“Sure. Thanks for the coffee.” Sofia gave Sara the empty cup.

“Sofia?”

“Mhm?” The lieutenant stopped in front of the door. 

“I’m glad you’re fine.”

“Me too. You know I’m not that easy to shock, don’t worry.”

“I always worry about you.”

“I worry about you, we’re even.” She blinked at Sara and left. 

As soon as she was out of sight and far enough that Sara couldn’t hear her anymore, Sofia groaned. She hadn’t told her friend the whole truth. Her leg had been stitched and it hurt. The next few days Sofia wouldn’t be able to run and she had the feeling, the first shower later would be very painful with all the water in the wounds. The bruised shoulder would make her sleep for the next two or three nights on the left side and there was the beep in her ears from the shot Jim had fired to kill the man who was about to kill her. She could still hear the bullet flying only inches next to her head and entering the skull of the man behind her. No, this wasn’t an easy night, this was night that would be for a few nights in Sofia’s mind. 

“You don’t look good lieutenant.”

“You greeted me nicer, investigator.” 

“Are you alright?” Sara hadn’t seen Sofia since she had left work earlier the night before. She didn’t want to wake the lieutenant up and when Sara had gotten up. Sofia was already back in the department, taking with her Undersheriff and giving another statement. 

“Yeah, fine. Better than the woman over there.” She pointed to the middle of the street where a woman was laying. 

Sara looked to the body and up. It seemed like the woman did jump from the bridge and that the fall from twenty yards killed her. 

“Anything that suggests she was killed not by jumping?”

“From the first look I had? No. But I couldn’t really see a lot. Got the street closed fifty yards in each direction and the whole bridge. You know what that means.”

“Work fast as soon as the morning is there hundred of cars will be waiting, honking, drivers will yell and swear and the major will not be very happy.”

“I love politics.”

“So do I. Good luck, I’ll check for traffic cameras.”

“Hey lieutenant?”

“Yes?”

“I’d like to see you for breakfast.”

“Maybe we can work out a meeting. I’ll see you later.”

“Later.” Sara walked to the body. Greg was already there with David. 

“Hey guys.”

“Hi Sara.”

“Can you tell me anything else than we’ve a vic who thought she can fly and was so deadly wrong?”

“I can tell you she wasn’t good at flying.”

“Anything that suggests she was forced to jump or pushed?”

“I haven’t turned her yet.” David looked at Greg. “Ready to do so?”

“Sure.” Carefully they turned the woman.

“Oh shit.” Sara mumbled.

“You know her?” David asked concerned.

“It’s the niece of the Sheriff. I saw her a few weeks ago when she came with him through the department. She wanted to join the law enforcement.”

“Sofia will love this phone call.” Greg said feeling sorry for his friend.

“We will love to investigate this case, the Sheriff will be all over us. I’ll call Sofia and Grissom.” With a last look on the body of the woman she turned away and got her cell out. 

“What’s up, Sara?”

“Sofia, I think you might want to come back to the body.”

“Why? I’m trying to…”

“I know, believe me, you want to be here and you have to make an important phone call.”

“Sara, what is it.”

“Come here.” Sara ended the call and dialed Grissom’s number. She knew he was somewhere in Henderson working on a 419. 

“Grissom.”

“It’s Sara. Our suicide is a problem, Gil.”

“Why’s that?”

“It’s the niece of the Sheriff.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive.” Sara turned when Greg’s hand touched her shoulder. He held a wallet in his hand and had the driver’s license out. Sara nodded thankful. 

“Greg handed me the wallet, the license says it’s Julia Bush, that’s his niece. She was in the department a few weeks ago, the Sheriff showed her around, she wanted to join the law enforcement after college.”

“Anybody called the Sheriff?”

“Sofia is on her way to here, I can see her. You think she should call the Sheriff first and then the parents?”

“What do you think?”

“First the Sheriff.”

“He won’t like it the other way around.”

“He won’t like anything of this here and he’ll request you.”

“No, he won’t. He’ll insist that I take you case over.”

“That’s fine with me. Just wanted to warn you.”

“Thanks. I’ll see that Nick can go on alone and then I’ll come to you guys.”

“Alright, see you later.” Sara closed her cell. Sofia had reached her, was obvious annoyed.

“Sara, why couldn’t you tell me…” She stopped when Sara handed her the wallet and the license.

“Julia Bush? Do I know her?”

“She’s the niece of the Sheriff.”

“Shit.”

“Yes. I called Grissom, I’m sure the Sheriff wants him to be primary. I thought you’d prefer to know who she is face to face and not on the phone while you deal with something else.”

“Thanks. Sorry to be…rude.”

“You weren’t. You’re under pressure and this won’t make it easier.”

“No. I guess I’ve to call the Sheriff and the parents. You’ve got a phone number of the parents?”

“Greg, do you have a cell phone?”

“No, not in her pockets not in this area.” Greg looked around. 

“A young woman without a cell phone? Something is wrong with this.” Sara said. 

“Maybe she left it at home because she wanted to kill herself.”

“But she took her wallet? With money? I doubt that.”

“It’s odd. Okay, I call the Sheriff, he can give me the number of his…sister?”

“Yes, it’s the sister.”

“This night means a lot of trouble.” Sofia rubbed her face.

“Headache?”

“A little bit.”

“I’ve a pill with me.” Sara opened her kit and gave Sofia a pill.

“A new standard edition? With medicine?”

“I call it the emergency kit in the kit.”

“What else is inside?”

“A bar of chocolate you’ll get after the call.”

Sofia smiled a little bit. “Thanks Sara.” She felt even more guilty for being annoyed in the first place when Sara called her to come back to the body. She should know her friend well enough to know Sara would never call her for no reason. It seemed like her headache was interfering with her brain and the ability to think. 

“You’re welcome.” Sara stroke her hand over Sofia’s arm and turned back to the body. It was time to process the scene and the body. Even if Grissom had to take over later it was no reason to wait until he was here. The sooner they started to investigate the sooner they would find the killer or the evidence for the suicide. 

Gil had arrived at the scene an hour later and so had the Sheriff. Sara was very happy when Gil sent her back to the lab to see Doc Robbins. She preferred to be in the morgue than out at the scene with the Sheriff on her back. 

“You’re here for the first priory case.”

“It is already the first priority?” Sara wasn’t really surprised. 

“Yes. I had to stop all other autopsies and start with her. The niece of the Sheriff.”

“Julia Bush, twenty.”

“What did the crime scene tell you?”

“That I doubt she committed suicide. Do you know any twenty year old woman who leaves the house with a wallet full of money and no cell phone?”

“I don’t know any young woman who hasn’t got a closer relationship to her cell phone than to her boyfriend. I take from your comment she was without her cell phone.”

“Yes. If it was a robbery gone bad why did the killer not take the wallet? She had over hundred dollar in her wallet. And some credit cards.”

“I can’t answer you that but I can tell you, I agree on your theory that she didn’t committed suicide. There are some defensive wounds on her hands and lower arms.” He pointed on light bruises. “I scratched the fingernails and sent everything to traces.”

“Thanks.”

“There are some light bruises on her throat, it looks like somebody wanted to strangle her.”

“Did you get enough for a print?”

“No, I can’t tell you the exact size of the hand either.”

“Was she already dead on the bridge or did the fall kill her?”

“Not the fall, the landing.” Doc Robbins smiled a little bit and Sara chuckled. 

“Okay, did the landing kill her?”

“Yes. Several broken bones and a she broker her neck when crashed on the street. She wasn’t hit by a car.”

“No, the next car driver could stop in front of her.”

“Did they see anything?”

“I don’t think so, Sofia didn’t mention anything.”

“I know the bridge, it’s not a high traffic area out there. You push somebody down and run, chances are high nobody sees you. Especially when nobody was driving towards the bridge to see the struggle. As soon as the body hits the ground the attention of the people is on the body and not on the killer on the bridge.”

“Yeah. Anything else you can tell me?”

“I haven’t open her up, so all I can tell you is, she died of her broken neck after she hit the street, there are defensive wounds and strangle marks on her throat.”

“Sexual assaulted?”

“Can’t tell you yet. Her clothes weren’t torn.”

“No, she looked like she jumped.”

“Who’s talking to the parents?”

“Grissom.”

“The Sheriff will be there and won’t make it easy for him.”

“He’ll soon be here too and ask you a lot of questions.”

“That’s why I’ll get started now. I call you if I get something new.”

“Thanks.” 

She left the morgue and walked back in the lab. 

“Sara?” Wendy called her name.

“Yeah?”

“I’ve the first results of the fingerprints.”

“That was fast.”

“Got told to stop everything else. A relative of the Sheriff?”

“His niece.”

“Ouch.”

“What do you have?”

“Greg brought the fingerprints from the railing, most of the are hers. One belonged to somebody else. I have it in DNA at the moment and let it run through IAFIS.”

“Good.” Sara’s cell phone rang. 

“Sidle.”

“It’s Grissom. Are you still in the lab?”

“Yes.”

“Can you get over to the interview rooms? Sofia is talking with the witness. We need their prints and a shoeprint. Greg got a shoeprint from the bridge.”

“I’ll do that.”

“Thanks. Bye.”

“See you later.” She got her kit and walked to the interview room. Sofia was waiting outside the room, drinking a coffee. She looked tired.

“You look bad. Is it still the head?”

“No, no more headache thanks to you. Sore muscles. You got anything we need?”

“Wendy is running prints and Grissom asked to get the prints of your witness and a shoeprint. Greg found a shoeprint on the bridge.”

“You think they killed her?”

“You talked to them, tell me.”

“See for yourself.”

“Who are they?”

“Young couple, came from a night on the Strip. They’re from Los Angeles, why should they come over to kill Julia Bush?”

“Does the Sheriff know them?”

“I asked him, he said no.”

“The parents?”

“Also not.”

“Was it very bad to talk with them?”

“I couldn’t really talk, most of the time the Sheriff was talking. The parents are sure their daughter didn’t committed suicide.”

“So is Doc Robbins. There were defensive wounds and somebody strangled her. Did she have a boyfriend?”

“Not according to the parents.”

“A best friend?”

“I’ve got the name and the address. Want to join me there?”

“When will you go there?”

Sofia looked at her watch. “After we talked to the witnesses. It’s Wednesday, we should get the friend before she goes to college. She works in a bakery from six to nine during the week.”

Sara knew there was no real reason for her to join Sofia, the lieutenant could do that alone but she wanted to be with Sofia to make sure her friend was alright. The shooting yesterday was still visible in her face. 

“We are so up for breakfast.” Sara whispered.

A small smile appeared on Sofia’s face. “I’m afraid it will be more a lunch.”

“Doesn’t matter, but you won’t go home alone today, lieutenant.”

“Sounds like a promise.”

“It is. I think you need to talk.”

“Later. Let’s get this over.” Sofia opened the door for Sara. 

“Mister DeBlanch, Miss Bryan, thanks for coming in.” Sofia took a seat in front of the man. “This is Sara Sidle with the crime lab. We’re sorry to bother you more.”

“A woman died, I think this not as bad as being dead.” DeBlanch said. He was small, maybe 5 foot 7, very thin and in his late twenties. 

“True. Can you tell me again what happened?”

“We were celebrating in a few clubs on the Strip, left the last one around three. We walked to our car, we parked behind the Flamingo. We drove, our motel is further out, talked and out of the blue was the woman on the street.”

“Did you see her fall?”

“No, she was already  on the street.”

“Did you see anybody around?”

“No. There was a car coming towards us from the other direction, I turned on the emergency flasher, Melissa jumped out and waved so that the car stopped. I checked her pulse and we called 911.”

“The people from the other car used their emergency flasher too so that nobody would run her over.” Bryan said. She was smaller than her boyfriend, 5 foot 5 and in her early twenties. Sofia had all the personal dates written down. Also of the people in the other car, who were waiting for her in another room. 

“Do you know why she jumped? She seemed to be so young.”

“We’re not sure she jumped.” Sara said.

“What? You think somebody…somebody…killed her? Pushed her?”

“We try to find that out. We could need your fingerprints to eliminate you as suspects.”

“And your shoeprints.”

“Why is that?” DeBlanch asked.

“We found a print at the scene and need to know if it’s yours or from somebody else.”

“If somebody pushed her, this person wasn’t on the street …wait, you think, we killed her?”

“No I don’t, but I have to get your prints to have evidence that you didn’t kill her.” 

“Honey, it’s alright.” Bryan took the hand of her boyfriend. “What do we have to do?”

“It’s easy, we have this computer, you press your fingers on it and we’ve your prints.” Sara explained. “You won’t get dirty fingers like a few years ago. And for the shoeprint I’ll roll some color over your shoe sole and you step on a piece of paper and we’re done.” 

“Sounds not difficult.” 

“It isn’t.” Sara got the fingerprint scanner out of her kit and made it ready for the first set of prints. 

“Misses Conrad?” Sofia and Sara didn’t talk to the best friend of Julia Bush in the morning. The young woman wasn’t at her workplace and also not at home. 

“Yes?” Now they were standing in front of the little apartment Lyn Conrad was living and a young woman in sweat pants and long sleeves opened the door. 

“I am lieutenant Curtis, this is Sara Sidle with the crime lab, we need to talk to you.”

“What? Why?”

“May we come in?” The door of the apartment next door got open. Sofia hated curious neighbors. 

“Sure.” She let the two women in and closed to door behind them. The apartment wasn’t more than a bigger room. A kitchenette on the left, a bed on the right and in the middle a table with two chairs. A small TV stood on a shelf and a books were all over the place. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t expect visitors.”

“That’s fine.”

“Is it…because of this morning? Do they send you because of this morning?”

“What happened this morning and who are they?” Sara asked friendly. The young woman was scared and Sara couldn’t see a reason why. She and Sofia weren’t what people would call threatening cops. 

“The company…”

“Why should they send us?”

“Because I…I told them I’m ill.”

“And you are not.” Sara fulfilled the sentence. 

“No.”

“Where have you been?” Sofia asked.

“We are not here because your company asked us.” Sara told the woman before she got even more scared.

“Thanks god, I really need the job.”

“So where have you been?”

“We were out last night and I met this really cute guy…he has a villa, a pool and well…I came home around eight, he ordered breakfast to the pool. I never had breakfast at a pool. I felt bad when I called in and lied to them but I didn’t want to leave him. He might be the one.”

“You mentioned ‘we’ were out. Who is we?”

“Julia and me. We’re friends since kindergarten.”

“Did Julia also meet a nice guy yesterday?”

“Jules? No, she met this guy last weekend and met him.”

“You don’t happen to know his name?”

“Why do you want to know that? Why do you ask all these questions? Why are you here?”

“I’m sorry to tell you, your friend Julia Bush was found dead this morning.” Sofia said. Why was it always her job to say these words? 

“What? Jules? No, that can’t be. You must have made a mistake.”

“No, we didn’t. Her parents told us your name, you were her best friend…”

“Jules…” She sank on her bed and started crying. Sofia looked helpless to Sara. It wasn’t the job of the investigator to calm down a witness, all Sara was here for was collecting evidence if there was something. 

“Miss Conrad, we need to ask you question so that we can find out what happened to your friend.” Sara tried carefully. 

“What…how did she die?”

“She was found dead on a street in the south of the city. Was that the area you were having a party?”

“No, we were in the Mandalay. Jules…she left around two.”

“What can you tell us about the man she met?”

“I don’t know. She called him Lived, a strange name. I think it’s a kind of nick name.”

“Have you seen Lived before?”

“No. She was out alone when she met him. I saw him the first time yesterday.”

“Can you describe him?”

“He’s tall, like six foot two or three. Slim, long black hair, well trained and…I don’t know.”

“You don’t know what?”

“He was creepy.”

“In what way?”

“He was dressed all in black. That’s not unusual, but he had this pendant and said, he had blood in it. He ordered a shot at midnight and let something red drop in it. I thought it’s a cheap show, you know, this vampire hype at the moment, but he was…he was creepy. I mean he didn’t have this long teeth, but he never smiled and his eyes were so cold. I felt very uncomfortable around him.”

“What about Julia?”

“She loved that. She said, he’s exciting and full of mystery. She was into this stuff, vampires, witches, black and white magic. The only point we couldn’t agree on. Did he kill her? Did he hurt her?”

“We don’t know. Do you have any idea where the Lived lives?”

“No.”

“Where did she meet him?”

“Upside down 999.”

“What is that?” Sara asked.

“It’s an underground club.” Sofia told her. She had been in there a few times because of drugs. “Turn the 999 around and you know the theme.”

“666, the number of the beast.”

“Yes. Miss Conrad, can you tell us anything else about Lived?”

“No. I tried not to talk to him, he wasn’t interested in me. He stared at Julia the whole time and she liked it. I left them after midnight when I met Jared on the dance floor and Julia said good bye around two. She didn’t tell me where she wanted to go, I assumed she’d go home but when you found her south…she lives…lived in the north.”

“We know.”

“You think he…”

“We don’t know.” Sofia gave Melissa Conrad her card. “Please give me a call if you remember anything else or if you find out anything about Lived.”

“I will…do you think I should see her parents?”

“I’m sure they’d appreciate that.” Sofia and Sara left the apartment. 

“What do you think?” Sofia asked when they were back in the car.

“I think Lived is a man we should talk to.”

“I doubt it’s a real name.”

Sara got a notepad and a pen out and gave it to Sofia. “Write his name down.”

“What?”

“Write his name down.” 

Sofia did as she was told. “And now?”

“Now you write it again but backwards.”

“What…?”

“Please.”

Sofia started writing. D E V I L. “Devil.”

“Like 999, you look at it from another side and get another meaning. And ‘lived’ the past tense of live. ‘Lived’ is devil and when you lived, you’re dead. I think we should really talk to this man.”

“You would be such a great detective.” Sofia smiled.

“I am such a great CSI.” Sara responded. 

“You are. Want to go to a black, dark, sadistic club with me?”

“We go to Heathers? Cool.”

“I wish. Unfortunately your friend won’t be a help here.”

“You are quite friendly with her too, lieutenant.”

“I’ve no other choice, you get me to meet her all the time.”

“Don’t blame me, you always join me.”

“Can’t let you go there alone. Imagine one of Heather’s clients likes you and tries to get you in his room.”

“I’ll kick his balls and he’ll be happy when I leave immediately.”

“You’d do that, I know. The problem is, he might like that and wants you exactly to do that. But I know you know how to help yourself.”

“So do you.” Sara looked out of the window. “Where are we?”

“A block away from ‘Down Under 999’, the place to be.”

“Don’t we have to wear black for that establishment?”

“They see your black soul and you’ll be the queen.”

“Very funny.” Sara shot the evil eyes to Sofia and got out of the car. The sun was gone and the night started to take over Las Vegas. 

“Control, this is lieutenant Curtis, can we get two officers to 352 Bender Road please? Thanks.”

“Back-up?”

“We don’t know what is waiting for us. Better safe than sorry.”

“Make sure your CSI is safe.”

“I do. Got your gun loaded?”

“Yes.” Sara checked it again to show Sofia and make her friend feel better. She knew, the lieutenant wanted to be extra sure. 

“Will we kill the devil?”

“If we have no other choice or God tells us so, we will.”

“We are not playing a kind of holy war, do we?”

“No. I hope we can have a lovely talk to the devil and he’ll confess, we get him in and be the heroines of the day.”

“I like that dream.”

“So do I.”

“How was your trip in the underground?” Grissom asked when Sara was back in the lab.

“Dark. There are a lot of people around who think they are vampires or a twin brother of the devil.”

“Did you find the devil?”

“According to the bartender there is nobody called ‘Lived’ around. It’s a nice club and nobody does anything illegal.”

“You believed him of course.”

“I told him the cocaine on the toilette is even in Las Vegas illegal and the minors should leave very fast or the club is closed before next midnight which would be a shame. Most of their customers wake up around that time.”

“He could remember Lived then?”

“Said he hasn’t seen a guy who looks like Lived since two days. Has no idea where he lives and what his real name is. Sofia left an officer around.”

“I’m sure somebody has called the unknown person and he won’t show up.”

“I’m afraid it will be like that.”

“Maybe this will help.” He handed her a piece of paper. 

“What’s that?”

“A fingerprint we found at the scene. Ronald Frame, aka The Beast aka Lucifer.”

“666 – the number of the beast, Lucifer, Devil. This guy likes to be the bad boy.” She looked at the photo. Long black hair, like Melissa had said. 

“Do you think he looks creepy?”

“Creepy? Why?”

“Julia Bush’s friend said the man Julia dated the night she died was creepy. And he had long black hair, like this guy. In the club we were most men had long black hair.”

“You don’t like men with long black hair?” Grissom chuckled. 

“Black is beautiful, gray can be very sexy. You sent this photo out?”

“Sofia should be on her way to Melissa Conrad to make sure it’s the same man Julia Bush met yesterday.” He ignored her comment about gray hair but Sara had seen the little sparkle in his eyes. They weren’t lovers anymore, they had never been lovers in public but they still liked thinking of their time together. None of them regretted it. It didn’t work out but that was no reason not to be friends. 

“How is the Sheriff?”

“He was here all day, they had to go on working on our case. He wants the killer until the morning.”

“Means he put pressure on Ecklie who puts pressure on you.” Sara rolled her eyes. She hated politics and playing with power. It wasn’t like they were sitting around, doing nothing and playing cards while a killer was on the loose. 

“Are you waiting for your part of the pressure.”

“Yes.”

“I won’t give you any.” He smiled. “I know you do the best you can.”

“You never do what they expect you to do. I’m sure Ecklie had some nice ideas for me, getting me in trouble for not working hard enough, not following procedure or being impolite to anybody important.”

“You called me right after you found out who the victim was. They can’t blame you for not contacting your supervisor. Until I was at the scene you and Greg took perfectly care of the scene and secured the evidence we might have lost if you had waited for me. I can’t see anything they can blame you for, Sara.”

“There’s always something if you look for it.”

“Are you looking for trouble?”

“No, I’ll try to out of trouble for a months or so.”

“You should do that.”

“That’s all? Aren’t you suppose to tell me I’ll lose my job if I don’t change myself?”

“I am a very bad boss.”

“The worst. I go and see if Greg needs some help; if I’m allowed to leave.”

“Don’t forget to tell me when you leave the lab or call somebody…always ask if I’m happy what you do.”

“Am I allowed to drink a coffee?”

“Yes, it will keep you awake and alert.”

Sara chuckled. In that case she’d drink coffee. All for the job. 

“Get a shower.”

“What?”

“Go and get a shower.” Sara pushed Sofia towards her bathroom. 

“But…”

“Don’t argue with me. Go in the shower, now!” Sara waited until Sofia was in the bathroom then she started to make something to eat. It was almost noon, time for a brunch. She made some eggs, toast, got cheese and salami on a tray and carried everything in her bedroom where she found Sofia looking for some clothes. 

“Start eating, I’ll have a shower.”

“If I wouldn’t know it better I’d say we’re in the middle of a relationship fight.” Sofia smiled. 

“Your food gets cold.” Sara grabbed her sleep shirt and a boxer short and left. 

“Yes, that looks definitely like a fight.” Sofia sighed and got into Sara’s bed and started eating her egg with salami. She had no idea why there was no reason for a fight. They had worked together the whole morning without any problems. None Sofia could think of.

Five minutes later Sara was back and got in her bed too.

“You gonna tell me what I did wrong? Or why you act like we’re having a fight.”

“When did you plan to tell me about your leg? You had more than a few bruises and the doctor told you not too work last night and keep it slow the next nights.”

“Did you have a look in my private file?”

“No.”

“How do you know all these things?”

“Your doc left a message when I was in your office, waiting for you.”

“Sara, I’m fine, I…”

“Stop lying to me, Sofia. You’re not fine.”

“If you go on like this I won’t be fine, no.”

“You need a break.”

Sofia shook her head and put the tray aside. She got out of bed and grabbed her jeans.

“What are you doing?”

“I don’t need a mother or a guardian who tells me what I have to do or what I need to do. I don’t have a head for that. Thanks for brunch but I think I’ll go home and get some sleep. I’ll see you tonight…”

“Sofia…”

“No, Sara. I really don’t have a head for that now.”

Sara got out of bed, walked to Sofia and pulled her in her arms. First the blonde tried to get out but as soon as she was in Sara’s arms she held on snuggled deeper in the brunettes arms. 

“I’m sorry. Come back to bed. Please.”

“No more fights? And I don’t have to explain myself?”

“I promise.”

“Okay.” Sofia got out of her jeans and took Sara’s hand. 

“I didn’t want to tell you what you have to do…”

“You worry about me, I know. But I’m alright. I wanted to work. Jim can’t work because of this stupid rule you have to be cleared after you shot somebody. Yes, I do have a headache and yes, I got stitches because the guy got me with a broken bottle. Nothing nice but nothing to worry about.”

“I do worry about you; especially after a night like last night.”

“You forgot that I’m a tough lieutenant?”

“You’re a bad ass cop, I know. But you’re a sensitive woman too. I worry about the woman.” Sara stroke Sofia’s arm. 

“In that case take the woman in your arm and hold her while she gets some sleep. You could use some sleep too. We’ll be back for some work soon. The Sheriff won’t give us a lot of sleep.”

“I know.” Sara took Sofia in her arms. “I’m really sorry for being snappy.”

“You worried. I kind of like it when you worry about me. It shows you care a bit for me.”

“You say anything stupid again as the last sentence I’ll bite off your ear.” Sara grumbled and got her mouth close to Sofia’s ear. “Care a bit. Understatement of the year.”

“A little bit more…ouch….you bitch pinched me!”

“You bitch deserved that.”

“We should sleep before I’ve to restrain you for assaulting a lieutenant.”

“In your dreams you might able to do so. Sleep tight, Blondie, four more days and we’ll have a day off.”

“Finally.”

“Birthday night.”

“Don’t destroy my happiness.”

“The forty won’t hurt you.”

“You must know, you are that old…ouch! Stop that.”

“You say nasty things you get punished for it. One more sentence like that and I’ll tickle you for five minutes.”

“You’ll kill me this way.”

“There’s always a small sacrifice to make.”

“I should uninvited you from my party.”

“Stop the threats, I don’t believe them. Sleep now, Sofia.”

“I’m not sure if I can sleep here…if I can trust you.”

“Give me one good reason why you should feel like being in danger.” Sara closed her eyes and rested her hand on Sofia’s side.

“Your hand is at a place that’s very ticklish.”

“How possible is it that I make you jump and kick instead of sleeping?”

“Not very.”

“See. Good night.”

“Night Sara. I’m glad you made me stay.”

“Me too.”

Part 2

“Ready to see hell?” Sofia asked. 

“Hell?”

“It’s the place the devil lives, isn’t it?” They were at the apartment where Ronald Frame lived according to their files. It was a house in the west of the city, not the best area and most people try to vanish quickly when they see the police. Sofia had talked to Melissa Conrad and she had recognized Ronald Frame as the new boyfriend of Julia Bush. That was a connection between the dead woman and the strange man. Now they needed to talk to him. 

“It is.”

“See.” Sofia knocked on the door, her weapon ready. “Ronald Frame? LVPD, open up.” No reactions. She repeated the knock and the call and ordered the locksmith to open the door for her and step aside. With two officers she got in the apartment. Sara waited outside until she heard the “Clear”. 

The apartment was a mess. A dark mess. All walls were painted in black, red crosses were hung upside down, diabolic symbol were painted on some walls, some were standing around as decoration. Empty bottles of alcohol and cigarettes, most self made cigarettes, were on the floor, on the furniture. 

“The dream of every landlord.” Sara said dryly. 

“I’d love to have him as a flat mate. We agree on the color.”

“I don’t recall black as the color of your apartment.”

“It should, it makes it dangerous.”

“No, it doesn’t. Hell, that’s a mess here.” Sara was glad to wear gloves. 

“Can I use your kit?”

“Sure.” 

Sara came over to Sofia who opened Sara’s kit and sprayed a bottle with something deep red in it. 

“Blood.”

“There were no wounds on Julia Bush’s body, nothing that would suggest somebody took her blood. It must be from somebody else.” Sara took a bag for the bottle. 

“There are two more in the fridge.”

“I go on here, thanks lieutenant.”

“My pleasure. Let’s see what I find in the bedroom.”

“The wife of the devil…does he have one?”

“Don’t know. You’re the geek.”

“I’ll find out.”

“Our devil and his wife…you know, it’s kind of strange…Julia …the females part of the world’s greatest love couple.”

“Mickey and Minnie Mouse?”

“I like it when you’re that professional.” Sofia had to hold back a laughter. 

“I think you’re talking about Juliet and not Julia. Don’t get confused with the names.”

“It depends in which language you read the story, Love.”

“I thought so. You think he saw himself as Romeo? If that’s the case he has to be dead too. They both committed suicide.”

“Sometimes this little things get forgotten.”

“Yeah…I love you until the end of your life.”

“Let’s hope it ends fast because my love isn’t that everlasting…Got a laptop here.”

“I have interesting books here – I don’t think they are available in an ordinary book shop. It appears like he isn’t sure if he’s a vampire or the devil. I mean the blood in the fridge, that’s a vampire thing, sulfur is more the devil.”

“He picks the fun parts out of both.”

“Maybe.” 

“There is some underwear in his bedroom that doesn’t look like his; only if he wears women underwear. In different sizes.”

“Can you bag it for DNA?”

“About to do it.” Sofia smiled. She was half a lieutenant, half a CSI. Having the officers in front of the apartment, she had some time for looking around without worrying about the door. 

“Doesn’t the movie say ‘The devil wears Prada’?”

“Yes.”

“I think our devil wears not Prada but he buys all his clothes from the same shop. I know the label, it’s from a local shop, specialized in black clothes. I bought there something once for Halloween.” Sofia made a note to go to this shop.

“He isn’t a big eater, there’s barely any food in the kitchen, only a lot of alcohol.” Sara joined Sofia in the bedroom. 

“A six pack is a meal.”

“He isn’t drinking beer, it’s more vodka and I found Absinthe.”

“Bad boy.”

“It’s legal now. Did you ever try it?”

“Me?” Sofia grinned. “I’m a lieutenant I don’t drink things like that.”

“Even you were in college.”

“It was illegal at that time. I graduated in 2006.”

“Really? Funny I could swear you were a CSI in 2006.”

“I was very talented.”

“Sure.”

“What about you?”

“I was very talented too.” Sara grinned.

“That you ARE talented is something I know. I was talking about the alcohol.”

“Yes. Not a nice drink. I’ve no desire to drink it again.”

“I won’t ask when you tried it. Instead I’ll get this conversation back to the case. Can you go on here alone? I’ll knock on some doors.”

“At two in the morning? People will love you.”

“I heard from a few apartments music and the TV. This isn’t the area of officer worker who are sleeping because they’ve a nine to five job.”

“It’s the nightshift area, we’re perfect here. Don’t worry, I’ve an officer here, I’ll be fine.”

“Won’t be long.” Sofia didn’t like the idea of leaving Sara alone in this apartment. Melissa Conrad was right, something was creepy about Ronald Frame and about his apartment too. 

Sara bagged the clothes Sofia had found after she took some photos. On a shelf were a lot of DVDs. Vampires, violence and action movies. This wasn’t a friendly place at all. She took photos, opened a wardrobe and scream a bit. 

“You’re alright, Sara?” The officer asked from the outside. 

“Yeah, sorry.”

“What is it?”

“You won’t believe it.” She stared in the wardrobe. 

“Try me.”

“A casket.”

“Empty?”

“I don’t know…I hope so…” She got her gun out. The casket was all in black with some red and golden lines and the pentagram on deep red on top. The bed of the vampire with symbols of the devil. She was sure this was the highlight of the apartment. The question was, was her suspect in there? Carefully she  opened the casket and sighed relieved when it was empty. 

“After midnight, the vampire and the devil are out.”

“Sara?” The officer asked.

“When you see a bat it’s him, the casket is empty, Dracula is out.”

“I can call animal control.”

“They’ll be delighted.” Sara took some photos and took her flashlight. If this casket was used, there must be hairs. She found a long black one and bagged it. She wondered if Frame got girls in this? Does a vampire share his casket? There wasn’t much space, but she knew weird people had sex everywhere and a casket was a weird place. 

“The neighbor claims he hasn’t seen Frame in a couple of days. Frame is active at night time, most people sit on front of their TV at that time.” Sofia was back. She stopped when she saw what was in the wardrobe and cocked her head. “A casket.”

“Yeah. A weird place to have a casket, don’t you think?”

“I think it’s weird to have a casket at all at home. I know some people do actually choose their own casket, but that they keep it at home, that’s new. Must be for his vampire personality. The bed looks like it was used too. He can’t make up his mind what’s better?”

“You ever tried to have sex in a casket?”

“No and I really hope neither did you, Sara.” Sofia furrowed her brows. Was there a side of Sara she didn’t know of and she didn’t want to know of? 

“I’m sure he slept in this casket, I found some long black hairs and I’m sure he slept in the bed. I’ll get sheets in, they are full with DNA the way they look. We find the DNA of Julia Bush, we have got something to connect him to her.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“Do I have to?” Sara smiled. She preferred to leave the lieutenant wondering. 

“No.”

“Officer Smith, could you start to put all the things I’ve bagged in the car? I’ll get some more and go back to the lap. I think we can use some evidence against this man.”

“No problem.” 

“Will you go on and talk to the neighbors?” Sara turned to Sofia. 

“No. I’ll go shopping.”

“Now?”

“Sara, it’s a black shop, it’s for creatures of the night, they are open from eight to eight and I’m not talking about the dayshift.”

“If you give me half an hour I’ll join you.”

“We share a car, I have to get you to the lab first anyway. Can’t be wrong to check in with the others if they’ve anything new.”

“The Sheriff shouldn’t be there.”

“I hope so. I’ve Ronald Frame on the broadcast but I doubt he’ll be anywhere around ordinary people. I’ve to check where people like him like to spend their time. Places like that change so often.”

“Another trip to a dark club?”

“We’ll make it difficult for him to disappear.”

“I didn’t see a wallet, license or anything like that. He can leave without coming back. I didn’t see anything valuable here; except for the computer.”

“I don’t think he’d leave his casket alone.” Sofia said. “The rest might be replaceable, this casket looks like it was made special for him, he won’t leave without it.”

“What a pity, it will leave without him. I’ll get it in the lab.”

“Means we’ll sit there with a wood stake and wait for him?”

“Do you believe in vampires, lieutenant?”

“No, not really. I thought we should greet him like he’d appreciate it.”

“I’ll get you some garlic.”

“I love garlic in my food.”

“You won’t have a date with our vampire then.”

“Oh believe me, if I see him, I’ll make him date me; in an interview room. He can have a glass of blood orange juice if he asks nice.”

“You’re making fun of him.” Sara smirked. “Come on, get the casket out of here.” To their surprise the casket was light, it has to be made of real wood. Having the casket in the car, Sofia’s car was fully loaded. They locked the door of the apartment, left an officer there and drove back to the lab. 

“You missed the Sheriff.” Grissom said when Sara and Sofia came in. 

“Sorry.” 

“And what is that?” He looked at the casket two men carried.

“For some it’s the last bed for other’s the a small bed and for a vampire the most important place in his eternal life. We found it at Ronald Frame’s apartment.”

“This man must have a problem with his personality. Can’t make a decision if he wants to be a vampire or the devil.”

“Talking about the devil…do you know if the devil is married? We couldn’t find an answer to that question.” Sofia grinned.

“He isn’t married, it’s a sacrament of God. But he has a son.”

“Whom?”

“Cain.”

“I thought Cain and Abel are the children of Adam and Eve.”

“Yes but the God is the father of Abel while the devil is the father of Cain”

“Eve was sleeping around? I’m shocked.” Sara giggled.

“In the bible, do people only have sex with God or the devil or do they actually have sex with each other?” Sofia furrowed her brows.

“Honey, Adam and Eve couldn’t have sex, they were the only human on earth, there was no priest to make them a real couple and you know, no sex until married.” Sara grinned. 

“I forgot. Anyway our devil or vampire had plenty of sex according to his sheets and all the underwear we found. I doubt the women left their underwear in his apartment because it was so warm.”

“It’s hot in hell.” Grissom said dryly. 

“How hot?”

“To quote Luke: So he called to him, 'Father Abraham, have pity on me and send Lazarus to dip the tip of his finger in water and cool my tongue, because I am in agony in this fire.‘.“

“No temperature?”

“No, no temperature. It’s a place you don’t want to be.”

“Sounds like Ecklie’s office.” Sara mumbled. “You think they’re twins?”

“You can ask him when you don’t want to work here anymore.” 

“Knowing Sara she will ask this question before that date.” Sofia sighed. 

“I’ve my temper under control…most times.” And her new goal to stay out of trouble. She couldn’t remember how often she had tried that. 

“Yeah, most times. Come on, we go shopping.”

“Aren’t you two busy with something else…the case maybe?” Grissom asked.

“It’s case related. Frame bought all his clothes in the same shop and this shop is open from 8p.m. to 8a.m.. We’re in the best shopping time for that.”

“What do I tell Ecklie when he asks for you, Sara?”

“Tell him there’s nothing in his size and that would suit him.”

Grissom rolled his eyes. “You’re out collecting evidence. I told him the same when he asked why Sofia can’t go to the apartment alone. I think the amount of evidence tells him what you did there.”

“I try not bring the whole…midnight collection back.”

“I appreciate that.”

“Do you want something? I’m not sure but there are a lot of dark bugs. A new beetle? Maybe there’s deadly beetle or one that’s related to death or the devil.”

“There are some deadly beetles but I don’t want them. Thank you.”

Sara grinned. If Ecklie wanted some evidence as a proof she was working, she could bring him some things back…like a wooden stake. 

“All the evidence point to Ronald Frame.” Sofia added a little bit more cream to her coffee. She, Sara and Greg had met after the shift for a coffee. It was after ten in the morning. Again they had to work longer. 

“They flagged the DNA from the underwear and the sheet, we should know by the start of the new shift if it’s from the vic.” Greg had a big strawberry vanilla bagel, a creation you couldn’t get anywhere else than here. He broke off a piece and fed Sara. “You like it?”

“Strawberry vanilla has something, yes. You can go on feeding me.”

“For you I do that.”

“Do you guys have a kind of breakfast date?” Sofia asked amused.

“Jealous?” Greg countered. 

“No, not at all. I take her home.”

“She always wins.” Greg sighed. “Why don’t you sleep in my bed, Sara?”

“Because you would understand that wrong, Greg.”

“I wouldn’t.”

“I don’t trust you.”

“Why?”

“Let’s say you are not gay enough.”

“I’m not gay at all.”

“See, there’s your reason.”

“Means if I tell you I’m gay you’ll sleep in my bed?”

“After I’ve seen you in hot kisses with your boyfriend we can talk about that again.” Sara laughed when Greg made a grimace. 

“Some sacrifices are too high.”

“He’d be so nice in this gay club…with that hair.” Sofia grinned.

“What are you doing in a gay club? The men won’t be interested in you.”

“I know, but they look so good…and some are interested in some fun, they just don’t want a relationship…I see you’re getting red, I won’t go on.” 

“And you share your bed with her.” Greg looked shocked at Sara. 

“Yeah but when I’m in her bed there’s no man…maybe we should change that, Sofia. We should invite two men with us, one isn’t enough.”

“I’m not sure if two can please us, let’s try to find three…”

“Greg, you’re so red, are you alright?” Sara asked sweet.

Greg couched. “I believe her when she says things like that.”

“See, you get your boyfriend and another guy and you can have us both…you think you can please us, Greg?” Sofia cocked her head. This was a game she liked. She liked playing Greg, she liked teasing him. It wasn’t that she wanted to make him feel uncomfortable, but she really liked mocking him, making him flush.

“Don’t answer her.” Sara put her hand on Gregs. “Stop it Sofia, you’re mean.”

“I’m just playing.”

“Don’t play with Greg.”

“Why not?”

“You make him embarrassed.”

“Do I? Greg are you embarrassed?” 

“Don’t answer her.”

“Are you his lawyer?”

“If I have to, yes.”

“So cute. Maybe you should go home with Greg.”

“Or alone?”

“Don’t fight.” Greg tried to stop them. He liked it when Sara was protecting him but he didn’t want her to fight with Sofia. 

“We don’t fight, Greggo. We’re teasing each other.” Sara calmed her friend. “We can’t be mad at each other, so close before the big party starts.”

“I’ll be as old as Sara is…I can start thinking about retirement.” Sofia grinned and got evil eyes from Sara. 

“These four months don’t make you that much younger, Sofia.”

“At the moment I can say I’m in my thirties while you’re in your forties.”

“You both look absolute stunning and more like early thirties.” Greg said. 

“Thanks Greggo.” Sara kissed his cheek. “I like you.”

“I should date Greg.”

“No way!” Greg called out and made Sara laugh. 

“He loves me, Sofia, not you. You’ve to accept that.”

“Usually guys go for the blonde…”

“Sorry, I’m more into the brunette with the sexy gap.” Greg smirked. 

“Now he’s talking.” Sofia giggled. “Some more comments like that, Greggo and we’ll take you out with us. You need to be flirty and cheeky and not scared of me.”

“I’m not scared of you, Sofia.”

“Then stop acting like you are. Don’t get Sara to stop me from teasing you, tell me to shut the fuck up.”

“Language please.” Sara rolled her eyes. 

“Sorry grandmother.”

“I think it’s time to go home.” Sara took the bill. “I’ll pay.”

“Thanks Sara.”

“Thanks Honey, I’ll make up to you when we’re home.”

“Are you going to clean her apartment, Sofia?” Greg grinned.

“Better.”

“Oh, you’ll do the laundry too? Sounds like a good deal for Sara. I think I’ll pay your next breakfast and you can do the same for me as you want to do for Sara.”

“Again the question: Greg, do you think you can satisfied me?”

“I think I can. You want to try me?” He smirked. 

“Huh, the boy with the crazy hair flirts, I like that. Come on Greggo, time to go home. You can satisfied me another day.”

“I’ll do that tonight. In the break.”

“Now that’s something I look forward to.”

“I’ve been looking for you since shift started.” Greg got his arms around Sofia.

“Huh?” She had made a stop in the lab for a coffee and heads up from Grissom about the evidence. 

“It’s break time I’ll satisfy you know. Come on.” He took her hand. 

“Hold on a second, Greg. What are you doing?”

“I’ll satisfy you, like I promised you and I know you have been looking forward to this the whole day, you told me so in the morning. Time to do it.” He smiled wide. 

“You forgot it’s Sara you want? The brunette with the sexy gap not the blonde.”

“What I want to do with you I can’t do with Sara, she wouldn’t like it. But I know you’ll like, you’ll beg me for more and you’ll be thinking of this night for the next few weeks or months.” He pulled her in the locker room and closed the door. 

“Greg, you should think again what you are about to do. I’ll hurt you.”

“You’ll be so busy, you won’t hurt me. You won’t have the energy for that when I’m done with you.”

“Greg, I warn you…”

“Ssshhh, you can make some noise later. In fact, you will make some noise later.” He opened his locker. 

“Greg, I warn you again, I’ll hurt you if you really try to…oh my god!” 

“I knew you’d say that. They all do.”

“Give it to me! Now!”

“That’s what they all want.”

“Stop talking, I want action.”

“You can have it.” He walked to her and pressed her a huge basket in the arm. The basket was filled with chocolate in different sizes, flavor, brands and color. 

“I love you.”

“That’s what all women say after I satisfied them. I can see you like it too.”

“I do. You’re crazy.”

“Why? I promised you I’d satisfy you. You look very…” He stopped because he had to laugh. Sofia had manage to put a whole small bar of chocolate in her mouth at once. She looked like a hamster. 

“Uhm….sooo good…yes…ooohhh…Greg…” She moaned. 

He raised on eyebrow. “If anybody hears you, they’ll think we do something else in here.”

“I so don’t care. You did satisfy me…for weeks.”

“Told you so. You want to go back and work or do you need a minute more?”

“I need a minute more and a coffee after that.”

“I’ll take care of the coffee. If you want you can lock the chocolate in my locker and get it out when you go home. You leave it here somebody else will eat it.” He giggled and left her alone.

“Anybody tries to touch my treasure I’ll shoot without warning.” She put a new bar in her mouth. Caramel and now dark chocolate with white chocolate stripes. She was in heaven. That must have been his present for her birthday. 

Still chewing on her third bar of chocolate she walked back in the break room where Greg was waiting with a cup of coffee. 

“Your own coffee, I can smell the difference. Another treat.”

“You won’t say that you’re not satisfied after this night with me.”

“No, I’m absolutely satisfied Greg. You were great.”

“What?” Sara came in the room. “Did I hear right?”

“Yes, you did. Greg really satisfied me in the locker room. He was sooo good, you’ve no idea what you’re missing out, Sara. I’m sure he’d do the same for you, or something like that because you won’t like the same way I like it.”

“What did you guys do? You didn’t do what I think you did, didn’t you?”

“Oh yes he did. And he was better than anybody before.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“Believe me it was amazing, I’m still full…”

“You had sex in the locker room?”

“Huh? Who was talking about sex?”

“What are you talking about?” Sara furrowed her brows.

“Chocolate. He gave me a huge basket of chocolate. Sooo good.”

“Why should I have sex with the blonde when I want the brunette?” Greg giggled. “The blonde is too easy to please.”

“If it comes to chocolate, yes I am. But don’t think I’m easy to please in every other way, Greggo.”

“I don’t. But I did satisfied you.”

“Yes. That’s more than most men I met can say.”

“You are both crazy.”

“Talking about crazy.” All three turned surprised around. Grissom was behind them. “Sofia, Brass brought the devil in, you may want to ask him some questions.”

“The devil? Lived?”

“Ronald Frame. Do you have time for him or shall I tell the Sheriff you’re too busy making Sara think Greg is Don Juan de Marco?”

“I’m gone.” Sofia jumped up.

“Hold on.” Grissom stopped her.

“What?”

“Take the brunette with you.”

“Me?” Sara looked surprised. “But it’s…”

“It’s your case. Don’t worry if the Sheriff has a problem with that I’ll talk to him.” He gave her some files. “The newest DNA results and everything we have so far.”

“I don’t want you in any trouble. I’m alright with being here.”

“I’m not. Go with Sofia. As your supervisor and the primary of the case I order you to do so.”

“Yes Grissom.” Sara felt awkward when she followed Sofia to the interview rooms. 

“Got the wooden stake and the garlic?” The blonde smiled.

“For the guy or the Sheriff?”

“It’s alright, Grissom told you to come in. Don’t worry. Let’s get the devil and the Sheriff will be fine.”

“And if I mess it up he’ll kick me out.”

“You won’t mess anything up, you never did. Stop talking bullshit. Be a good girl, go in there with me and when we’re done I might share my chocolate with you.”

“You can’t blackmail me with chocolate.”

“I’ll make a fruit salad for you – XXL size.”

Sara smiled a bit. “Deal.”

“That’s my girl.” Sofia opened the door. A young man with long black hair was sitting at the table, trying to look very bored. He was cuffed. 

“Ronald Frame?” Sofia asked. 

“He’s dead.” The man said.

“Really?” She sat in front of him. “You look like him.” She put a copy of the Ronald Frame’s drivers license on the table. “Don’t you think? Are you his twin? Unregistered twin.”

“I drank his blood.”

“Did you? It wasn’t the blood in your fridge, was it?”

“You have nothing to do in my apartment.”

“This warrant says otherwise.” She pulled a warrant over. “We’d have showed it to you but were flew out…not there.”

“You took my personal belongings, I want them back.”

“The blood? The sheets? Don’t tell me you wear the underwear we took.” She looked at him. “That wasn’t your size, was it?”

“I want my bed back.”

“Your bed is in your apartment, Mister Frame.”

“Lived.”

“Ronald, Lived, Devil, Lucifer, whatever you want.”

“I want my bed back.”

“I want to be president of the United States. Looks like we all have to accept what we get in life.”

“Now.” His voice was low and angry. 

“Let’s talk a little bit about you and…” Sofia backed off when Ronald Frame was flying over the table, trying to bite her. With his cuffed hands he wasn’t able to grab her but he was snapping at Sofia. 

“Jesus, I feel like animal control.” She said when the officer, who was in the room grabbed Frame and forced him back on his chair. The officer chained Frame with his hands on the back to the chair and did the same with the feet. 

A look to Sara told Sofia her friend was alright. 

“Now, we could put that under assaulting an officer.”

“I want my bed back.”

“If you are talking about the casket, you’ll get it back – if you’re innocent. For the moment it’s in the lab but I can assure you, the scientist who’s working on it is an atheist. A really nice one, it’s special made for you, I assume.”

“Don’t you dare to touch it.”

“I carried it out of your apartment…did you just hiss at me? It’s vampire night I guess. Officer, we might need some garlic…a cross and…oh look, I wear a cross.” Sofia got her pendant out that happened to be a cross today. Frame’s eyes got narrow. 

“You can’t scare me with that but I promise I’ll bite it away after I drank your blood.”

“He’s threatening me. Did you drink the blood of Julia Bush too?”

“Who?”

“Julia Bush, your date…last weekend…three nights ago.”

“I don’t know a Julia.”

“You were seen with her, she left the club with you and two hours later she’s very dead.”

“Somebody drank her blood?”

“No.”

“It wasn’t me.”

“After you tried to bite me and hissed at me I’m tempted not to believe you.”

“How do you explain her DNA in your bed?” Sara asked. She was looking through the files Grissom has given to her. 

“We fucked. So what? I fuck a lot of girls.”

“None is happy with you, huh?” Sofia grinned. “Guess they don’t like to sleep in a casket, too narrow, too… uncomfortable.”

“You’ll pay for not believing.”

“He sounds like my grandmother when I skipped Sunday school. Tell me where you and your date went after you left the club.”

“I flew home.”

“You flew?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have a helicopter?”

“Tell your slave to make my arms free and I’ll show you how I fly.”

“I’m afraid is this a no-fly zone. We had last week a collation with an Airbus A 380 and new Boing Dreamliner in the hallway, people got really pissed of because they couldn’t use their Thunderbolt anymore. Sorry, we all have to walk again.”

“You’ll be very sorry for that.”

“Oh I was. My own private jet couldn’t land here.” She shook her head. “Back to reality, Space Rider. You and Julia Bush. What did you do after you left the club?”

“Bite me.”

“You’d enjoy that too much.”

“I’d enjoy to bite you…suck the life out of you and give a new life back to you.”

“Oh please, I did watch ‘Interview with a vampire’, safe the movie things, please. Julia Bush.”

“Was a nobody.”

“Why did you kill her?”

“I didn’t.”

“When I look at your fingerprints you left on the table and the one we found at the scene, they look the same.” Sara had lifted a fingerprint from Ronald Frame after he was cuffed to the chair. Comparing this one to the unknown one from the bridge, she got a match. 

“I don’t leave fingerprints.”

“And you become dust when the sunlight hits you, I know. Listen, the lieutenant is patient, I am not. You can talk to us, try to safe your ass and get your casket back or we’ll get you for killing Julia Bush and you’ll sleep the next twenty-five to life in a cell without a cozy casket. Being immortal a conviction until the end of your life will be very long. Nobody will care that you died already. 

So you want to go on and play vampire? Or the devil, as you want to suggest with your latest name, Lived. You’re very creative, Ronald. So am I when it comes to evidence. You have no idea what I can do with all the stuff from your apartment. Not only can I find out the names of all women and men you had sex with in your bed, casket or the carpet I can also order a huge saw and make sawdust out of it.”

“You’ll die if you do that.”

“I’ll die anyway, nobody will live forever and I don’t want to live forever. Julia Bush.”

“The bitch got what she deserved.”

“What? Death.”

“She wanted to fly, I told her she can do it she let me make her immortal. I told her I’ve the stuff that makes you immortal, makes you fly, she didn’t want to take it.”

“You think you bite somebody and this person becomes immortal? Turns into a vampire and flies around like a bat?”

“I don’t do that with a bite. I become one with her, she takes me in her and I give her all I have.”

“That’s an interesting way to get a woman in your bed. So she didn’t want to have sex with you? I bet your weren’t happy with that.” Sofia said. 

“She didn’t want to be immortal.”

“So you showed her how it is to be mortal and pushed her from the bridge. She fought, didn’t she?”

“They all do but nobody is stronger than me. He is in me, He makes me strong, immortal.”

“Who is He? The father of Cain?”

“He’s the biggest power, He can kill you all. He’s stronger than that what you call God. He’s power is endlessly and He knows no mercy.”

“Sounds like me math teacher. I survived him, hell can’t be that bad.”

“You make jokes but you’ll regret that later.”

“Again my grandmother told me the same. I wonder if Julia made jokes and you made her regret.”

“She said no, she had to pay.”

“You killed her because she didn’t want to sleep with you?”

“She was in no position to deny my demand. Nobody is in that position. He is in me, I’ve to give the commands.”

“There’s always somebody stronger than you.”

“Only He is stronger and He’s pleased with what I do. I’m His slave, His son, His servant and I do whatever pleases Him.”

“Why didn’t you bite her and drank her blood? Or were too much a devil to so what a good vampire does?”

“She wasn’t worth it. She was garbage and garbage has to be disposed.”

“The DA will do the same with you. He’ll charge you with murder. If we find out the blood in your fridge belongs to dead people you’ll be a long, long time in another kind of hell. Until somebody shows you how mortal you are and kills you with a needle.” Sofia got up. She got all she needed. She  had the killer of Julia Bush. And she didn’t feel like wasting any more time on him. She could go to the Sheriff now and tell him, the killer of his niece was in custody. She was sure the Sheriff would arrange all the other things. And she was sure there was no mercy for this man in Nevada. 

Part 3

Having a night off was a reason to celebrate, having the night of your birthday off were two reason to celebrate and having a lot of friends around was a party.

Sofia had all these three things on her birthday. Because of the nightshift, she had started her party in the late afternoon, giving everybody the chance to join it before they had to go to work. 

“You look beautiful.” Greg said. 

“Thanks.”
”I can see a wrinkle…look, there…next to the left eye…my god, it’s deep! Like the Grand Can…ouch.” Sara hold her shoulder she got punched by Sofia. The brunette hadn’t left Sofia’s side the whole day. When they finished work in the morning Sara had invited her to breakfast and a massage in a spa. Relaxed and with smooth muscles they drove to Sofia’s apartment and had a few hours of sleep before the party started. 

“One more sentence like that and I’ll make you feel what real pain is.”

“They get grumpy when they’re old.””

“You must know, you’re older.”

“Wiser.”

“Smart-ass.”

“Can’t you even on Sofia’s birthday stop teasing each other?” Greg sighed.

“No, we like to have fun.” Sofia blinked at Sara. “Want some champagne? We both don’t work tonight.”

“I’ll get it.” Sara smiled and walked away. 

“Getting spoiled is one of the best things of having birthday.”

“As far as I know she started with spoiling you right after work. Spa and massage.”

“Yeah, that was great but did she also tell you what she did after these two things?”

“She joined you  in your bed?” Greg guessed with a grin. 

“No, she slept on the couch. I didn’t want her in my bed.”

“How comes?”

“She had this great chocolate cake, with chocolate cream and cherries and instead of giving me a huge piece for breakfast, she threw the whole cake in my face! I was covered in chocolate and cream. On top of that she took a photo of me.”

“Sounds like a delicious fun. I’m sure you looked wonderful with all these chocolate all over your face.”

“I had to clean myself without wasting any of the cake. It was very delicious and I couldn’t bear to take a shower and wash everything away.”

“One call I’d have help you cleaning you.”

“Really, Greggo?”

“Yes. A hot blonde in chocolate, a dream of a lot of men.”

“The cake was in the face not all over my body.”

“I’m sure there was some cake left to cover the rest of your body in it.”

“Not, it wasn’t such a big cake. Although it made me look younger.”

“I can assure you, you don’t look a day older.” Jim grinned when he joined her. 

“Thanks.”

“I hope the next reason to celebrate is because you’re a captain. You can do it within the next few years, Sofia.”

“Fulfilling a dream of my mother.”

“What about you? It’s not your dream?”

“No. In my dream I’m the chief of the police.”

“You’ve got a place for an retired homicide captain when you’re chief of police?”

“I’m sure.” She laughed. “You won’t end up as a mall cop.”

“I’ll remind you on that…Marie, your daughter wants to be the chief of police.” He said to Sofia’s mother was walked by.

“Well, she can do it if she works hard. Means more police work and less sitting around with the CSI.”

“Mom, I don’t sit around with the CSI, I work with them and I happen to know some of their work. It’s nothing bad, it’s an advantage.”

“Nobody makes you chief of police because you can lift a fingerprint.”

“Don’t argue with your mother, Sofia.” Sara handed her friend a glass of champagne. “The captain and you don’t agree on the CSI topic.”

“It’s nothing against you or your professional, Sara. It’s just that it’s not Sofia’s job and she might get problems if she doesn’t focus on her job.”

“She does a great job as a lieutenant and she’s a real help at the scene. I never have to worry if she destroys any evidence because she’d rather bag it than step on it. And I don’t think her captain minds the way she’s working.” Sara looked at Jim.

“Not at all. I can’t complain about anything.”

“If she gives you a reason tell me, I’ll tell her off.”

“Mother!”

“What? That’s what a mother is for.”

“You’ll get uninvited for the next party if you go on like this.”

“Come on Marie, we’ll let Sofia talk to her captain.” Sara took the arm of the female captain and pulled her away from Sofia. Being a friend of Sofia for this long she had learnt how to handle captain Curtis and both were very friendly. Sara liked Sofia’s mother and Sofia’s mother was very fond of Sara. 

“I wonder if she ever stops embarrassing me, telling me what to do and pretending that I’m a baby.”

“According to my daughter I haven’t done that to her.” Jim sighed. “Parents can’t help.”

“Do you think I need my mother to make sure my life is alright?”

“No. But as a parent you see that different. You’ll find out when you’re a mother.”

“I won’t be like my mother…I guess that’s what everybody says.”

“I promised myself I wouldn’t end up like my dad and I did. I lost my family because of the job and personal weakness. We are a part of our parents, that doesn’t mean we’ll like them but if we’re not careful we’ll end up like them. Especially when we watch them as a child making all the mistakes. One day you don’t think anymore it’s wrong, you think it’s ordinary. And then you’ll be like your parents.”

“If I become like her please warn me, will you?”

“I will.” He laughed. 

“Thanks.”

“Chocolate?” Greg hold a flower in front of Sofia’s face.

“It’s a flower Greg, not chocolate.”

“Try it.”

“Is this a kind of practical joke?”

“I wouldn’t dare to do that to you. Try it.”

Skeptical Sofia took the flower and bit in the blossom. The red blossom melted on her tongue. 

“Mhm, what’s that?”

“That’s a chocolate flower. I found it in a shop. They use food coloring and extremely thin chocolate to create this flower. I saw it and I knew it’s better than an ordinary flower.”

“You gave me enough the other night.”

“It was all to satisfied you.” He chuckled. 

“You guys have something going on I don’t know about?” Jim asked.

“No, it’s sounds interesting but all Greg does was giving me a basket full of chocolate. I can say no other man made me that happy in a long, long time.”

“Your favorite present?”

“So far Greg, you’re far ahead.”

“Who’s next?”

“I can tell who is not. My mother with a framed photo of me as a four year old and an ugly vase she inherited from my grandmother and gave it now to me.”

“Yuck…but I’d like to see the photo.”

“I put it away; far away.”

“I bet you were a cute child.”

“I get better with each year.”

“Like a good wine.”

“Yes.”

“What did Sara give to you? Am I ahead of her?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? That’s miserly. She should give you something, she’s your friend. Best friend.”

“Tell her.”

“Tell me what?” Sara was back and to Sofia’s relief without her mother.

“Her birthday gift. You can’t just give her nothing.”

“I can’t? Why? There was no note on the invitation that you have to bring a gift.”

“It’s common knowledge. Even when they write you’re not supposed to bring a gift they still expect you to bring one.”

“I don’t do strange things like that…it’s too late now anyway. Can I make up with a dance?”

“That’s a cheap way out.” Sofia laughed. “I’ll get you for dinner next time too.”

“Deal.” Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her to the dance floor. 

“You know you don’t have to give me anything, do you?” Sofia asked when they were dancing. “I’m happy with you as my friend that’s all I want.”

“Really?”

“Yes. A best friend is better than anything else.”

“No chance to get anything better?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Think harder.”

“What do you mean?” Sofia looked suspicious at Sara, who leant closer, so that her lips almost touched Sofia’s ear. 

“Do you want to marry me, Sofia?”

“What? Are you kidding?”

“We’re both forty.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes I am. All I need is an answer.”

“I do.” Sofia laughed. They hadn’t talked about that topic for a long time. Precisely they stopped joking about that when Sara turned forty. It was like a unspoken ‘no-no’ they tried to avoid without avoiding it. Both started to think it was only a joke and none of them wanted to put some pressure on the other one. Mention it the whole time would have made it more like a stupid test of courage and not a fun it was supposed to be.

“You tell my mom!” Sofia giggled. Oh that would be a great shock. She needed a camera to get a photo of the face of the captain. 

“I’m your CSI, you’ve to take care of me, no matter if the attacker is a vampire, a burglar or your mom.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Sofia pulled Sara to her mother, who was standing with Jim at the bar. 

“Mom, Sara has to tell you something.” Sofia pushed Sara in front. 

“What is it, dear?”

“I asked Sofia to marry me and she agreed.”

“You girls had too much alcohol. I tell you Jim, no matter if sixteen, twenty-one or forty, they don’t learn.”

“We are serious.” Sara tried it again.

“So was I when I told Sofia I’d kill her if she’d ever touch alcohol again after she came home drunk when she was sixteen. She’s still alive and had alcohol.”

“Mom, we made the plan to get married over three years ago…”

“At that time you had this bartender…”

“That wasn’t that long ago. We made the plan when we were in Waikiki.” Sofia sighed. Her mother didn’t believe her. 

“Jim, she won’t be a captain, she has a mental disease.”

“A normal mom is happy when her only daughter wants to get married.” 

“You can’t marry Sara it’s illegal. Now stop drinking alcohol and get yourself some water, Honey.” Marie petted Sofia’s arm. 

“When do you want to get married?” Jim asked interested. 

“As soon as you and Grissom give us two weeks off. We want to have our honeymoon in Paris. And I know we can’t get married here, mom. We’ll get a wedding in one of the chapel and…it’s legal for us to get real married in Amsterdam…” She looked at Sara. “I mean…we could…we would be allowed…”

“You looked it up.” Sara smiled.

“Yeah.” Obviously embarrassed the blonde lowered her head. “I know we didn’t talk about this for a few months but I did think of it. I didn’t want to put any pressure on you, after all I came more or less up with this idea…”

“I told you I’d marry you, it wasn’t all your idea.”

“Yeah, but….I don’t know. I thought maybe it was all a joke.”

“Usually we keep promises we give each other, don’t we?” Sara cocked her head.

“Yes we do.” Sofia smiled. She knew she could rely on Sara. No matter what it was about but she didn’t want to force her friend. “But we can get a wedding dress for us and without getting married.”

“Would it be the same for you? Pretending to be a bride without being in a chapel?”

“It’s what you do when you’re a child…No, it wouldn’t be the same.”

“Two stunning dresses, two stunning women, a priest, a kept promise.” Sara smirked. 

“Yes. You’re right.” Sofia smiled. 

“Damn it, you are serious.” Sofia’s mother got her hands in her sides. “Sofia Curtis, do you know what you are talking about?”

“Yeah, I think you’ve to call me the next time Sofia Curtis Sidle. Or Sofia Sidle Curtis? I haven’t thought of that.”

“Jim! She lost her mind.”

“She might have lost her mind but she got a hot brunette for that.”

“You can’t encourage them!”

“Why not?”

“Because…it’s wrong.”

“Oh come on, Marie. Let them have the fun.”

“Fun? They want to get married.”

“And? They are best friends, they love each other. How many couples get married in Vegas who are not friends and don’t love each other? I think their marriage will keep longer than most of these drive through weddings. There’ll always be their friendship that will keep them together. And they’ll look beautiful in their wedding dresses.”

“They will.” Marie got her hands in her face and rubbed it. “I assume I can’t change your mind?”

“No mom, you can’t.” Sofia grinned. She knew when her mother started like that she had won and the captain didn’t mind what she was about to do. Not that she would let her mother make her stop. 

“When do you want to get married?”

“Like I said, as soon as Jim and Grissom give us two weeks off.”

“Hey Gil, we need you here! Urgent!” Jim yelled over to Grissom. He wasn’t the last who would let Sara and Sofia wait. He thought the whole idea was funny. 

“What is it?”

“These two ladies need two weeks off.”

“I was wondering when they’d ask for their holidays. Where do you want to go this time? Asia? Africa?”

“Amsterdam.” Sara said.

“Paris.” Sofia added

“Prague.” Sara finished and laughed. They had never talked about these destinations, only Paris was mentioned once by Sofia as a dream destination for her honeymoon one day. 

“A Europe trip? Interesting.”

“You call it Europe trip, they call it honeymoon.” Jim chuckled.

“What?”

“Honeymoon, that’s when…oh come on, Gil, you know what a honeymoon is…”

“Of course I do but why…?”

“Sara had asked me to marry her.” Sofia grinned. “How could I refuse this wish? After all we promised us we’d marry each other if there are no suitable men in our lives and we’re forty. There are none, so we have to get married without men.”

“You are serious about that?”

“They are, that’s the bad thing about it.” Marie sighed.

“In that case, congratulations to you. When would you like to go on holi…honeymoon?”

“How much did you plan?” Sara asked Sofia.

“Nothing really. You?”

“Same. Four weeks?”

“Yeah, that should be fine. In four weeks, a wedding in a chapel, a flight to Amsterdam, one to Paris and one to Prague before we come back to Vegas – after a wedding in Amsterdam too…we need only a few documents…”

“I know.” Sara grinned. “We need them translated I know where we can do that.”

“Perfect…”

“You two are prepared.” Jim was amused. 

“In some things, yes.” Sofia laughed. 

“In that case, I’m fine with you leaving for two weeks in four weeks. Gil?”

“What God brings together let no man separate. I hope we’re invited.”

“Of course…will there be any problems at work if we do that?” Sofia asked. 

“You’re not a CSI anymore. And it won’t be legal, you’re not really married for our system. If you want, Jim and me can make sure you’re not on the same case anymore but I doubt you really want that.”

“No, we don’t.”

“In that case it should be alright.”

“We’ll get married.” Sara laughed. That was crazy but sometimes you needed to do something crazy to keep life funny and worth living. 

“Hey Greggo, what’s up?” Sara had waited for Greg for ten minutes. They had an appointment for a breakfast and the young CSI was late. 

“Sorry, Ecklie caught me before I could leave.”

“I’m sorry for you.” She smiled. 

“Does he know that you’ll get married?”

“Is it his business?”

“Well…I guess you have to inform him…”

“I can do that after the wedding.”

“You are really serious about that, aren’t you?” Greg asked concerned. 

Sara waiting until he got his breakfast before she answered. 

“Yes I am.”

“Do you love Sofia?”

“I do love her, but I don’t love her like I would love a husband. It’s different. Another kind of love.”

“But why are you getting married? I mean, only to wear this dress? You can buy one and wear it whenever you want.”

“Are you trying to talk me out of my wedding, Greg?” Sara cocked her head.

“No…I…I don’t know. It’s so weird…somehow…”

“Is it weird because I get married or because it’s Sofia?”

“Both…I thought you’re anti-wedding.”

“I’m not anti-wedding, I’m anti stupid. Okay, some people would call it stupid what’re about to do but it’s fun. And it’s not the same to wear the dress at home in front of the mirror. You need a chapel.”

“What happen if you meet somebody who you really love?”

“As far as I know you can get divorced after a wedding.”

“You sure Sofia will agree on that?”

“It’s the deal. We’ve always said, when we get married it will be a marriage as long as we both want it. If somebody meets Mister Right, we’ll get divorced.”

“Okay.”

“Stop trying to talk me out of it, Greg. Otherwise I can’t ask you what I wanted to ask.”

“What’s that?”

“I’d like to have you as my groomsman – if you like to do that.”

“What? Are you serious?”

“As serious as I am about this wedding. I’d love to have you by my side.”

“I’m yours.”

Sara cocked her head and grinned. 

“I mean.” Greg flushed a little bit. “I’m your groomsman.” 

“Thanks.”

“You know, you could have me as a husband. Don’t marry her, have me! Wouldn’t that be a better wedding picture? You in a white dress next to a man in a black suit.”

“The problem is, Greg, you’d take it serious.”

“You take the wedding serious too…you’re having a honeymoon.”

“Of course.”

“Will you have sex with Sofia?”

“I beg your pardon?” Sara laughed.

“Well, you’re married, it’s a honeymoon, a wedding night…”

“See that’s why I don’t marry you.”

“It belongs to a wedding.”

“You’d like to be in my shoes, Greg?”

“No, in Sofias.” He grinned. “I’ve to offer her a lot of chocolate that she lets me marry you.”

“What are doing when I won’t agree? There’s the chance that I might say ‘no’ to you.”

“You’d do that to me?”

“Yes I would.”

“Ouch.” 

“Maybe I should ask somebody else to be the groomsman, I’m not sure you’ll give the ring to me or will try to put it on my finger.”

“No, Sofia would kill me if I do that. Same if I’d dare to say something against your wedding.”

“Not only Sofia would kill you.”

“I get it. But you do move together in a big house, don’t you?”

“Yes, we’ll do that.”

“You’re going to share a bedroom?”

“No.” Sara chuckled. “We’ll have our own bedrooms.”

“What kind of marriage is that?”

“A happy one. A lot of couples don’t share a bedroom.”

“Does she snore?”

“No.” Sara tried hard not to laugh. “Why?”

“Just wondering. I mean you share a bed now, why not when you’re married? Would make more sense.”

“We share a bed now when one of us sleeps at the other’s place and we’re too tired or lazy to change the couch into a bed. When we live in the same house there’ll be two beds, no need to share one.”

“And you want children.”

“Sofia wants. Yes.”

“You don’t want children? That sounds like a fight in the marriage.”

“I don’t want to get pregnant. If she wants to be pregnant and give birth to a child or two I’ll support her. Not because we’ll married but because we’re friends. Friends do support each other. If I can help her to make a dream come true, I’ll do that. I’m sure you’d the same for her.”

“She needs a father for her child?” He grinned leer. 

“Do you think you can satisfy her?”

“She doesn’t have to be satisfied to get pregnant, I’ve to. And yes, I know I can satisfy her. I did it on her birthday.”

“I think she’ll go to a clinic.”

“No fun allowed. A wedding, a house and children, are you sure you want that?”

“I think there are worse things in life, don’t you think?”

“It doesn’t sound like you…what happened to my old Sara?”

“Your old Sara is old, that’s what happened.” 

“No, my Sara isn’t old, she can’t. She looks so young and beautiful.”

“Greg.” Sara took his hand. “Believe me it’s not an idea I had out of the blue. Sofia and me were talking about that since Waikiki, we are aware of what we are about to do. We know the responsibilities we take. We know the child or the children will be there for the rest of our life. We’ll both be the legal guardians for them.”

“You can’t adopt children, can you?”

“Not in Nevada.”

“Can you get married here?”

“The state won’t recognize it but that doesn’t matter. It’s a thing we do for us, no matter if the state or the country like it or not.”

“It should be legal, it doesn’t matter who marries whom, it’s about love.”

“A lot of people think different. But hey, if I meet Mister Right later, I’ll get married in a church…”

“I really doubt that you’ll get married twice, Sara. This one time is already a wonder.”

“You’re right probably.” Sara smiled. “You do come with me choosing a ring for Sofia?”

“You want me there? Shouldn’t you take her?”

“No, we want to surprise each other with the ring. Wanna come with me?”

“Sure, it’s my job to take care of the rings.”

“It is. You’ll look so cute in your black suit.”

“You’ll change your mind and marry me, that’s my plan.”

“Thought so.” Sara smirked. She was happy that Greg wanted to be her groomsman and that she had his support. 

“My future wife, how did you sleep?” Sara came in her living room where Sofia was sitting on the sofa, reading a science magazine.

“Wonderful. And you?”

“Perfect. What are you reading?”

“An article about DNA..I think I do miss the lab a bit.”

“You can take them home if you want?”

“Why? We’ll share a house soon. I’ll have everything around.”

“That’s true.” Sara laughed, got two cups of coffee and came with it to the sofa. She handed one cup to Sofia and sat next to her friend. 

“Want to look for a house? I’ve the paper here.”

“Sure.” Sofia took a sip of her coffee.

Sara got the newspaper from under the table and opened the page with the houses to rent. 

“Six bedrooms is a little bit too big.” She grinned.

“The area of the second isn’t nice.”

“I want a garden for the kid.”

“Too expensive.”

“Quiet people…they don’t want children.”

“Exciting neighborhood…great burglars, hookers, everything a child needs.”

“Four bedrooms…is that enough?” Sara asked. 

“We need two bedrooms for us and well, do we want more than two children?”

“Sofia, you’re the one who’ll give birth to them.”

“Two are enough. I want IV and not more than two ovum implant. The world doesn’t need another mother with eight babies. I prefer to give it one or two tries more than ending up with eight babies.”

“I like it when you’re sensible.”

“You’re fine with two? I mean, you’ll be the legal guardian…”

“I told you, I’m fine with two. One is lonely, two is good.”

“In that case four bedrooms are enough when we have a living room…do we need to learn cooking?”

“You mean like healthy meals for kids? I’m sure they’ll be fine with your steak and my salad.”

“Okay, but we’ll go to some birth courses, don’t we?”

“We will. Both. I’ll won’t let you alone.”

“That’s why I marry you and not a man.” Sofia grinned and hugged Sara. 

“Means, to come back to our house search, we’ll look for a four bedroom house. When do you want to start trying to get pregnant?”

“Well, after the honeymoon, I want to drink wine with you in France. Do we start to move in our new place ASAP?”

“Yes. I’d say we’ll look for a house we can move in after we’re back.”

“In that case I’d like to have the first try in four months, when we’re back, are done with our new place and had some time to enjoy the house. If you agree.”

“I do.” Sara smiled. “You want a boy or a girl?”

“Both. First a boy, they’re easier to handle…says my aunt and she has four boys and one girl. She says, the boys don’t need as much attention as one girl…I don’t want a baby bitch.”

“She’ll be your daughter, she won’t have…ouch…” Sara hold her shoulder. 

“Think again, Miss Sidle…Misses Sidles – Curtis? Sara Curtis – Sidle?”

“I’ll keep my name.”

“Means I’ve to take yours.”

“Sofia Sidle? Lieutenant Sidle…captain Sidle…I can’t help it, Sofia, nothing sounds as good as detective Curtis.”

I won’t be a detective again, no way. You’ll love Chief Curtis.”

“C.C., yeah that’s good.” Sara leant back. 

Sofia put the newspaper aside. 

“Sara, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“You’re free to say no without an explanation and you don’t have to answer right away, okay?”

“Okay.” Sara cocked her head. “What is it, Sofia?”

“About the child…it will be our child, won’t it?”

“Well, it’s more yours because you’ll give birth to it, I’ll be only the legal guardian if something happens to you – don’t you dare to let anything happen to you!”

“I’ll try not to.”

“Good.”

“But I didn’t mean that. I’d love to be the child also yours, you know, like we had made it together.”

“I don’t have to tell you that’s impossible.”

“Beside the fact you told me years ago you don’t want to have sex with me – which I haven’t forgiven you, nobody ever complained about me – there’d be a way that we could have a child together.”

“How?”

“I’d like to have an ovum of you.”

“What?” Sara’s face was filled with shock. 

“Like I said you don’t have to give me an explanation or say something now. I just thought if I get two, I take one from you and one from me and we’ll see who’ll win. If I have your ovum in me it’s like giving birth to your baby.”

“It’s like you’re my surrogate mother.”

“You wouldn’t see me as that.”

“Would you see yourself as one?”

“No. Why should I? I asked you for it. It’s supposed to be our child and if your ovum ‘wins’ I’ll have the next try with mine. This way we’ve two children and our DNA is in one of them.”

“You thought of that for a long time, didn’t you?”

“Two whole nights…days…”

“I promise I’ll think about it. I’m honored that you want an ovum of me, but I’m not sure if I’d feel good because it’s kind like I used you.”

“You won’t use me. But yes, think about it, it’s a topic we can talk about again in a few weeks, there are other things coming up first.”

“Like a wedding?” Sara smiled.

“Like a wedding.” Sofia got her arm around Sara and hugged her. “Our wedding.”

LOVE

AND A

MARRRIAGE

Part 1

A white dress was falling like a second skin over Sofia’s body. The smooth silk felt like the soft and warm spring wind on the skin after a long hard winter. 

“You look stunning.” Sofia’s mother had to fight with her tears. Seeing her daughter in her wedding dress was something that made the captain swallow. She could face dozens of criminals, could handle shark like lawyers but seeing her daughter ready for her big day, that gave her the tears. 

“If you start crying mom you’ll ruin your make up.” Sofia looked at herself in the big mirror. Her white wedding dress started over her breasts, leaving the shoulder free and ended on the ground. She always wanted to have a long white dress, that would swing like a bell when she walked and exactly that was what she was wearing now. 

“The white dress and your blond hair make your eyes shinning even more.” Her mother sobbed. 

“I don’t think it’s the dress and the hair color, I think it’s because I get married in an hour. Thanks for not freaking out, mom.”

“You know you shocked me when you told me on your birthday you’ll marry Sara.”

“Scared your daughter is gay?”

“No…yes…no…it never occurred to me that you and Sara could be up to something like that. I thought you were joking.”

“We were joking about this for years until my birthday came closer and closer. Somehow we knew, we had talked so much about it, we had to do it.” 

“At least you’re marrying somebody who loves you. Not in the way you’re supposed to love your wife but it’s love and you won’t fight.”

“Nothing will be different for us. The state won’t accept the wedding as a legal partnership, we will be two house mates. And we both won’t mind when the other wants a divorce. It’s more that we can say: yes, we’re married.”

“I can remember when you were six and tried a white dress, playing bride in front of my mirror. I only wish you’d marry the man of your dreams. A real wedding, a real family with children.”

Sofia wished the same but it never worked out and she was sick and tired of waiting for Mister Right. And she was running out of time, she was forty and if she wanted two children it was about time to get pregnant. She didn’t have the time to wait another few years until she found the man who wanted to start a family with her; if there was this man around. So far he managed to stay out of Sofia’s life. 

“You’ll get your grandchildren. Sara and me will be busy with family things the next months. After the honeymoon we’ll look for a house, move in together and in around half a year, when everything is settled with the new place, I want to get pregnant. There are two children on my list, you’ll be a grandmother.” For not being a real family they had really family like plans. 

“That sounds old.”

“No that sounds like the captain won’t chase bad boys but cheeky children.” Sofia’s mother was close to her retirement, she was in her last year and Sofia was sure, her mother would love to have a new preoccupation. Especially when that meant she had to spend time with her grandchildren. 

“You won’t stop working?”

“No. I’ll stay home for two or three months and after that the child will go to daycare. And mom, Sara will be the legal guardian. I want her involved as much as possible. No matter if we do all this for fun, she’ll be with the child and me in the house, she’ll take care of it, I want her to be as much involved as possible. She will be his or her mother too. The same rights, the same obligations.”

“I know. I hope she knows how important she is to you.”

“She does and so am I to her. Now when you stopped crying like a little girl and worrying like a mom could you become a helpful captain and close the zip?”

“Sure.” Sofia’s mother smiled. She wished she was as eased as her daughter. There were no signs that Sofia was nervous, her daughter seemed to be calm and relaxed. Excited yes, happy, absolutely, but not nervous. 

“Wow, you look stunning.” Sara smiled when Greg came in her room. He wore a black suit with a little flower and his hair looked tamed and had only one color. 

“So do you, I wish I could run away with you to…Reno…and marry you. God, does Sofia know how lucky she is?”

“Is she?”

“You looked in the mirror lately…let’s see there’s a huge one next to you. Pay some attention to it, Sara.”

“I will as soon as you have helped me with my dress. Zip please.”

“My honor.” He walked to her and closed the zip of her dress. “I hope Sofia doesn’t dream of a white wedding.”

“She does. For herself. It was never mentioned that I’ve to wear white. Can’t steal her the show in a white dress.”

“That’s why you wear a deep red one?” Greg laughed. He could barely take his eyes out of Sara. She wore a long red dress, her hair was tied up so that her shoulders were completely free. Her eyes seemed to be darker today, they had almost the color of her hair. 

“She’s such a lucky woman.”

“Stop drooling or I’ve to look for another groomsman.”

“Sorry. Isn’t a man allowed to dream? The last minutes his dream woman is available. In less than one hour you’ll be married and I’ve to stop dreaming of you. How did you sleep last night?”

“Perfect. I worked  until midnight, went home, called Sofia and fell asleep around half one.”

“You worked? Grissom made you work?”

“No, he let me work, I asked for it. No need to sit around alone.” Without a family there was nobody than her colleagues in Sara’s life. Having them working made her evening boring and lonely.

“You didn’t see Sofia?”

“You’re not supposed to see the bride the night before the wedding. Didn’t you read the wedding handbook?” Sara laughed.  

“Yeah…who is the bride?”

“We’re both.”

“Weren’t you supposed to have a hen’s night?”

“Without my best friend? Impossible. And I don’t see any good reason for this night. I mean some women behave like they’ll lose their life the next day, if I’d feel like I’ll end up in a cage, I wouldn’t get married. Nothing will change for me, I can still date whoever I want after the wedding. No need to celebrate a goodbye of anything.”

“You can celebrate something new, being married.”

“I will after the wedding.”

“You’ve got barely time.” At least  not with her friends. 

“I know. Sorry.” 

“That’s alright, you’ll have to go out with me when you’re back.” He pulled her in his arms. “I’m glad you’re happy, Sara.” 

“Thanks Greg.” She leant in for a second. It was good to have her friend around. The wedding ceremony was at nine o’clock, they had chosen an early appointment so that their colleagues could go from work straight to the wedding. A later appoint-ment would have meant they had to get up early. It was better to stay another four or five hours awake and go to bed then. Grissom, for the first time in his career, had finished working before his colleagues and was over at seven to join Sara for her breakfast. He didn’t want her alone after there was no family she had around herself. That was a reason why Sofia didn’t feel comfortable with the not seeing the night before the wedding business. She didn’t want Sara to be alone neither but Sara had insisted of the tradition. She was fine with the work until midnight, the phone call and the breakfast with Grissom. 

“You’ll get married, that sounds so crazy.” Greg chuckled. 

“It does, doesn’t it?” Sara had to giggle. 

“But you marry a woman, something unusual and against most odds. That is typical Sara Sidle…will it be Sara Curtis after the wedding?”

“No.”

“You both keep your names?”

“Yes we do. Remember, it’s not a marriage the state approves. We didn’t want to many hassle with it, all we want is to wear our dresses and have the ceremony. No matter if we won’t get any legal benefits with it, it’s only for us and making a childhood dream come true.”

“Again that doesn’t sound like you. Marriage a childhood dream.”

“Stop making me sound like I’m an anti-social person.”

“Nobody would ever say that about you.” He grinned and nudged her. It was good to see Sara happy and relaxed and he hoped, she’d stay it for a long, long time. 

There had been no discussion who would walk down the aisle and who was waiting, both would walk together. 

“Wow, you look breathtaking.” Sofia stared at Sara when they met in front of the chapel. 

“Likewise. How many guys wanted to marry you on your way to here?”

“Nobody. My mom looked very evil and dangerous. What about you?”

“I had a good looking man in my arm, everybody thought we’d be married soon.” Sara smiled at Greg who turned deep red. 

“He looks cute.” Sofia grinned wide. “Greggo, you look like you want to take my place. Don’t even think of it, I asked her first.”

“The mean thing is, even if I had asked her first, she would have said no. She doesn’t love me at all.”

“I do, Greg. Only not in the right way.”

“So? You also don’t love Sofia the right way.”

“Yeah but she understands and accepts it. You wouldn’t.”

“Try me.”

“Next time. Maybe when Sofia divorces me.”

“I know a place she can do that in one hour.”

“Forget it.” Sofia took Sara’s arm. “We’ll have our honeymoon first. Paris is waiting.”

“Oui. Come on, let’s get married.” Sara took Sofia’s hand and pulled her in the chapel where most of their friends were waiting. Only Greg and Sofia’s mother were behind them when they walked to the priest. A little bit kitschy, a little bit cheap but there weren’t many chapels open to same sex couples. And after all, it was fun and not a serious wedding. 

With Greg and Sofia’s mother by their sides they looked at the priest.

Getting married. Sara couldn’t believe she really stood here ready to marry Sofia. All these years they had joked about it, she had never really thought they would end like this. It wasn’t supposed to be like this, they were suppose to be married to two guys. If Ryan hadn’t taken his job it could have been him who was standing next to Sara. So crazy. 

Sofia had similar thoughts. She always wanted to get married, but she had never thought she’d marry Sara or any other woman. This idea had never occurred to her. Thinking of it, she had no idea how and why she had this idea that she and Sara should get married when they’re forty and single. She could remember the night, it was on the vessel in Waikiki, but why? 

Was it a good idea to marry Sara? Her best friend. She didn’t doubt that they’d have a lot of fun in Europe and if they got a house together, it would be a great time. Most of the times they have lived in the same apartment. Whenever they were both single, Sofia stayed almost half of the time at Sara’s place and the other way around. This wedding wouldn’t really change anything and at the same time it could change everything. 

“Your last chance to run away.” Sara whispered. 

“Why? You’re scared and want to blame me? Forget it, Sidle.” Sofia smirked. Sara was right, now was the last time to run away. The priest had asked for the rings. 

Sofia took the ring for Sara. Somehow her words didn’t arrive in Sara’s head, she was like numb. Oh god, if she fainted now…get a grip, Sidle. Concentrate. You need to say ‘I do’ or you’ll look like an idiot. 

“I do.” Was she too early? Too late? Totally wrong? No, nobody started laughing and Sofia put the ring on her finger with a smile. The cold gold felt good and the ring fit perfect. 

Like Sara Sofia was feeling like in a dream too. Her own voice had sounded so strange to her and now she couldn’t understand Sara. No matter how much she tried to listen, it was like she was in a soundproofed room and she saw only Sara’s lips moving. She was about to make a fool out of herself. 

“I do.” At least she thought that was her answer. No, of course it was her answer. Stupid woman. Yes, she wanted this. It was her idea. She had her dream come true, she was a bride. A sexy and stunning bride. 

Were their dresses absolutely different somehow they had managed to get almost the same rings. They weren’t out shopping together, everybody got the ring for the other one, she thought would suit her friend. And they both came up with something plain gold, not thick but solid ring and both and let grave their names and the date of their wedding in the ring. 

“You may now kiss the bride.” The question was, who was supposed to kiss the bride? 

“Be honest, that’s the reason why you wanted to marry me.” Sofia grinned. “You want this kiss.”

“Sure I do, Smuggy.” Sara got Sofia in her arms and kissed her softly on the lips. 

“We’ve ordered the whole packet, that means with kiss. Sorry for the inconvenience, lieutenant.” Sara whispered. 

“I had worse kisses in my life, don’t feel too sorry for me.” Sofia chuckled. And it wasn’t the first time she had kissed Sara or Sara her. Okay, it was never a kiss on the lips like this, but no matter, she knew how Sara’s lips felt…maybe they felt better on her lips now that they were married.

“Oh Sofia, you’re married.” Her mother hugged her, tears all over her face. “I’m so happy and so proud.”

“I hope so, mother.”

“I’m so jealous.” Greg kissed Sara’s cheek. “I hope she knows how happy she can be to have you.”

“I’ll make her remember every day, don’t worry. Come on, my handsome groomsman, we have to leave, this isn’t a cathedral, the next couple is waiting. Let’s go to the champagne and the snacks.” 

“You two look so beautiful I can’t make a decision who looks better.” Nick said to Sara and Sofia after they all had made it to a casino bar. 

“Thanks. I think my wife looks beautiful.” Sofia smiled. 

“And my wife looks stunning.” Sara blinked at her new ‘wife’. 

“How does that feel? Calling each other wife? Isn’t it weird?”

“Only when you think of that my wife is still a Curtis.”

“Misses Curtis, Misses Sidle.” Misses. Finally a Misses. Okay, the plan hadn’t be a Misses Curtis after her wedding bur who cared? At the end she was a Misses and married. 

“Yes.” Sara laughed. Not being legal married they had made no effort to change names. 

“I bet there’ll be a lot of broken hearts when you take off to Europe and the men there find out you’re on your honeymoon and they can’t do more than looking and talking.”

“They better get used to that, I won’t share my wife.” 

“Not? What about the thing, the marriage is only a joke?” Sofia asked amused. 

“Forget it. Now that you’re mine I can play with open cards. You’re not suppose to meet men and you can tell Jim you won’t come back after the honeymoon, you’ll stay home, do the dishes, laundry, clean the house and cook for me. If I have a wife I want the full service, that means, I want a housewife.”

“I think we’ll be divorced before we make it to the airport to fly to Europe. Anybody knows where I can get divorced? Like right now?” She was sure Greg knew a place and was more than happy to drive her there. 

“Forget it, you’re in this and I won’t let you out so easy. Especially not before we were in Europe. Get used to it, wife.”

“If you don’t stop being macho I’ll call my mom.”

“Can I bring you another drink, honey?” Sara smiled. Messing around with the captain wasn’t something she wanted to do. Having her as her new mother-in-law didn’t mean she didn’t scare Sara anymore. She was sure a tiny mistake and Sofia’s mother would make her pay for it big time. 

“Stop being scared of my mom, you helped to make a dream of her coming true. Her little baby married.”

“I’m sure in your mother’s dreams was a man by your side and not a woman.”

“Yes there was. Like in my childhood dreams. Which doesn’t mean I’m not happy with my new wife.”

“I don’t like the term ‘new’ it sounds like you change your wife like once a month. I’d prefer to be your only wife.”

“My one and only wife.”

“Much better. I’ll leave you two alone for a moment.”

“Don’t go too far, we’ve a flight to catch.”

“Wouldn’t miss that.” Sara blinked at Sofia and Nick and walked away. Being married. She was a wife. She was married to her best friend. So crazy. She had no idea how often she had to repeat that for herself until she believed it. Right now it felt unbelievable. 

“You look really beautiful, Sara.” Gil offered her a glass of champagne. 

“Thanks. You look not too bad in your suit either.”

“I couldn’t come in an old shirt and my lovely hat, could I?”

“You could but maybe some people had looked at you in a strange way.”

“They always do. How does it feel to be married?”

“At the moment I don’t know. It feels so unreal, I think I need some time to realize what I’ve done. If you hear a loud scream in a couple of days it’s me, realizing I’m married and scaring Europe to death with my scream.”

“Paris, Amsterdam, Vienna and Prague. You need more time off.”

“I’m glad with the sixteen days we have. Three days for each city plus two days for the flights, I think we’ll see some things and if there’s a place that I really love, nothing can stop me from going back to Europe and spend some more time there.”

“Your wife?”

“She tries to stop me from anything and she’ll be single soon.”

“Don’t try to tame Sara Sidle.” Grissom smiled. 

“Exactly.”

“And don’t forget to pay attention to her. You’ll lose her if you don’t find the right balance between freedom and caring.”

“Tell Sofia, I know that.”

“Seeing you like this I wished somebody had told me years ago. It could have been me standing next to you today.”

“Yes, it could.” Sara cocked her head. “Do you regret it?”

“You can’t ask that a man when you stand like that in front of him. Every men in this room regrets not to be in Sofia’s shoes and the same with her. Don’t expect me to answer as your supervisor when you wear a dress like that.”

“I’ll remember that for the next time I’ve to come to your office because I lost my temper and  be in trouble for that.”

“You don’t do that anymore since you and Sofia are close. She’s good for you.”

“I think you mentioned that before. Why does nobody say I’m good for Sofia?”

“One look at her and it’s obvious. Look at her, how happy she looks, how she smiles. It’s all because of you, Sara.”

“It’s because she wears her white wedding dress.”

“And who made that possible?” He smirked. 

“I’m sure there are a lot of guys who would have done the same.”

“Apparently not, you married because there were no men in your lives.”

“Yeah. What’s wrong with men? There was a time you guys couldn’t get a woman fast enough in a church.”

“We’re scared of the new generation of women, independent and with self-esteem. We’re not the big heroes anymore, women don’t need us anymore, you can live without us quite good and we can be replaced without a problem; as today shows us. That’s scary.”

“Real heroes can’t be replaced.”

“It will be difficult to find a hero.”

“I know that’s why I married a heroine. I guess I made a good deal with her. A little big smug, a little bit annoying, but with the heart at the right place.”

“I think it will be hard for you to find somebody better. You’ve got somebody who loves you exactly the way you are, who doesn’t want to change you, who’ll support you, take care of you, needs you to take care of her and understands your passion for the job. You found the perfect man for yourself, Sara. The only mistake is, your man is a woman. The rest is exactly what you need.”

“We shouldn’t never tell her, it will make her even more smug and arrogant.” Sara laughed. But Grissom was right, Sofia was perfect for her, that was the reason why they were so good friends. 

“I feel like a proud dad seeing you and Sara.“ Jim smiled.

“A proud dad? Why’s that?”

“I don’t know. You’re both like daughters to me, I watch you working, make sure you’re both alright and now you’re married.”

“What I would like to know.” Greg joined their conversation. “How does Sara kiss?”

“Greggo do you really want to know? Are you sure you can handle that knowledge? Knowing you’ll never feel it for yourself?”

“That good? I knew it.” He held his chest. “What do I have to pay you to be in your shoes? What do you want, what do I have to do that not you but me will join her to Europe? Honeymoon. The best time of a marriage. It seems like Sara wants a real wedding deal, she kissed you like you’re supposed to kiss the one you marry. I can only imagine the wedding night…”

“The wedding night in a hotel in Paris.” Sofia added with a wide grin. 

“In Paris, the city of love. God, I wouldn’t leave the bed with her in the room.”

“You’d miss out Paris? Where’s the point of going to Paris if you want to stay the whole time in bed?”

“Having a lot of sex with my wife?”

“You can do that later. I want to see Paris, the Eiffel Tower, Champs-Élysées, Arc de Triomphe and the Louvre. So many things to do and to see and we’ve only three days. I want dinner in a French restaurant, want French baguette for breakfast and get drunk with French wine.”

“You can have all that after and before you’re in bed with your wife…well I’d have that if I can go for you.”

“Greg, I really doubt your fantasy will come true. I mean you know Sara a few years longer than I do but I don’t have the feeling your desire will ever come true.”

“Neither do I.” Jim laughed. 

“One day…one day…”

“You’ll understand there’ll never be a way your fantasy comes true. Yes. One day, Greg.”

“Do you think it’s a good idea to tell Sofia you want to have her wife in your bed?”

“She knows that, no need to deny it.”

“You mess with the marriage of my daughter and you’ll be in trouble. Do you understand, young man?” Sofia’s mother had stepped behind Greg who shrunk immediately a few inches. The captain scared him.

“No Ma’am.”

“You didn’t understand?” The tone was sharp.

“No, I mean yes, I mean…I do understand and no, I won’t mess with Sofia’s marriage. I promise.”

“Mom, stop scaring the groomsman. He has a crush on Sara, that’s nothing new. It’s kind of cute. Don’t worry Greg, I’m sure she’ll be available soon. All you need is a good looking guy who annoys her long enough that he gets her attention. Maybe somebody who runs into her with a car, a truck, anything that will distract her.”

Jim and Sofia’s mother started laughing.

“In that case I’ll lose her again.”

“You’ll lose whom?” Sara came along.

“You. He’s making plans how to be in my shoes.” Sofia chuckled. 

“Oh. Greg, you’ll never be in Sofia’s shoes. You don’t look as sexy as she does in heels and I doubt your legs are shaved to been shown off in this shoes.”

“Why is everybody picking on me?” Greg complained.

“Because you have this weird fantasy.”

“It’s not weird, it’s about you, Sara.”

“As I said, weird.”

“He hits on my wife. Being a good wife I need to kick his ass, don’t I?”

“He’s cute, leave him alone. He’s no threat.”

“You don’t love him? Only me?”

“I married you.” Sara smirked.

“That’s not a proper answer.”

“Take it or leave it.”

“I take it. I mean, I’ve your ring, you’ve mine, that means without an end, like the rings.”

“Sounds like punishment to me.”

“Sara!” Jim laughed. “When I say that it’s okay but you’ve been married since two hours, you need to talk positive about being married and eternal love. It’s too early to be cynical.”

“It’s Sara.” Sofia grinned. “Ouch. Don’t pinch me.”

“Sorry Hon, you deserved it.” Sara took Sofia in her arms. “I’ll make up to you later, I promise.”

“Argh, sooo mean.” Greg whined.

“I’ll hold her hand when we’re in the plane she’s scared. My wife, the brave lieutenant, who catches killers without a blink, is scared of flying. That is so sweet.”

“I’ve the odd feeling I’ll be a widow really soon. There might be an American tourist jumping from the Eiffel Tower in two days…without a parachute.”

“Captain, I feel like somebody threatens my life.”

“I’ll talk to my colleagues if anything happens to you, Sara.” Jim offered. 

“I can’t do anything it’s my daughter.”

“I’m your daughter-in-law.”

“She wanted a son-in-law.” Sofia grinned. “You’re not that important.”

“Thanks. Now I know where I stand.”

“Next to your wife, right where you belong.” Sofia hugged Sara and kissed her cheek. She was looking forward to their honeymoon. Paris, Amsterdam, Vienna and Prague. Four great cities in two weeks. Not much time for relaxing but a lot of to see. 

Part 2

The sunlight stroke softly over Sofia’s closed eyes to wake her gently up. Buried under a mountain of pillows and blankets she sighed happily and enjoyed another moment with closed eyes. She was in Paris. After a stopover in New York, where she hadn’t any time for more than a coffee at the airport, their flight to Paris had left after 11p.m. Counting the time difference of seven hours and the flight of seven hours, she arrived just after noon in the capital of France. 

It was afternoon, almost late afternoon, when she arrived at her hotel. Leaving the suitcase in the room, she and Sara had taken off for a little stroll around the hotel, had dinner in a small restaurant and went to bed early. Both had been awake for forty hours. 

Sara. 

Sofia opened her eyes to look into Sara’s brown eyes. For how long had the brunette watched her? 

“Good morning.”

“Bonjour mon coeur, ca va?” Sara smiled. 

“I beg your pardon?”

“I asked how you are, my heart.”

“I’m fine, thanks. As usual I slept wonderful next to you. Have you been awake for a long time?” It was nothing new that Sara was awake before Sofia was. It had happened only once that the blonde was out of bed before the brunette. 

“Half an hour or so.”

“What have you done all this time?”

“Watching my wife sleeping and waking up slowly with a smile on her face.”

“Sounds not that exciting. Although I’ve to admit, I’ve never watched my wife sleeping or waking up.”

“You’ve got two weeks for that. A whole honeymoon.”

“What is about after the honeymoon?”

The smile from Sara’s face vanished and got replaced by a serious look. Immediately Sofia regretted her question.

“Sorry that wasn’t the best way to start in our first day in the honeymoon.”

“No, you’re right. We need to talk, Sofia and we can waste a lot of time and energy to ignore that until we’re back in Vegas or we’ll do that right away and have our heads clean and can enjoy the rest of the time.”

“It won’t be a nice conversation, will it?”

“I doubt there are not nice conversations with you. So far we could talk about everything, why should that be different now?”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do.” Sara sighed. “Do you want to have a shower and breakfast or talk first?”

“Talk. Depending on that I’ll create my breakfast. I might need a whiskey instead of coffee.”

“If I make you drinking whiskey in the morning we should talk about a divorce. I don’t want to make your life worse.”

“You don’t. I’m simply scared that we made a mistake…two mistakes…This wedding was supposed to be something funny, something we enjoy, something crazy but nothing that destroys our relationship…friendship.”

“It won’t.” Sara stroke with her finger softly over Sofia’s arm. “We won’t let anything destroy our friendship, Sofia. All we need to do is say honest what we think, feel and want. No matter what you’ll tell me I’ll be fine as long as it’s what you really want.”

“Okay.” Sofia closed her eyes. Why had it to be that difficult? Why were they in this situation? Only because of the wedding. Everything had been perfect, the ceremony, the little party afterwards, the flight, the hotel, the restaurant. And then they made the mistake. Or possible mistake. 

Being tipsy after one bottle of wine and some champagne they had stumbled back in the hotel, joking, laughing, giggling and calling each other wife. Exactly the way they had wanted the evening to be. Sofia had no idea how and why but somehow they had found themselves on the big bed, kissing, hands wandering over the others body. At the end they had a real wedding night, something that they had never planed, that had never been their intention. 

Would sex, unwanted sex, destroy their friendship?

“To answer your question, Sofia: you can also watch me sleeping when we’re back in Las Vegas. I’m sure we’ll end up in the same bed again, like we did all the time before. We’ll spend some time looking for a house, when we look at one after work and we’re in your area, we’ll go to your place and as I know us, we’ll be too lazy to make up the sofa. As long as you don’t mind we’ll go on sharing a bed.”

“I don’t mind. Do you?”

“No I don’t. Do you regret the last night?”

Sofia sighed and closed her eyes. “I’m not sure.”

“Why is that?”

“It’s…we…I don’t know how to put that in words. Do you?”

“If we can talk about it and get ourselves back in a situation we’ll both feel comfortable around each others, I don’t regret anything. Yes we had sex. No it wasn’t planed and we didn’t want it that way. At least that’s what I think. I’m not sure if our subconscious wanted what we did and the alcohol and fatigue helped to let that out. I need to think about that. No matter to what answer I’ll come, I don’t regret it if we’ll be fine. I don’t want to hurt you, Sofia, don’t want to lose you.”

“I don’t want to do that to you neither.”

“I’d say that’s a start. After all, we wanted a complete wedding, we have it now.”

“Yes.” Sofia smiled a little bit. “How was I? Better than your girlfriend in college?” 

Sara laughed. Not only because of the question but because this question released a lot of pressure. When Sofia could make jokes about it, they were on a good way. 

“She wasn’t my girlfriend, she was a friend. Like yesterday, it wasn’t planed but the difference this time is, I won’t lose my friend because of it.”

“Does that mean I was a bad as her? Or even worse?”

“You should remember everything when you remember things I told you. Like I said when we talked about that before, I really doubt it will be the same with you because we’re closer. We are so much closer, it’s a completely different situation.”

“You are not answering my question, Misses Sidle.” Sofia grinned, poking Sara in her side. She wanted an answer now. 

“I gave you an answer.”

“I want a proper answer.”

“You want to hear something nice that gives you an ego boost, that makes you smug and more arrogant. Why do you think I would do anything to do so, Smuggy?”

“Because you don’t lie to me, Grumpy Smurf.”

“You’ll be sooner than you want a single again if you go on calling me Grumpy Smurf.”

“I’ll risk that. An answer. Please.”

“You were much better.”

“I knew it.” Sofia grinned wide. “Nobody ever complained, there was no reason why you should.”

“You are so arrogant.”

“And I’m your wife. Isn’t that lovely?”

“You think?”

“I know. You weren’t that bad either, by the way.”

“How generous you are.”

“I know.” Sofia pulled her arm around Sara’s waist. That was a good start but they had to talk more. The topic wasn’t over, no matter how many jokes they made about it. One question was still not answered, an important question. 

“Where do we go from here, Sara? Do we put it under a one time accident – experience – or what will we do with it?”

“What do you want it to be?”

“I don’t know.” 

“Sofia, be honest, please. You know what you want, you always do.”

“This time I don’t. I mean, I don’t regret that we had sex last night, it was good. Did somebody ever told you that your lips are mag, Sara?”

“Yes.”

“Who’s the Smuggy now?” Sofia smiled shortly. “I don’t regret it, Sara. Do I want it to happen again? I don’t know. I mean, we wanted the whole wedding packet, we’re in our honeymoon, sex belongs in the honeymoon. You stop having sex when you’re back in the gray world.”

“Interesting picture of a happy marriage.” Sara chuckled. “Do you want it that way? Having the typical wedding life as long as we’re in our honeymoon?”

“Do you think we can do that?”

“People say: what happened in Vegas stays in Vegas. We can change that to: what happened out of Vegas stays out of Vegas.”

“Again: do you think we can handle that?”

“I don’t know, we can try.”

“What if we can’t?”

“In that case we need to talk again. Or if we find out during this two weeks we don’t want it to stop, we go on being on honeymoon. They say it’s the perfect marriage, the one that doesn’t come out of the honeymoon. We both like doing things perfectly.”

“Are you telling me you won’t mind repeating the last night?”

“If you can get a little bit better…I was quite bored at one point, almost fell asleep…ouch.” Sara held her arm. Sofia’s eyes were narrow and her fingers were ready to pinch her again. 

“I’ll hurt you, Miss Sara Sidle.”

“Misses Sidle, Misses Curtis. You won’t hurt me. You don’t abuse your wife.”

“This wife bonus won’t work everywhere.”

“We’ll see. If the wife bonus doesn’t work I’ll try the best friend bonus. One way or the other I’ll get what I want.”

“Do you?”

“Sure. And now get out of bed and bring me some breakfast, wife.”

“When you turn macho I’ll kick you out of the room, do you understand me, young Misses?”

“Hurry up, wife!”

“Bitch.” Sofia threw herself on Sara and started to tickle her. “I’ll show you who’s the wife.”

“You are.” Sara laughed.

“So are you.” 

“Come on, I wait for my breakfast, housewife. Get used to your future…ouch…” Sara held her shoulder. Sofia had really bitten her in her shoulder. 

“I should call a vet, it seems like you’ve rabies.”

“The next time you’re telling me what to do you’ll regret it. I might turn from rabies to vampire.”

“I should consider a new room.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms and hugged her. That was much better. They were joking and playing around. The brunette knew they had to talk about the way their relationship was developing again, but for the moment they were alright and there was no reason to destroy the day with a conversation about a topic they had no idea if it ever would be a topic. 

“Fucking six hundred steps.” Sara complained. “My knees will kill me tonight, I won’t be able to walk a single step tomorrow and have to stay the whole time in bed. I’ll miss a whole day of Paris and it’s all your fault, Misses Curtis. Why on God’s earth did we have to walk all these six – bloody – hundred steps? Give me one good reason.”

“Around three dozen photos you took while we walked?”

“Bullshit.” Sara pouted. Their first destination of the day had been of course the famous Eiffel Tower. Over thousand foot high, visible from far away, in perfect photo position from the Champ the Mars, Sofia had the idea they could walk up the first two levels. Not thinking about the words of her friend, Sara had agreed. How could she forgot that there were three hundred steps from the ground to the first level and between the first and second level too? She never forgot details, did she?

“This way we could take photos all the time, from each direction.”

“That’s why here are restaurants on the level, to have a look around and drink a coffee.”

“You have a coffee right now.”

“I’ve a café au lait, that’s a difference. It’s special.”

“Yeah, it took you two minutes to order it. Are you sure they don’t understand when you talk in English? Or do you want me to impress with your French?” Sofia cocked her head. 

“My French isn’t something that can impress anybody. I could have need a little lesson in French.”

“And Dutch, German and Czech.”

“Yes.”

“We’ll be fine with English, we’re not going to the countryside, we’ll visit the capitals of these countries.”

“True, what doesn’t mean if anybody visits Washington D.C. people speak anything else than English.”

“We’re lucky English is the most important language in the world.”

“Yes. So come on, tell me something about the Eiffel Tower. You always have a little lecture for me, what is it this time? Or are you not prepared? That would explain why you cry about the six hundred steps.”

“I don’t remember brutal things. The Eiffel Tower is named after designer, Gustave Eiffel and was built for the 1889 World’s Fair. Until 1930 when the Chrysler Building in New York was finished, it was the tallest structure in the world. And the third level is only available via a lift, which I’m very, very thankful for.”

“I’ll buy you some ice cream when we’re back down as a treat.” Sofia grinned widely. 

“Don’t baby me.” 

“Never, Honey. Want to ride an elevator with me?”

“I do.” Sara smiled and finished her coffee. 

***

The second stop of the day was the most famous museum of the world, the Louvre. 35.000 objects waiting to be explored and adored. 

“I’m not into museum and culture but this is mag.” Sofia couldn’t stop staring at all the things see saw. All these art, she needed more than one afternoon to see everything. 

“The building, the Louvre palest, was built in the 12th century, a time nobody had thought about America. We can find here things that are older than our whole country. It’s amazing. Europe is so old.” Sara offered Sofia a piece of chocolate. Knowing her friend she had bought a bar and was practical feeding the blonde. 

“This Venus de Milo, why does the woman have no arms?”

“When it was made, a little over one hundred years before Christ, it had arms, they got lost. The artist didn’t mean her to look like that.” 

“Good. My lovely tour guide, is there anything you don’t know?”

“A lot of things but I can read.” Sara held up her book she bought when they entered the museum. Every piece that was shown was written down and explained. 

“And I wanted to adore how smart you are.”

“I am smart, I bought this book.”

“Of course you are. What do you want to see next?”

“The paintings if you don’t mind.”

“Mona Lisa? How could I mind?”

Side by side they walked to the paintings. 

“You think we can see all of the six thousand pictures?”

“If we spend the whole night in here, yes.” Sara grinned.

“Okay, the most important ones. The famous lady and…what else do they have?”

“Just people nobody knows…Michelangelo, Raphael…”

“All people with only one name, poor bastards.”

Sara laughed and nudged Sofia. She loved the humor of her friend; wife. It was wife now. She had to get used to that.

“Virgin and child with St. Anne.”

“Impossible. The virgin and child thing I mean.”

“That is the name of this painting. It’s a dDa Vinci too.”

“We can watch ‘The Da Vinci Code’ if you want.”

“I’m not having my honeymoon to watch movies. We can do that when we’re back home.”

“You mean, in our house, on our sofa?”

“Yes.” Sara smiled. “Sounds nice, doesn’t it?”

“It does. I like things that mean we. We will look for a house. Do we need a little painting for it?”

“We can’t afford one the paintings here.”

“A copy? Or I’ll use my special skills…no, I won’t do that. I’m sure this is more difficult to break in than your apartment.”

“You broke into my apartment?” That was the first thing Sara heard. When did her friend do that?

“Yes when I forgot my keys and you weren’t there. You need a better lock.”

“Thanks to tell me now that I’m away for two weeks.”

“Don’t worry, nobody with my skills will try to break into your apartment. And Jim sends a black and white there daily. And my mom checks our apartments on her way to work and back. They are safe.”

“I hope you’re right. You’ll do the security in our house, Beagle Girl.”

“I can do that if you do the dishes, housewife.”

“Careful, lieutenant. You might be single before you’re married again.”

“You can’t leave me.”

“Don’t bet on that.”

“I’ve the room keys.”

“I’ll get another one when I ask at the reception.”

“I give up.” Sofia grinned and stepped closer to Sara. “You’re cute when you’re fighting.”

“Is that an offer that we fight more often?”

“No. Just wanted to mention it. Come on, bring me to the famous lady and tell me what I need to know about Mona.”

“There’s ‘Madonna of the Rocks’.”

“The sister of whiskey on the rocks?”

“Any lover of art listens to you, you’ll get in trouble.” Sara giggled.

“This woman doesn’t look like Madonna. She’s blond – most times.”

“I’m afraid Da Vinci meant another Madonna.”

“I was wondering, she looked quite good for that age…over five hundred years or whatever. Are these children hers and is she a virgin too?”

“Madonna is Mary, the mother of Jesus who is blessing John, the one who holds his hands like he says a prayer.”

“I can see a boy like that but where’s Jesus?”

“Next to Uriel the angel.”

“Okay, so Jesus is a child too. And already blessing people? Respect. I’m not sure if I agree with this or with the world according to Mister Da Vinci.”

“Sigmund Freud had his own opinion about Leonardo Da Vinci.”

“I bet it had something to with sex. Everything is connected to sex when Freud is talking. A real dirty boy.”

“Your brother?” Sara smirked.

“Very funny.”

“I know. According to Freud Da Vinci suffered from the Oedipus complex.”

“No surprise. I wonder what Mister Freud would say about us.”

“He’d send you away, you’re a hard case, too hard for him.”

“And you’re too bitchy.”

“Besides that we’re fine and don’t need any help. Another room?”

“I’d love to see everything but I think we can’t do more than the highlights. It’s time for the next part, the Greek, Etruscan and Roman department.”

“So much culture, I thought we’re in our honeymoon and not on educational leave.”

“What do you have in mind instead of museum?” Sara asked and raised an eye brow.

“Might tell you later.” Sofia stepped for a second very close to Sara and whispered. “When we’re back in the honeymoon suite.” With that she got the old space between them back. 

Sofia smiled. She had done it. She was awake before Sara was. She could watch the brunette sleeping. Having Sara in her arms, feeling her skin on her own, it was like Sofia imagined a honeymoon had to be. Was it a mistake what they were doing? She wasn’t sure. 

Having sex with your best friend who happened to be your wife too. A strange situation and a strange relationship. Was it right to have sex with Sara? Sofia didn’t care what some people said about having sex with a woman when you are a woman, she cared about her and Sara’s relationship. Were they destroying what they had built up in years? Or would they be alright and go back to their old life when they were back in Vegas?

What if one of them didn’t want to have the old life back? When one of them wanted to go on, keeping this part of their honeymoon? 

Sofia asked herself how she’d react if Sara would tell her, she wanted more than a friendship. She wanted what they had now, in their honeymoon. Would Sofia be able to give that to her? Could she give Sara what she wanted? Could she be comfortable being around her best friend knowing she wanted more than a friendship? Or would she feel uncomfortable? 

Same for the other way around. What, when Sofia didn’t want to let go of this two weeks and Sara kept their motto “What happened in Europe stays in Europe”. Could she handle that? Could she handle to be close to her friend without getting what she desired? It would be so hard, it could destroy their friendship. 

“You are staring at me.”

“I watched you sleeping.” 

“Mhm, you were staring and thinking. What was it that was on your mind?”

“Stupid thoughts.”

“A smart woman can’t have stupid thoughts.”

“I can.”

“You were thinking about what will be in two weeks.” Sara read her friend’s mind.

“Yes.” Sofia sighed.

“Are you regretting it?”

“No, I don’t. But I’m a little bit scared one of us might.”

“Right now I can’t see myself regretting this.” Sara pulled Sofia closer and kissed her softly. “I like the taste of your lips.”

“Ditto.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. “I’m glad we’re here, I’m glad we got married and I’m glad we do what we do. You know, for having sex with a woman it’s quite alright.”

“Quite alright, huh? Where do I have to increase my skills, lieutenant?”

“I didn’t mean it that way, you know that.” Sofia nudged her. 

“Not? So we don’t have to call a man for you?”

“No. And if we would do something like that, we’d order two. One for you and one for me. And they’ve to serve us.”

“Are you having any fantasies I should know of?”

“You’ll find out, we’re married now.”

“You want me to share my wife?”

“For an hour maybe. We’ll get us two guys, let them satisfied us, send them away and snuggle up in our bed.”

“We need to talk about your fantasies again, Sofia.”

“We can do that when we’re back in Vegas. Maybe I’ll be so hooked up with you that I won’t let anybody close to you and hiss at all your male colleagues…and the females.”

“If you ever become like that you’ll lose me within seconds. I don’t like a jealous bitch on my side. I want somebody who trusts me.”

“I do trust you but not the rest of the world.”

“That doesn’t work for me.”

“Okay I trust you that you can kick everybody’s ass who wants to get close to you.”

“Better.”

“Do you really think we can make it?”

“Letting go of these two weeks when we’re back? I don’t know, we’ll see. I think it’s not good to think about it too much. We’ll find it out and we can’t change anything anymore. We already had sex, we can’t take it back. We can deny it, we can pretend it never happened but I’m sure that would destroy what we have. Our relationship was and is so strong because we’re honest to each other. If we start lying at each other, we’ll lose it and us.”

“You’re right. I always admired a sharp mind.” Sofia placed her head on Sara’s shoulder to watch her closer. “And this cute gap between your teeth.”

“Like I admired your blue eyes. They are amazing and when you were in your wedding dress, all white, blond hair, they were so sparkling blue, everybody had to notice them and I was the one who was allowed to be close to them. And I could kiss what belongs to these eyes.”

“Being your wife I’m your property, so my eyes are your property too.”

“Mhm, lovely thought.”

“Lovely woman next to me.”

“You’re flirting!”

“Am I not supposed to flirt with my wife?” Sofia laughed. 

“Tell me what do you think?”

“I think I promised to honor you, that means for me, I’ve to make compliments to you, flirt with you.”

“We take our wedding seriously.”

“Oh yes.”

“What will your mother say?” Sara grinned.

“Well I think she was guessing something like that. She never believed we wanted to get married just for fun.”

“Not?”

“No, she was wrong, At least at the beginning.”

“You think?”

“Yes…not?” Sofia looked at Sara. Was the brunette teasing her? “It wasn’t fun for you?”

“Don’t say it like I did it against my will, I didn’t mean it that way. I mean, was it only fun all the time? Was it never serious when we talked about it?”

“I don’t know…I guess I never really gave it a serious thought. We said it, it was far away, we had Ryan and Marco, it seemed to be nothing more than an idea we had on holidays. And then we were both forty, you asked me to marry you, I said yes and there was no time to really think about it. But I’m sure we did the right thing.”

“I’m glad you say so.”

“Hey, I saw our photos, we look stunning, we’re the most beautiful brides in the world. These pictures are worth so much. I’m glad we got married.”

“Only because of the pictures?”

“Weren’t they the reason why we wanted to get married?”

“In the first place.”

“And the second, Sara?”

“I like the idea of sharing a house with you.”

“We could do that without being married.”

“I like our honeymoon.”

“We could have gone on holiday without a wedding, like we did all the years before.” Sofia knew she was digging but she was sure she would find something, that Sara would tell her something, she hadn’t told her before. 

“I like being married to you, I look forward to do that again in Amsterdam and I like…I like it to call you my wife. It sounds like we’ll be together forever.” Sara stopped for a brief moment.“ That sounds awful kitschy, like in a very bad movie. Forget what I said last.”

“No, I won’t. I like the idea have you for the rest of my life too. No matter as my wife or as my friend. A marriage isn’t something that gives you a guarantee but it’s a start.”

“It’s a statement. No matter as it will be as your wife or your friend, I want to be with you for the rest of my life, Sofia.”

“I want the same with you, Sara.” 

Sara pulled Sofia closer and kissed her gently. “Now that sounds like a another wedding promise.”

“It does, I like that.”

“Save one for Amsterdam.”

“I might save that for Amsterdam, alright. But I might want to get another taste of our wedding night now.”

“Really?”

“Really.” Sofia kissed Sara’s throat. It was their honeymoon after all. And they wanted the whole program. 

Part 3

“Getting married twice within a week looks like we’re serious about this issue.”

“Issue? You make it sound like it’s something we have to learn to live with, to survive. We don’t have to do this, Sofia. We can stay away and…”

“Stop right now! We’ll get married again. I didn’t fly six thousand miles to miss out the chance to become your legal wife. We’ll go there, we’ll say ‘I do’ again. This time it’s legal and when we come to an open-minded country, we’ll have the same legal rights like any other couple. Don’t you dare to think you can sneak out of this thing, Misses Sidle. We said we’ll have a marriage with everything, we will have it.”

“I want to sneak out of many things, marrying you isn’t one of them. I do want to marry you again, to do it right this time. As you said, we don’t do things halfway.”

“No we don’t. And we booked the honeymoon suite.”

“We are in our honeymoon. Don’t tell me you forgot our wedding after less than hundred hours.”

“What happened in Vegas stays in Vegas.”

“Didn’t we change that saying?”

“Did we?” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms. They were standing in front of the city hall in Amsterdam. Leaving Paris early in the morning they had arrived in the Dutch capital by train at noon. After the check-in in the room they walked straight to the place of their second wedding. Amsterdam hadn’t been on their honeymoon destination because of it’s reputation, it was the only place same sex couples from other countries could get married. All other countries required at least one partner having a passport of the country. Reading about Amsterdam they found out it was similar to Venice, full with culture and life. It sounded like a perfect stop. 

“You’ll be in trouble if you change your mind when we’re inside.”

“You know we need to go to a place that recognize our wedding as a legal wedding to get divorced.”

“Lieutenant I get the feeling you’re having cold feet and want to change your mind.”

“I don’t have cold feet, I don’t want you to do anything you might regret later.”

“How could I regret anything that brings me closer to you?”

“Very well.” Sofia smiled and took Sara’s hand. “Let’s get married. Again.”

“Let’s get married legal.” They walked into the city hall. Not being familiar with Dutch and not having a dictionary in their pocket, Sara had organized the description of their way in English, so that they only had to follow that. 

The ceremony would be in English. After offering people from all over the world to get married here, they had an offer for wedding ceremonies in English, Spanish, French, Italian, German and Dutch. This way couples don’t have to worry about a translator. 

“One thing I do miss.” Sara sighed.

“What? Your puppy groomsman with the crazy hair?”

“I thought more of my wife in her white wedding dress.”

“I’ve the same problem, my wife isn’t wearing her breathtaking red wedding dress either. It’s a pity.”

“Miss Sidle? Miss Curtis?” A young man opened the door they were supposed to go to. He was tall, had short brown hair and gray eyes. 

“Yes.”

“Gaal, you’ve an appointment with me.”

“We do.” Sofia smiled.

“Come in, please.”

“I might marry him, he’s cute.” Sofia whispered when she walked past Sara. 

“Don’t you dare.” Sara hissed.

“I beg your pardon?” Mister Gaal turned around. 

“Nothing. My wife to be just had the idea to marry you instead of me.” Sara smirked when she saw how red Sofia turned. That was a good payback for the blonde’s comment. Next time she’d think first and talk then. 

“I’m sorry I’m married.” He smiled.

“The good ones always are. Am I allowed to mention I like your accent?”

“Thank you very much. That’s fine with me, but I can’t talk for your wife.”

“I don’t mind. After all these years I don’t mind a lot of things, I’m used to a lot of things.”

“And still you flew six thousand miles to marry her.”

“I am crazy, I know.”

“No wedding dresses?”

“Unfortunately there was no space in our suitcases for them.” Sara looked sad. She had tried. When she packed her suitcase first her wedding dress was inside but she found out, she had no space for other things and her dress needed to be ironed again. All good arguments against a wedding dress. 

“I do love her without wedding dress. Honey, if you want you can marry me naked, I don’t mind.” Sofia chuckled. 

“Uhm no, but thanks.”

“I see you’ve a lovely relationship.”

“Oh yes we do.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. They might had to pretend that they wanted to get married for the usual reason, but they didn’t have to pretend that they had a great relationship. Full of love, humor and trust. 

“I’ve to say I like marrying you.” Sofia leant back. She and Sara had asked Mister Gaal where a good place for a wedding dinner was and the registrar had sent them to a small restaurant, half a mile away from their hotel. 

“Do you? Why?”

“It’s nice. And I was nervous again. I should have some routine now.”

“I could have said ‘no’ or in this case ‘nee’.” Sara had asked the registrar what the Dutch word for ‘no’ was, in case she’d change her mind in the last second. 

“I never believed you would do so.” Sofia took Sara’s hand and looked at the wedding ring. They had used the same rings they used in Las Vegas. They were perfect, they liked them, no reason to buy new ones. 

“Do you like it?” 

“The ring or being married to you?”

“Both.”

“Yes for both. Do you?”

“Absolutely. I’d do it again.”

“We did it again. We’re legal married now. If you want to marry the next cute guy, you need to take me to here and asked for a divorce.”

“I don’t think I’d want a drive-through marriage with a man I knew for a few hours. They’ll be enough time, a few years, from dating to marrying. I’m sure in between we’ll be on holidays, we might go back to Europe and if we feel like, we can get divorced then. We come back to here, I like it here. I like the cheese.”

“Yes the cheese is worth a trip.” They had a Dutch cheese plate as dessert and loved every piece on it. It was tempting to order a second one but they were full and had planed a visit in a cheese factory for the next day. Sara wanted to find out if it was legal to get some cheese out of the country and take it with her to her other destinations and back home. It was a milk product so she doubted it, but she wanted to have a look. 

“My mom sent me a text. She asked if she has to change her will from ‘to my daughter’ to ‘to my daughter and her wife’. I told her to do so.”

“Your mom is strange.”

“Sometimes, yes. But you can’t complain she doesn’t involves you in her life.”

“She does.”

“You can call her ‘mom’ now.”

“I prefer to call her by her rank.”

“You’re scared of her.”

“Everybody is.”

“She loves that.”

“Being smug must be a family problem.”

“I’ll tell her that too, Misses Sidle.”

“That was confidentially under wives, Misses Curtis.”

“Scared?”

“Shut up. Shall we ask for the check?”

“No let’s just walk out and don’t pay. See what they’ll do.”

Sara rolled her eyes and got up. She’d pay and Sofia would follow her. No need to pay any attention to the bad jokes of her friend.

“So what are we going to do tomorrow?” Sofia took Sara’s hand while they walked back to the hotel. 

“Cheese factory and the sex museum. I doubt we’ll get that or something like that in Las Vegas.”

“Cheese or sex?”

“Both.”

“We live in Sin City.”

“And prostitution is illegal. When I recall the newspaper and magazine shop correct, they had things in there, we would never be allowed to lay out so that everybody can see it. Here are more sinners than in Las Vegas.”

“We can buy a joint, it’s legal here and have a smoke on the balcony. What do you think about this idea?”

“I think you should remember your job, lieutenant. No matter if it’s legal or not here, you’re still an American lieutenant. You won’t smoke any dope here, understand?”

“For a San Fran chick you’re not very ‘summer of love’ like.”

“Call it sensible.”

“Boring.”

“Shall I call your mom?”

“She’ll come here right away and shoot me.”

“Who’s scared now?”

“I am.” Sofia stopped in front of a little shop. “I’ll get some postcards for our travel collection and my mom. Do you want anything?”

“No thanks, I’m fine.”

“Don’t run away while I’m shopping.” Sofia entered the shop. She hoped nobody would talk to her. There were three words she had learnt today, that was all she knew in Dutch. That wasn’t enough for small talk or any other kind of talk. With four postcards, a bottle of champagne and some chocolate she walked to the check-out. With a smile when she said ‘bedankt’ she left the shop and was wondering what the man behind the counter had said. It sounded like he had something in his throat. Dag. Did that mean ‘you’re welcome’ or something like that? She had to look that up.

“You bought more than postcards.”

“Something to drink. We’ve a balcony if we don’t use it to smoke dope we can have a glass of champagne there, watch the lights of the city.”

“Sounds good to me.” With a few stops for window shopping they arrived at their hotel and walked up to their room. As a thoughtfulness of the hotel there was a huge bunch of red roses waiting for them.

“Why do they always sent roses and not orchids?”

“If you want orchids I’ll order a bunch for you.” Sara offered.

“You’re a lovely wife.”

“I know. Want some music while we have the champagne? I can connect the mp3 player with the stereo and we’ve our own music.”

“Sounds good. I’ll prepare the balcony.” 

Sofia walked out and smiled when she saw there was protection all around the balcony. Nobody could have a look at them, nobody could disturb the lucky honeymoon couple. She wondered if this was the only honeymoon suite or if the hotel had more than one. She had booked the hotel in Paris while Sara had booked this one. This way they had some surprises waiting. 

With two glasses of champagne Sofia stepped to the railing. The city was lying in front of her, with thousands of lights. A little bit like Vegas but smaller and nicer. 

“A special rose.” Sara hugged Sofia from behind and offered her a flower, an orchid.

“Where did you get that from?”

“My secret.”

“I like that secret.” Sofia took the orchid and offered Sara a glass of champagne, leaning back in Sara’s arms.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

“What?”

“The city. I like it, it looks good. Vegas has too much, this is just perfect. And it’s not overrated like Paris. Amsterdam was a very good decision.”

“Yes it was.”

“You think Vienna and Prague will top it?”

“How can they top that? We got married here, legal married. I don’t think there’s anything that can top that.”

“Somebody is in honeymoon mood.” Sofia stroke Sara’s arm. 

“I got married today.” 

“Again.”

“Finally really.”

“Finally?”

“Mhm.” 

“You…like…” Sofia had to swallow when she felt Sara’s lips on her throat kissing and nibbling on her. “…to be married to me…don’t you?”

“Mhm.” Sara had put her glass away to have both hands on Sofia, stroking her arms, back, placing more kisses on Sofia’s throat. 

“Sara.” Sofia closed her eyes. Sara’s hands felt good and the lips of the brunette caressing softly her throat. How was she supposed to think of anything when Sara did that to her? How was she supposed to realize there was something else important in her life than Sara? 

“Mhm?”

“What are you doing?”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“I never said that.” That thought never crossed her mind. She had thought of a lot of things, telling Sara to stop what she was doing wasn’t one of the thoughts. 

“Good.” Sara got the glass out of Sofia’s hand. If they don’t wanted broken glass she needed Sofia to have her hands free. She was sure the blonde could find something else to do with her hands than holding on to a glass of champagne.

“You don’t need that at the moment. Maybe later. First I want to do something I couldn’t do after our last wedding.”

“What’s that?”

“Undress my wife in her wedding dress.” 

“Why did you buy a sausage?” Sara furrowed her brows. She and Sofia were supposed to have dinner in two hours and now she saw her friend eating a sausage.

“Because it’s a special one.”

“My dear friend, it’s a sausage, you can get the same in Vegas.”

“First of all it’s your dear wife and second no we can’t get it in Vegas. I’d offer you to try but being a vegetable killer you won’t want to do that. It’s a Frikandel and it’s Dutch traditional food. It’s hard to find something traditional Dutch that doesn’t include cheese and after the cheese factory and all the different kinds of cheese we’ve tried, I can’t have another slice of cheese.”

“Are you also sick of sex after the sex museum?” Sara smiled leer. 

“Depends on who’s asking and what I get offered.”

“Being a wife it shouldn’t be a question who offers you sex, my dear. There was the contract with being monogamy. At least for our honeymoon we’ve this contract.”

“We’re definitely in our honeymoon. Frikandell?”

“No thanks. What is special about it?”

“I don’t know? It’s a sausage with onions and sauce. Maybe you need to be a gourmet to taste a difference.”

“You ruined your hunger for a sausage.”

“I tried something Dutch. I’m still up for dinner, a lovely salad. But before that I’ve a surprise for you.”

“A surprise?”

“Yes. Come on.” Sofia threw the paper her sausage was wrapped in, in a dumpster and took Sara’s hand. She liked walking hand in hand with Sara through the city and nobody seemed to care or really notice. People in Amsterdam were really open-minded and had no problem to let everybody live the way they wanted. At least that’s what Sofia thought after this two days. 

“We don’t have the time to go to Venice but we can have a lovely hour on a canal.” Sofia stopped at one of the many place you could book a tour on the canal. 

“I thought you don’t want to do this.” Yesterday when Sara had asked Sofia if they should book a little trip on one of the canals, blonde had told her, she wasn’t interested in that. 

“It was supposed to be a surprise, I couldn’t risk that you want to do it yesterday or during the day today. We can go from here to our restaurant if you like.”

“Of course I do.”

“Good.” Sofia went to the man who was next in line with his boat. Lucky for her, his English was almost perfect and a minute later, she and Sara were sitting in a little boat and he drove them through the city.

It was different than the boat tour you got in Venice, with one man standing behind you, singing. The boat had an engine, the man told them something about famous or special buildings while he guided them through the endless canal system. Nevertheless, Sofia and Sara enjoyed their trip, took photos, pointed at places they had seen during the day or yesterday. 

Happy with their little different city tour they left the boat not far away from their restaurant and thanked their driver. That was Amsterdam on the water, tomorrow, on their last day, they’d see Amsterdam by bus. A full day tour, bringing them to all mayor sightseeing places and a little bit out of the Dutch capital, finished their stop here. 

“We can come back to Amsterdam whenever you feel like.” Sara pulled her arm causally around Sofia’s waist. 

“I think I’d love to come back. We could use it as a start or end of another Europe trip. There are a lot of places we need to see. Would you like to come back to Europe with me next year?”

“Let’s say we do something else next year and come back in two years. We’re both not that much into Asia and Africa, but we want to see something of South America and go back to Australia, see New Zealand. We have one other destination next year and come back to Europe later.”

“If we want to see all places, we need to go South America next time, then back to Australia and after that it’s Europe time.”

“Sounds good to me. I like to spend my annual holidays with you.”

“You’ve no other choice, I’m your wife.” Sofia grinned. 

Part 4

“We do a capital trip. The third place, the third capital.” Sofia sat on a bench. She and Sara had arrived in Vienna in the late morning. After a snack at the airport and the check-in in the hotel they had taken a walk to explore the city. 

Were Paris and Amsterdam heavy on culture and museum, Vienna was about relaxing and without a lot of program. 

“Do we have any plans for today?” Sara asked. 

“Plans? Like what?”

“Do you want to see anything? Want to go to a special place?”

“Well I want to see the opera, the place where the stars meet once a year. We don’t have to go there tonight but together with…what was the name of the place with all the carousels?“

“I know what you mean.” Sara had forgotten the name and how to say it…”Prada?” Like the famous brand? 

“Something like that, yes. That would be a nice stop too. What about you?”

“I want to see – oh dear – Spanish Hofreit… the place with the white horses. I know you’re not keen to go there but if you don’t mind I’ll try to get a ticket and go alone.”

“We said we’ll handle it that way. I’m sure I am able to amuse myself for a night; even when Amsterdam would have been much better for that.”

“Are you talking about the red light district?” Sara eyed Sofia suspicious.

“Never said that.”

“Misses Curtis, you’re married.”

“You suggest I’ve bad things in my mind? That never crossed my mind, don’t blame me for your nasty thoughts.”

“I don’t believe you a bit.”

“I like it when you’re jealous. So cute.”

“I married you – legal married you – three days ago. If you start to think of rolling around with somebody else I’m a little bit concerned.”

“I promise I’ll be faithful while we’re in our honeymoon.”

“Thanks.” Sara made a grimace. It was clear she and Sofia had to talk about their relationship when they were back in Vegas. Sara had no idea how Sofia felt but for her it wasn’t clear how they could manage to leave behind all the things, that happened already between and to them here in Europe. She was sure they would find a way but she didn’t expect it to be easy.

“Everything else would spoil our honeymoon. Do you care for a candle dinner? A special candle dinner.”

“What is a special candle light dinner for you?”

“We buy some candles, a pizza, chocolate, cake and have dinner in the bath tube.”

“There isn’t enough space in it for that. Beside, we’ve to eat something from Austria. They are famous for sweets, desserts and of course Wiener Schnitzel. At least you can eat that.”

“I’d prefer to try Kaiser…something. This pancake like stuff. Okay, we’ll get a lot of Austrian food, sweets, desserts and have that in our room with candles. I don’t want to eat out and walk back, I want my food and drop in the bed or on the sofa, do nothing. I feel like a lazy night tonight,”

“Your wish is my command.”

“In that case, let’s go. I read this isn’t like Amsterdam.”

“Means what?”

“Means I can’t hold your hand when we’re walking around. What is a real pity because I kind of like that.”

“This seems to be an old-fashioned country, I’m not sure if they recognize our wedding.”

“Does the Czech Republic does?”

“I’ve no idea, we can find that our later. Don’t worry, you can hold me in your arms later when we go to bed. Nobody will check what we do there.”

“We booked a double room, people should know why we did that. It’s not because we’re too stupid to order a twin. It’s all about sharing a bed.”

“Don’t tell them.” Sara grinned and got up. If they made a little detour they could have a ride on the big wheel. With the sunset in the west it would be a perfect picture and worth a photo or two. 

“I think this kiss photo on the big wheel will be one of my favorite photos of our trips ever. With the sunset, it’s really nice.” Sara looked at her picture she took during the day. 

“Print it in poster size and hang it in our house.”

“You want your mother to kill me?”

“She won’t do that. She won’t kill her daughter-in-law.”

“If she finds out we did more than pretending she might change her mind about that.”

“She won’t. She likes you Sara and as long as you don’t hurt me, she won’t do anything to you. No need to worry.”

“I’m not sure if she still likes me when she finds out we did more than share a kiss at the ceremony.”

“I think she won’t be surprised. I mean, she saw you, how am I suppose to stay away from you when you’re that beautiful and cute?”

“Stop that.”

“I don’t want to stop that, Sara.” Sofia got her arms around Sara and kissed her. “I’d be a bad wife if I stop that. We’re in our honeymoon I’ve to give you the feeling of being loved and that you’re only one for me. It was written down in the wedding contract, didn’t you read the small print?”

“No, obviously not.”

“I can tell you what it says: love your wife, make her feel special, treat her like she’s the greatest gift and feed her with chocolate.”

“I don’t believe the chocolate part.”

“Maybe I added that.”

“I’m sure you did.” Sara snuggled into Sofia’s arms. They were sitting on their balcony, had a huge meal with a lot of unhealthy sweet food, most of it they couldn’t even pronounce. Sara felt like she couldn’t eat for a whole day. 

“I’ll never be able to sleep with all these food in my stomach.”

“You don’t have to sleep. I don’t mind keeping you awake for a little while.”

“Is the sex also a part of the small print I didn’t see?”

“I asked them to write it very, very small so you won’t see it and won’t complain or not agree on this contract.”

“Did you? Waste of time and energy, I’d have signed it anyway. You could have let it written huge, in capital letters and red, I’d have signed anyway.”

“Misses Sidle, that is a new side of you.”

“Is it?”

“Yes. I like this side.” Sofia kissed Sara’s cheek. “Not that our other holidays were bad, they were all special, but I like this one a lot. I like being so close to you, like waking up with you in my arms.”

“You woke up with me in your arms in most holidays because we always ended up in a king size bed.”

“Yeah, that is a good part of exchanging apartments with couples. They’ve lovely big beds.”

“Mhm, that’s true.”

“What do you like most about our honeymoon?”

“Having sex with you every night.”

“I beg your pardon?”

Sara laughed. Sofia looked so puzzled, it was hilarious. She knew she could get the blonde out of balance with that answer and she enjoyed it. 

“It’s healthy.”

“You do that only for fitness reasons?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t like it? It’s your replacement for a gym, nothing more?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t believe a single word you say, Sara Sidle.”

“Not?” Sara grinned widely and kissed Sofia’s earlobe. “I don’t know why. I thought my reasons are clear. What other reasons could I have?”

“I’m your wife and you love me.”

“I loved you before too and we didn’t have sex.”

“This is our honeymoon.”

“Yeah, we’re eating too much, don’t do any exercise, we need to have some sport in bed to burn calories.”

“Go on like this and you won’t burn any calories tonight.”

“I’m sure I can find somebody else in this city…ouch…”

“Didn’t you tell me to be faithful?”

“If you don’t want to fulfill your wifely duties. That’s written  down in the wedding contract too. You have to please and satisfy me or I can get all I need somewhere else.”

“You wrote that in after I signed.”

“Maybe.”

“That’s not legal.”

“Get a lawyer and tell him.”

“You are…” The rest of Sofia’s complain went under in a kiss. More than willing to stop complaining the blonde shared the kiss with Sara. She was sure, there was nothing in that not existing contract, she didn’t agree on. 

“The concierge got me a ticket to the Spanish Hof...to the horses.” Sara smiled. “I’ll be away for the evening. Are you sure you’ll be alright on your own? You really don’t mind to stay here alone? I can tell him I changed my mind or take the ticket and not go there at all. That’s no problem…”

“Will you stop it?” Sofia furrowed her brows. “You go! We went shopping for that, you bought a great suit, you’ll go and you’ll see the white horses and you’ll enjoy it. There’s no need to discuss that. I know what you paid for the tickets, go and enjoy. You were looking forward to this the whole time.”

“Yes. A show that will never come to Vegas.”

“Never say never. They had the white tigers too.”

“Did you see them?” Since the attack of a tiger and the severe injuries of Roy Horn, the magic duo Sigfried and Roy hadn’t been on stage. 

“Of course. Big cats are sexy, they suit me. You know how much I like tiger, panther and all big cats.”

“After seeing you in the zoo today I’ve a vivid imagination about that, yes.”

“Smooth and sexy.” Sofia smiled.

“Just like you, lieutenant Curtis.”

“I know. So go and put on your suit, enjoy the evening and stop worrying. I’ll take the time to write some postcards, have a swim in the whirlpool downstairs and try the sauna. A wellness night for me.”

Sounds good too.” Sara got up and walked to the wardrobe. Time to get the suit. It was a dark white colored one, almost beige. The color fit perfect to Sara’s dark hair and brown eyes and the fabric ran softly around her curves. Yes, she looked sexy in that suit. 

“See you later, have a relaxing time.”

“Thanks. Enjoy the show and don’t bring a horse home. We’ve no space in our suitcase for a Lipizzan.”

“I try to be strong. Bye-bye.” She closed the door. Knowing she wasn’t able to tell a taxi driver where she wanted to go, she was glad the hotel had arranged a taxi for her. She even didn’t have to worry about the bill, the hotel did that as well. That was what she called a complete service. 

A little bit nervous she left the taxi. There it was, the Spanish Riding School, or Spanische Hof… never mind, one day she’d learn it. Hofreitschule. How was a human supposed to say that word? Writing and reading okay, saying no way. All these letters in a strange combination. 

Her ticket brought her straight in the middle of the arena. It smelled like horses and she saw she wasn’t the only one who had dressed up. People all ages were together, waiting for a show that was famous for perfect dressage in the whole world. 

Of course Sara had read a little bit about her evening destination. Only stallions came to here when they are four, got trained for six years until they were ready for the show. Six years of training, that was like becoming a CSI and more. 

Five more minutes until the show started. All seats around her were taken. To her right was a young woman with her family, the children seemed to be as excited to be here as Sara was. Only she could hide it better. The one to her left was, it was the seat between her and the aisle. She was sure within the next five minutes it was taken too. 

After the show she wanted to spend some time here, there were a lot of pictures she had seen on her way to here. Being too nervous she had wasted no time to read the text under them, she wanted to be on her place, to smell the air, to see the horses. If it was possible to see the horses after the show? To pet them? That would be such a great photo, her and one of the Lipizzan stallions. Not to imagine her sitting on one, a not very realistic dream. A thought that made her smile. 

“I’m sorry, is this seat taken?”

“I’ve no idea I…” Sara stopped. Okay, she had forgotten that she wasn’t in an English speaking country, from that point of view she should have been surprised by the fact somebody talked to her in English. As far as she knew she didn’t look like she was American, did she? So in an ordinary case people should talk to her in German. But not the fact that somebody talked to her in English made her shut up, it was the person herself. 

“Sofia.” Surprise, happiness and a feeling she couldn’t describe came up. 

“I’m glad you haven’t forgotten me.” The blonde grinned. She wore the blue dress she bought that afternoon, had her hair tight up and was obviously very satisfied with herself and Sara’s surprise. 

“What are you doing here? I thought you have a wellness evening. You are not interested in the show. How did you come in without a ticket?”

Sofia held up a ticket. The ticket for the seat next to Sara. 

“You’ve got a ticket.”

“Sure.” Sofia sat next to Sara.

“You arranged that. You let me think the whole time you’re not interested to surprise me here.”

“Guilty.”

“You are…”

“A loving, caring, wonderful wife?”

“Why didn’t you tell me you’re coming with me?”

“I wanted to see your face when I show up. I thought I might catch you flirting with one of the rider.”

“Never.”

“You didn’t think of taking off with one of them?”

“No. I thought of asking if I can take a photo of one of the horses and me.”

“And if they tell you you’ve to be very nice to them to get to the horses?”

“I tell them I’m married to a bad ass cop, a very jealous bad ass cop. And I don’t cheat on my wife.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. Do you mind me being here? I mean it was a kind of your evening of your own.”

“It was my evening on my own because I thought you’re not interested to be here not because I didn’t want you to be here. I’m very happy that you’re here.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. “And now tell me how you organized this all?”

“I knew you wanted to go here, I booked some tickets for us three weeks ago. Then I talked you into asking the concierge for tickets. I had given him a little tip to pretend he’d look for some and gave him the tickets I bought. He told you the ticket price would be on our bill and you were happy.”

“You planed that. That’s why you told me there were no ticket in the internet. I should have never believed you.”

“Why? You got your show.”

“You lied to me.”

“I tried not to spoil a surprise. Mad?”

“Happy.”

“To be here?”

“To be here, to be married to you, everything.” 

“Good.” Sofia smiled and kissed Sara’s cheek. “I like to make my wife happy.”

“I’ve to find a way to make that up to you. What would you like?”

“A pub tour in Prague. We go out, have unhealthy food and too much beer.”

“Deal.”

Part 5

Sara’s hand got out to the left, feeling cold sheets. She tried to get a little further but still there was nothing than sheets. 

“Are you looking for me?” Sofia asked. She was sitting on the sofa in their room. 

“Why are you not in bed?” Sara complained without opening her eyes. 

“Do you miss me there?” Sofia couldn’t help but her voice was all full with mock. 

“Yes.” 

“My poor wife.” She got up and got back to bed. Immediately Sara pulled her in her arms. 

“Don’t you dare to leave me alone in bed. We’re in our honeymoon, you’ve to be with me.”

“Do I? I haven’t seen that part of the contract yet. Well, I was hungry and got some breakfast. It seemed like you wanted to have a long sleep in. Did our evening in Prague tired you out? Are you too old for long evenings?”

“Evenings? Nights. Long nights. Or more an early morning.” It was after four when they came back from their tour through the pubs in Prague and they had enjoyed a lot of them; and a lot of beer.

“Hangover?”

“A little bit.” Sara kissed Sofia’s throat and buried her face in the long blond hair. 

“You’re really cute when you’re sleeping, you know that?”

“You’re not supposed to see me sleeping. You did that once, that’s enough”

“You can’t be always the one who’s awake first.”

“I can try.”

“Of course.” Sofia smirked and kissed Sara softly. “I promise I don’t take any embarrassing photos while you’re sleeping and I make sure nobody disturbs your sleep. Plus the coffee is waiting for you.”

“I don’t want to get up.”

“You want to stay the whole day in bed? You don’t want to see anything of Prague?”

“We’ll have a full day city sightseeing tour tomorrow, we’ll see everything. I want to sleep, suffer and have you in my arms. Give me one good reason why I should change anything of my current position.”

“Charles Bridge, Old New Synagogue, New Town, Lennon Wall…”

“All things I’ll see tomorrow.”

“But not with a lot of time. What do you want to tell the others when we’re back and they ask you about Prague, what you did there.”

“I got drunk and had a sightseeing tour.”

“Here are so many museums.”

“I so don’t care today.”

“The castle.”

“Will be there tomorrow too.”

“You won’t get more than a stop in front of it.”

“Enough for photos.”

“You really don’t want to leave the bed today, do you?” Sofia was amused. Usually it was the other way around, today it was Sara who didn’t want to see any culture things. 

“No.”

“I like that. Okay, what do you think if we have some breakfast in bed, have another little nap and go out for some pizza later?”

“Can we take the pizza to here and have it in bed too?”

“I’m sure we can arrange that.”

“Good. I want to stay in this bed with you as much as I can. It’s a nice bed, the best we had so far.”

“It can’t be only the bed, you want me in there too. You were looking for me before you were really awake. I saw your hand feeling for me.” Sofia had a smug smile. Sara had missed her, Sara was looking for her. The brunette didn’t want to be alone in bed. That was something that gave Sofia’s ego a big boost. Her friend, Misses Independence, was looking for her, wanted her with her. 

“Shut up.”

“You miss your wife when she isn’t there.”

“We’re in a bloody honeymoon, we’re supposed to spend every second together.”

“Are we? We’re looking for a house to move in together. You want to spend time with me after the honeymoon plus you married me.”

“And? I can stand you.”

“You marry everybody you can stand?”

“Leave me alone.” Sara turned around and buried her face in the pillows. 

“Alright.” Sofia grinned and got up. When she was out of bed Sara grumbled.

“I hope for your own sake that you’re back in bed within a second.”

“One, two, three, four…ups, looks like I’m already late. Sorry.”

“Come back! Now!”

“Or what? I’m not scared of a whining little hangover something that can hardly open it’s eyes.”

“I warn you.”

“Still not scared, whiny.”

With a scream Sara jumped out of the bed and started to chase Sofia through the room. There wasn’t much space so it didn’t take her long to catch the blonde. Especially after Sofia tried to hide in the shower. 

“Stupid lieutenant, you’re in a blind alley.” Sara went in the shower and pinned Sofia to the wall. “No chance to escape, not very smart.”

“I know.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her passionately while she turned on the water. Maybe she couldn’t escape but she could give Sara an unwanted shower. 

“Do you still don’t care for a walk through the city?” Sofia had their pizzas under her arm. It had taken three more hours until she and Sara had left the hotel room. Sara wanted payback for the cold shower and thought if she had sex with her wife under the shower it was a good payback. Somehow Sofia hadn’t looked that sad and didn’t complain but Sara couldn’t considerate of that. 

“The pizza will get cold.”

“We can eat it on a bench, the weather is nice and we can watch some people.”

“Okay…if you don’t want me in your arms, snuggle with me in bed and…”

“Shut up or I’ll make you shut up. I do want all these things but I think we can spare an hour for the sunshine in Prague and do all these other things tonight when it’s dark and we’re back in the hotel with some nice dinner. I want something Czech for dinner.”

“Don’t you think the pizza will be enough?”

“Nonsense. There’ll be some space and we can share a dish.”

“Vegetarian?”

“You can eat the green stuff and I take the meat, no problem.” Sofia sat on a bench that gave them a nice view over the Vitava River. “Come here, Grumpy Smurf, time for some lovely pizza.”

“Smuggy.”

“You can call me your beloved wife.”

“Bitch.”

“If you get nasty I’ll throw your food away.”

“You wouldn’t do that.”

“Don’t bet on it.” Sofia gave the pizza box to Sara, bent over and kissed her shortly. 

“See I told you that you won’t do it.”

“I thought kissing you is a better punishment.”

“Is it? Yes like having sex under the shower as a punishment.”

“We’ve to see how to punish the other and have some fun for ourselves, I know.” Sara took Sofia’s hand. One hand was enough for pizza. It was cut into pieces she could spare a hand for her wife. 

“We can buy a movie and have a movie night in bed.” Sofia suggested. 

“If we find one in English yes.”

“XXX with Vin Diesel, it plays in Prague.”

“I like him, he’s sexy. Great body.”

“Cool tattoos.”

“That’s too. Yes we should look for this movie.” Sara smiled. The movie was a good idea. It would get her mind away from the fact that her honeymoon was over in three days. Three more days like this and then they were back in Las Vegas, back in their old life. Back in the job and busy looking for a house. She knew it would be hard to leave Europe behind and be as happy as before in her job. She would have never thought that she could enjoy not working so much. 

“He’s sexy.” Sara snuggled in Sofia’s arms. 

“Yes. And so cool. Why can’t we find him here?”

“Because we’d forget we’re having our honeymoon and would start to fight about him.”

“We can share.”

“This idea of you sharing a man is a little bit disturbing. Are you living in a fantasy of threesomes?”

“They can be nice…at least when I have them with two guys, never had them with a woman and a man. I like the male attention.”

“So we’ll get divorced soon?”

“No. I enjoy being married I won’t give that away for two men.”

“Three?”

“That would be even for me something new.”

“Interested in?”

“No.” Sofia kissed Sara. “At the moment I’m only interested in you. I married you a few days ago, what kind of wife would I be cheating on you within two weeks?”

“Like any husband?”

“Yeah…no, I’ll be faithful…the first month or so.”

“Wow.”

“I don’t take men home every weekend when I’m single, I can cope…stop talking about my sex life like I’m a sexaholic who takes every night somebody else home. I’m not that bad.”

“If you were I wouldn’t have married you.” Sara kissed Sofia. 

“Good. Don’t make me sound that bad all the time.”

“I don’t. And you know how important you are for me, how much I worth ship you. Wife or not, you’re the most important person in my life, Sofia.”

“Ditto.” Sofia placed her head on Sara’s shoulder and kissed her throat. 

“I hate the thought of that we’ll have to go back to Vegas soon. I could spend another two weeks here in Europe.”

“Or two months.”

“Yes. I never thought I would not miss working. Right now I miss Europe when I just think of not being here. Will we go back one day?”

“Absolutely. Probably in three months when you meet a sexy guy and want a divorce to be free for him.”

“I don’t think that will happen.” Sara kissed Sofia softly. “Even if there’ll be a man in my life at one point I won’t want to be divorced ASAP. I won’t marry somebody after a few weeks. I need to be very sure before I’ll ask you for a divorce. We fought hard for this, I won’t waste that for a guy who isn’t serious.”

“Any guy who’ll try to play you will get in serious trouble with me.”

“You didn’t hurt Ryan.”

“You told me not to. I wanted to hurt him, really badly. It broke my heart to see you that sad and it was his fault. To leave you for a job, I mean I should be happy for that so I could marry you and have this great time with you in Europe, but such a stupid man. He could have become a captain in Vegas after a few years but he’ll never ever get a woman as great as you. Stupid man.”

Sara smiled. Her wife was special and she was damn happy to have her. 

CAN’T

FIGHT

THIS

FEELING

Part 1

Them man lay naked on the floor. Around him pillows, blankets, cushions and scarves. He had been in his early twenties, short brown hair, gray eyes, that were now staring empty to a point under the ceiling. His body, visible well trained with strong arms, huge shoulders and a six-pack, turned slowly grayer and rigid. There were marks on his body. Light bruises probably coming from the scarves and one deep red one around his throat. 

“COD was strangulation from the first look.” David kneed next to the man to get a liver temperature. 

“I’ll bag all the scarves, we might find our murder weapon there.” Greg didn’t pay much attention to the dead body. After all these years he became more cool about bodies and when there was no ‘special’ killing, he was all professional. A man dead on the floor, strangled to death was nothing unusual, nothing he hadn’t seen before. 

“TOD was around five to six hours ago.”

“Around midnight. Aren’t we lucky to catch this case before dayshift is responsible?”

“I’m not sure if we are lucky but he is. We’re better than day.” David smiled a little bit. 

“And we look so much better.” Greg got down next to David. “What’s that?” He pointed something next to the victims left eye. 

“I’d say fiber. Got tweezers?”

“Sure.” Greg handed David the tweezers and the young coroner took the fiber with it up so that both men could look at it. 

“Fluff? From a scarf? He might have been blindfolded.”

“They certainly worked with scarves here.” Greg bagged the little fluff. There had to be a second person, it was very unlikely that the man got himself all these marks. 

“Oh yes.”

“There is no bed in this room, only all these pillows, blankets and cushions. What kind of fantasy is that?”

“A soft but hard one. Isn’t that what all women dream of? A well trained man with a soft heart? I can’t tell you about the heart yet, his body was built well, hard like a bodybuilder. He was a fantasy.”

“I wonder if his end was a part of the fantasy too.”

“Would you like to die like this? Left naked on the floor.”

“I prefer not to think about my death but when I do, I see myself falling asleep on a Caribbean beach as an old happy man. Not like this. On the other hand side, this doesn’t look like my idea of a perfect night. Even without the body. I mean, why not take a bed? What is it about having sex on the floor?”

“Passion? Spontaneity?” 

“This doesn’t look spontaneous to me. It looked well arranged and we’re not in a place for spontaneous sex. I’m sure he knew this kind of game was waiting for him. I’m not sure if he knew how it would end.” Greg was sure the man had no idea what was waiting for him. Why should somebody go to a place he knew, somebody wanted to kill him? This wasn’t the place you went to when you wanted to end your life. It was a place of joy and pleasure. 

“Did he work long for you?” Sara had left the crime scene to Greg to talk to her witness, who found the body. Sitting on a couch with a cup of coffee it felt more like a meeting under friends to catch up on each others lives. They were friends but this fact didn’t matter right now. 

Not primary. 

“Two years. He was a kind of friend.” Sad eyes surrounded by long black hair, the slender body in a dark dress, Lady Heather looked like an ordinary woman having a coffee. Nobody who didn’t know her would imagine she was one of the finest dominatrix and one of the most successful business woman in Las Vegas. 

A lot of reasons to celebrate but the death of one of the young man, an employee of her, made the usual light smile, she wore on her face, disappear. Again a person she knew had been killed. This time in her own company. 

“A male prostitute is your friend? I can imagine this kind of friendship.” Jim Brass leant against the door frame, not willing to join the women on the couch. 

“Giligan was a colleague.”

“Oh, did he show you his island?”

“He worked here for two years, a lot of time you spend with somebody. We had no sexual relationship, captain Brass.”

“Did you go out? To the movies? To dinner?”

“Do you consider Misses Sidle as your friend, captain Brass?”

“I do.”

“You ever dated her? Candle light dinner?”

“No.”

“See it’s possible for a man and a woman to be friends, good colleagues without having a sexual relationship. Or do you think it’s impossible for me because of my profession?” 

“Would you mind to stop that personal war between the two of you?” Sara asked annoyed. 

“Maybe it’s better you talk to Misses Kessler and I ask the other ‘employees’ what they know.” Jim turned and walked away. 

Sara sighed. She hated it to be between two stools. Both were her friends, both were very professional people. If they didn’t meet each other. 

“Men still have problems with my profession.” Heather smiled. 

“I know you and Jim won’t be friends but it would help if you both could concentrate on the reason why we’re investigating here.”

“I will do that.”

“Tell me about him.”

“Giligan Walt came here a little bit over two years ago. He was green, just turned twenty-one and came here because his ex girlfriend told him, he’d be better off in a whorehouse than a relationship. They had some issues and she told him, it was over. Inspired by the words of his ex he came here. 

Usually I don’t take inexperienced people but he was young and sweet. At the same time his body looked like it was made by a God and I knew he’d find a lot of clients who requested exactly somebody like him.”

“Was he submissive or dominant?”

“Both. He enjoyed both but most of the time his clients were female and he had to be the strong and demanding man.”

“Did you have any complains about him?”

“The first client said he wasn’t man enough. He had been too careful. I told him not to hold back, to go further until the client tells him to stop. From that day on everybody was happy with him. I’ve trained him myself, he was good.”

“What about colleagues?”

“I don’t have to tell you that I don’t like the idea that one of my employees killed him. He was friendly with everybody I can’t see anybody having a reason to kill him.”

“Was there anybody special? You said you were close.”

“Not that close.” Heather smiled a bit. 

“I didn’t say that.” Sara knew better. 

“I know. He was like a son or a very young brother to me. I told him right from the beginning if there would be any kind of problems he can come to me. It was nothing sexual. As far as I know it was the same with all the others here.”

“Did he have a girlfriend?”

“Not that I knew of her. He worked six nights a week, not many people accept that. And when you get paid for giving pleasure to people, it makes it almost impossible to have a relationship.”

“Some do manage.” Sara blinked at her. She wasn’t sure how much Heather was still involved in her own business, but she knew, Heather and Grissom had a relationship that started before she might have considered to work only as an administration. How they managed to keep her work out of their relationship, Sara had no idea. Then again, it was Grissom. If anybody could cope with Heather’s job, it was him. 

“What do you know about his family?”

“They’re from Boulder. He didn’t tell them what he was doing here, always said, he was working in a club. One day his parents made the decision to visit him at work. They found out what he really did and stopped having any contact with him.”

“You gave Jim their number?”

“Of course. May I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Why isn’t Sofia here? Or aren’t you suppose to work the same cases anymore since you’ve been married.?”

“Our wedding isn’t legal in Nevada. Officially we’re only friends. She’s working a case with Grissom.”

“Who isn’t allowed to be here.”

“The department knows about your relationship and asked him to pick cases that are not connected to you.”

“He could hide evidence.”

“It’s the rule.”

“Do you think I killed Giligan?”

“I think under some circumstances you are capable of killing, Heather. I don’t see any of these circumstances given in this case here.” Sara had chose her words carefully. “No offense.”

“No offense taken. You are right. Everybody is capable of killing, it’s absolutely natural.” Heather placed her hand on Sara’s. The investigator had no idea how much Heather knew about her childhood, if Grissom had told her anything, but Sara had made some comments and somebody like Heather would be able to understand and read between the lines. That was her job and she was good at it. She knew how demons of other people look like. 

“That doesn’t  mean you’re a killer or that you’ll kill one day.”

“In the end all humans are predators.”

“True. Do you know anything about friends of Mister Walt?”

“He spent a lot of time in the gym as you may assume. His body needed time and a lot of work out. There are some other men in that gym he met sometimes after they’ve worked out. I can’t give you any names but Giligan was in the gym daily, everybody will be able to tell you with whom he spent some time. 

He asked me once if I don’t want to join him. Can you imagine me in a gym between a lot of young bodybuilder?”

“I’m sure you’re lashing is strong enough.” Sara laughed. 

“It’s exactly how it should be.”

“Was he looking for a relationship?”

“He never said he was. When I told him to find a woman he laughed and told me, he was alright. He might have had some affairs, I don’t know of that.”

“You don’t happen to know the names of his work out buddies?”

“They’ll be in the gym daily too.”

“Where did he work out?”

“Mister Universe Live.”

Sara raised an eyebrow. 

“No, he wasn’t that kind of man, he wasn’t a show off.” Heather read her mind. “This studio is close to his apartment and apparently very good.”

“With a shitty name like that they should be.”

“Take captain Brass with you and go there.”

“I will and I’ll ignore the way your voice sounded when you said that.”

“You’re becoming very diplomatic, Sara. Is that the influence of your marriage to you or the influence of almost spending your honeymoon in the Switzerland?”

“More the fact that I try to make it through the month without any trouble with my lab boss. A personal challenge.”

“Does it feel good?”

“No!”

“Come along for breakfast if you like. I’d love to talk to you privately, without you being under the pressure of investigating me and my business. And bring your wife with you, I haven’t seen you as a married couple.”

“I’ll give you a call.” Sara rose. “Thanks for your help and I’m sorry for your lost.”

“Thanks Sara.” 

Sofia rubbed her hands through her face. She had to concentrate on what she was doing no matter how bad her head felt.

“You look like you can use a night off.” Grissom said when he saw the detective.

“I could, yes. Unfortunately the bad boys don’t take or need a break.” They were investigating the death of an elderly woman, who was found dead by her daughter in the late evening. So far everything looked like the woman was killed but Sofia didn’t want to rule out a natural death. 

“Did you talk to all neighbors?”

“And all family member who were at the scene.”

“Anything?”

“Nothing. Nobody saw anything. Could it be a natural cause?”

“That’s what the coroner will tell us. The question is how did she kill herself?” There were bruises on her body, the upper body and the arms and legs were covered with them. Usually a sign of domestic violence, the old woman lived alone. 

“All these bruises…she looked like she had been punched repeatedly. If she had been living with a partner I’d say it was domestic violence, but there was nobody. Do you think it’s possible that you get so many bruises accidentally by yourself?”

“Hitting a shoulder on the door frame, running into a cabinet? Most accidents happen at home while you do house work. An old woman, maybe she lost her balance every now and then, it is possible. These bruises weren’t from only one incident. If she had accidents all the time, she might have accumulated so many bruises.”

“The question is, why didn’t the doctor say anything? If she had been to one, he or she must have seen at least a few bruises.”

“We’re checking on that. I wonder why the family didn’t know anything.”

“According to the daughter, the vic wore all the time long sleeves. There were no bruises in her face or hands. They met most times in the vic’s place, having some coffee. She said her mother moved slowly but she thought it’s because of the age. Ninety years. You don’t walk that smooth anymore in that age and she had years ago an operation because of her hips.”

Grissom’s cell rang. He looked at the text message he got. 

“Doc Robbins is calling. Do you want to join?”

“Haven’t been in autopsy for a long time.” Sofia got up. Maybe the change would make her headache disappear. She some more work to do but the chance of a little change was something she wanted to try. After all, visiting the morgue was part of her job too. 

“I’ve found some DNA.” Greg came in the break room where Sara was sitting working on some papers. 

“Bring it to Wendy.”

“I did that.”

“Good.”

Greg looked at his friend. “What’s wrong with you, Sara?”

“Mhm?”

“What is wrong?”

“Nothing.” 

Greg sighed. That was a lie, he knew it. 

“Sara, we’ve been friends for years and I can see when something is wrong with you. Is it Ecklie? Did you have any problems with him? You’re acting not natural when he’s around, did he threaten you to fire you if you don’t change?”

“Huh? Ecklie?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t care about him.”

“You care about your job.”

“Greg…concentrate on the case and don’t worry about me. Tell me what you’ve got so far. Besides DNA.”

“Two fingerprints, they’re running through AIVIS right now.” Greg wasn’t happy that Sara ignored his question and didn’t want to talk to him but he knew, he couldn’t force her and the more he asked, the more she’d withdrawal. He wondered if she had talked to Heather. They were kind of friends, maybe Sara had open up while they talked in private. Somehow he doubted that, it was Sara, she’d never mix private life and business. 

“I’ve the dates of his last client, a Lauren Fine. So far it looks like her dates are all faked, I can’t find a Lauren Fine. At least not one I think she could be the killer.”

“Why is that?”

“The only registered Lauren Fine is five months old. We can check the parents but my guess is, the name was picked randomly. I really doubt a lot of people give their real name when they come to Heather’s place.”

“No, they don’t.”

“Has Jim been to the gym yet?”

“No, Walt was in there in the early morning, after his work. Jim wants to go in at that time. You can join him.”

“I’m with the evidence, you’re the one for the people.”

“You don’t like field experience anymore?”

“I do…”

“Then go.”

“Sara, it makes no sense. I’ve collected all the evidence, you talked to Heather.” He paused. “What is wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Sara…”

“Greg, please. No.”

The house and the renovation of it had taken a lot of time and energy. Plus the work and advanced training, Sofia was tired. She felt like she didn’t have a day off in ages and not two weeks. There was nothing left of her two weeks in Europe, it was like it had never happened, the life in Vegas had taken over, demanded everything from her. Double shifts, painting walls and not enough sleep. 

Coming home, in her new house, throwing the keys on the kitchen table she was ready to go to bed. She was tired and tensed. When would there be the time to enjoy her new place? A house. Four rooms and a bathroom upstairs, a kitchen, living room and a second bathroom downstairs, a garden. Everything she ever dreamed of. When was the time to have a BBQ and see to good sides of having an own place? It was late autumn, the days were shorter and colder. 

Knowing the car was in the driveway and seeing the keys, Sofia knew, Sara was home too. She hadn’t talked to her today, they had barely spent any time together the last week. Both were filled up with work, tried to renovate as much as possible and got some sleep whenever there were spare five minutes. 

Catching a breeze Sofia guessed Sara was sitting outside in the garden. Thinking for a  short moment to go upstairs and sleep, she changed her mind. She should at least greet her friend. Wife. Friend. Since they were back from Europe they had stopped acting like a married couple and got back to their old friendship. What happened in Europe stayed in Europe. 

With a glass that looked like it was filled with whiskey, Sara sat on the step from the terrace to the garden. Under other circumstances it could have been a nice picture. 

Not sure if she should disturb the brunette Sofia stood still for a minute. It wasn’t usual that Sara was drinking after work. A beer or a glass of wine sometimes, drinking whiskey was highly unusual. Sofia couldn’t recall the last time she had seen Sara drinking hard liquor. She wondered if something bad had happened or if her friend simply had felt like having a whiskey. 

“Good morning.” Sofia said. 

“Good day.” Sara didn’t bother to turn. She was right about the time, it was almost noon, another long night for Sofia and she was sure, Sara’s shift hadn’t ended in the early morning either. They were both good on doing doubles at the moment.

“Everything alright?”

“Sure. Why?”

“Haven’t seen you drinking whiskey in a long time. Is there a reason why you do so?”

“You mean is there a good reason to drink? Apparently there’s always a reason for a drink.”

That didn’t sound good. Sofia knew her friend long enough to know, something was bothering Sara. Something that weighted heavily on her. Slowly she walked to Sara, sat down next to her, got the glass gently out of her friend’s hand. Sara wanted to protest first, when she saw Sofia took a sip and gave the glass back to Sara, she was quiet. 

“Bourbon.”

“Yeah.”

“You know I’m a little sissy I prefer Scotch, it seemed less strong. I think I need some chocolate with bourbon.”

“I brought chocolate donuts.”

“Why are they not here with you and the bourbon?”

“I’m not hungry.” 

“Mhm.” Sofia looked at Sara. “You’re not that hungry the last time.”

“Call it a diet.”

“Oh yeah you really need a diet.” Sofia shook her head and sighed. 

“I know.”

“Sara…”

“What?” The sound of the response sounded more like ‘don’t talk to me’ or ‘stop annoying me, leave me alone’. Neither the one nor the other Sofia would do. It was obvious something bothered Sara and Sofia would not leave her friend alone with whatever it was. 

“I’d like to talk to you.”

“I’m tired Sofia.”

“So am I.”

„Let’s talk another time.“ Sara got up, leaving the half full glass and Sofia behind her. 

“Sure.” Sofia mumbled. Something was wrong. Really wrong.

Sara had been strange for a while, now that Sofia thought of that. It started maybe a week or two after their Europe trip. Sofia didn’t pay much attention, it was the same time they found the house and started to be busy with the renovating. She thought Sara missed Europe, she  had enjoyed the trip a lot, all the culture, the history had fascinated her. But she also loved her job and had looked forward to return to it. 

What could it be? There had been no fight, no case that got close to her, Sofia always had an eye on Sara’s cases to make sure, her friend didn’t end up with a domestic violence or child abuse case. Or when she did, Sofia wanted to know and made sure, Sara was alright. There had been no special case, nothing had happened; at least nothing Sofia could remember of. And she was sure, Grissom had told her if something had happened. 

What had happened to Sara? 

Being tired it was very tempted to go to bed, to leave Sara alone and give her the time she had demanded. No, she hadn’t demanded time, she wanted Sofia to leave her alone, there was a difference. So easy to please her, so easy to do what the brunette had asked for. 

No, Sofia wouldn’t do what she had been told. She never liked it when people told her what to do or not to do. 

Taking the whiskey inside, closing the door, Sofia walked upstairs. Sara wasn’t in the bathroom, she had to be in her room already. Knocking and not waiting for a response, she knew that wouldn’t come, Sofia opened the door. 

Sara was in her bed, fully dressed, eyes closed but not asleep. 

“I’m tired Sofia.”

“So you said.”

“Why are you here then?”

“I want to talk to you.”

“Another time.” Sara didn’t look at Sofia, she didn’t open her eyes. 

“Sara…”

“I really don’t want to talk right now.”

Sofia looked at her for a few second. Quietly she mumbled. “And I thought we could talk about everything. Looks like I’m wrong on that.” Without waiting for a respond Sofia turned, closed the door and walked to the bathroom. She couldn’t force Sara to talk to her but she didn’t understand why the brunette was closing up herself. What was wrong? Was it something Sofia did? Said? She couldn’t remember a fight. There was no reason why Sara acted like she did; not a reason Sofia could see. 

Whatever it was, maybe Sara would tell her later when they had dinner. If they had dinner together. The last days they hadn’t have a meal together. Sara was awake before Sofia got up and was usually gone by the time Sofia had dinner. 

Not bothering with really drying herself after the shower, Sofia pulled over a long sleep shirt and walked into her room. There was no reason to keep on thinking what was wrong. She had no clue and if she would go on thinking, she wouldn’t find an answer either. 

Had it been a mistake that they’ve moved in together? There had never been a problem all the years before. It had been like they’d shared a place and everything was alright. What was wrong now? What was the difference?

A knock on her door. Sofia tempted not to react, to leave Sara out or make her believe, she was already sleeping. It was childish, foolish and wrong, she knew that. But it was so tempting after the harsh words the brunette had for her a few minutes ago. 

“Come in.” It was more a loud sigh than an offer. 

She wouldn’t make it easy for Sara, like she hadn’t made it easy for her. Not turning, the back to Sara and the door, Sofia stayed rigid. 

For over one minute none of them talked. Then Sofia could hear how Sara closed the door. Holding back to turn around to find out if the brunette was gone, Sofia stayed like she was. A few seconds later she heard Sara’s steps coming closer to her bed. 

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s alright, you’re tired.” The bitterness in Sofia’s voice was hearable. “I won’t keep you awake. You can go and sleep.”

“Sofia…”

“What Sara?” Sofia turned. “You told me you’re tired and don’t want to talk. I won’t force you.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude…harsh…I didn’t mean to be the way I acted.”

“It’s alright.” Sofia turned away. 

“No, it isn’t.” Sara sat down in front of the bed, knees up to her chest, arms around  her legs, head on the knees. 

“You do what you want. We share a house but everybody is free to do what she wants.”

“We promised we would and could talk about everything.”

“You don’t feel like talking, I don’t force you. Don’t do anything that makes you feel uncomfortable.”

“I don’t want to break all our promises. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for telling you I don’t want to talk and to behave the way I did the last couple of weeks. I know it must be strange for you and you deserve better than that…than me…” Sara stopped and bit her lips. 

Sofia turned, looking at the back of the head of her friend. Slowly she moved her hand to Sara’s hair, stroke it gently. 

“Why don’t you come in instead of sitting in front of the bed on the floor like a dog?”

“I didn’t think you want me that close.” They hadn’t shared a bed since they were back in Vegas. Getting this place quite fast, they brought their beds in and started to renovate and brought all the other things here. There was no need to share a bed, each had their own a room down the hallway. It wasn’t like they needed to drive back home. They were home all the time. 

“You’re a smart woman but you thought wrong here. Try it again.”

Sara got up slowly, turned and sat on the blanket, watching Sofia. 

“You look tired…”

“I am but I’m not as tired as I am sad because you don’t want to talk to me. I’d prefer to miss out some sleep than missing out the change to talk to you. What is wrong Sara? Did I do anything wrong? Did I say something that sat you up?”

“No.” Sara shook her head.

“Is it a case? Did you get a hard case? Do you have nightmare again?”

“The cases are alright, you know that. You check on all my cases.” A little smile appeared on Sara’s face.

“I do, yes. Do you mind?”

“Never have, never will.”

“Come on in, I can see goose bumps, you’re cold.” Sofia moved her blanket. After a little hesitation Sara took the offer. As soon as she was in the bed, Sofia’s arms got around her and pulled her in to spoon her. Sofia knew it was easier for Sara to talk in this position; when they weren’t facing each other. It was alright with Sofia at least she had Sara close and knew, the brunette wouldn’t run away. 

“Do you have nightmares?” Sara hadn’t answered on that question so Sofia suggested the old nightmare of the her childhood were haunting Sara.

“No. I mean I sleep bad but it’s not about nightmares.”

“Why do you sleep badly?”

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t lie, please. Tell me it’s not my business but don’t lie to me, Sara.” It hurt Sofia more to know her friend lied than the knowledge Sara didn’t want her to know about her problems. 

“I can’t tell you.”

“Why?”

“It would…it’s not good.”

“You can tell me bad things too. That’s what I’m here for.”

“No. It would…it would destroy our relationship.”

“I really doubt there’s anything that could destroy our relationship as long as you tell me the truth.”

“You won’t understand.”

“Try me. Just because I’m blond it doesn’t mean I’m that stupid.”

“You’re not stupid at all and you’re not blo…I mean, you’re not that kind of blond.”

“You got yourself out in the last second, my dear.”

“I tried not to lie.”

“And not to say anything wrong, good girl.” Sofia got Sara’s hands with hers. “Tell me what’s on your mind, Sara. What is bothering you? What makes you that sad? Are you sure it isn’t anything I’ve said or done?”

“Very sure.”

“So why don’t you tell me?”

“You won’t like it.”

“Try me.”

“You’ll hate me.”

“Impossible.”

“You might want to go back to your old apartment and away from the house and me. Or want me to move out.”

“Sounds impossible too.”

“It isn’t.”

“I’d suggest you tell me what it is, I tell you what I think and we’ll find an answer together. It worked perfectly this way all the years, no reason why it shouldn’t work anymore. Come on, I’m a much better listener than Jack Daniels.”

“You reckon?”

“I know. Start to believe in me, my self-esteem isn’t endless, if you go on like that I’ll get some doubts about myself.”

“Can’t happen, you’re way too smug.”

“Bite me, Sidle.”

“I prefer the chocolate donut.”

“I forgot to try them. Damn.”

“Want me to get you one?”

“No, I want you to trust me.”

“I do trust you, Sofia.”

“Are you? Are you really? I start to have some doubts, if you’d trust me, you’d talk to me, without thinking I’d react bad in any kind of way. You should know how important you are to me, how much I love you and there’s nothing that can change any of these feelings. You are the most important person in my life, Sara. Seeing you suffering, feeling how you reject yourself from me every day a little bit more, it hurts. It make me feel like you don’t want me in your life anymore, like you’re sick and tired of me. Like I’m a burden you have to carry and can’t lose.”

“You are no burden and I trust you.”

“But you don’t want to talk to me.”

“It might change everything.”

“If it does you should know me well enough to know that I’d never hurt you and wouldn’t do anything that hurts you.”

“I know.”

“Good.” Sofia got Sara a little bit closer to her. She couldn’t and didn’t want to force Sara to talk to her. She wished the brunette would tell what was on her mind. 

“I missed you, Sofia.” Sara mumbled. 

“I was here the whole time. We share a house.”

“I don’t mean it like that.”

“You know, no matter how busy I am, I’m always there for you to talk.”

“Yes you are.”

“But?”

“I didn’t mean it that way. I know you are there.”

“How do you mean it?”

Sofia could feel like Sara was swallowing, that she was fighting with tears and close to lose her poise. 

“Sara.” Sofia’s voice was soft, she kissed Sara’s hair, tried to hold her stronger, to stop the tremble, that were running through Sara’s body. 

“I miss having you in my arms. I miss spending the nights with you. I miss you in my life, Sofia. I miss you being in my life like it was in Europe. I know we’ve the agreement to keep all the things that happened in Europe in Europe, I tried to, I really did. But…it has been three months that we’re back and it’s getting more difficult every day, I don’t know how long I can go on pretending everything is like before Europe. I don’t know how long I can be that strong and how to get the strength to stay strong. It’s…I miss you, Sofia. I miss you so much every morning when I go to bed, knowing you’re here, so close and so far at the same time. 

I won’t ask you to change your mind, I’ll stick to what we had promised each other before we left Vegas, I just want you to know I’m sorry when I’m difficult, strange or anything else you don’t deserve. It’s not you, it’s me, I…can’t fight this feeling anymore and…”

“Sara?” Sofia turned Sara around so that they could face each others. There were tears. Not only in Sara’s eyes, all over her face. Sofia was tempted to wipe them away with her finger. 

“I’m sorry.” Sara sobbed. 

“Don’t be.”

“I’m about to destroy our friendship, I violated our agreement, I didn’t keep our promise. I don’t deserve you in my life.”

“And who do you think you are to make that decision? I can make my own decision who I want in my life and who I don’t want. You Sara, I want in my life. More than anybody else. You won’t get rid off me that easy, Honey.”

“It’s nothing we wanted.”

“Those are things we were talking of before we got married.” The marriage, another thing they hadn’t mentioned in a few weeks. 

“We agreed on them.”

“We’re smart women, we can change agreements. All we need is to talk about it and come to a new agreement we’re both happy with. The things we agreed on are not a part of the ten commitments, we’re not the church, we can change things.”

“I don’t want to change things you’re happy with.”

“I’m not happy with them because they make you sad. I hate things that make you sad.”

“That’s nothing you can compromise on. It’s about feelings, you can’t make compromises on feelings.”

Sofia was quiet for a few seconds. “Did you have the feeling I was happy when we were in Europe?”

“What?”

“Did you?”

“Yes.”

“Good because I was very happy. You know why I was happy?”

“We had a great time there.”

“Yes. We. We were a unit.”

“We were a unit before we went to Europe. It’s nothing that we had only there.”

“I know. But we changed. It wasn’t the marriage that changed us. It doesn’t sound very romantic, but  a wedding isn’t more than a few words. We didn’t say anything we haven’t said to each other before. It wouldn’t have changed anything and you know that. The thing that changed everything was the sex. We knew when we repeated our wedding night, we wanted to repeat it not because we wanted a ‘real wedding’ with ‘everything a wedding is supposed to have’, we repeated it because we wanted it, impartial from the wedding. 

We wanted to keep it in Europe, we wanted everything that happened in Europe to stay in Europe and I think, when we said that, we knew it won’t be like that. We knew it would follow us, would influence our life here. We knew the risk and we took it.”

“Maybe we bit more than we could chew.”

“Maybe we have to focus on different things than we did before.”

“Like what?”

“Like we forgot what we had agreed on and do what we feel like.”

“Don’t you do that?”

Sofia smiled a bit, pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her softly. God, that felt good. She had missed Sara’s lips. She had missed having her in her arms, feeling her close to her. And why? Because she had thought the same like Sara, that they had to keep Europe out of Vegas. She had thought Sara was fine with that, that the brunette didn’t miss a thing, that she could drew a line. 

How could Sofia been so wrong? Why had she hidden her feelings? Okay, she hadn’t been in such a bad mood like Sara, but she had the same thoughts, shared the same fear. What if Sara didn’t want them to keep on doing what they had enjoyed in Europe? What if she was serious about going back to old friendship and going on with what they did before they got married? All these question that had haunted Sara, had haunted Sofia too. 

There were no more words needed to say what they felt. They could feel the relief of the other in the kiss that went deeper and deeper. 

Part 2

“I missed having you in my arms.” Sofia kissed Sara’s naked shoulder. This was good, this was exactly what she had missed all the weeks. Now her new home was perfect. 

“I missed your lips, falling asleep in your arms, having you close.”

“I missed the sex.” Sofia smirked.

“So did I. Maybe you’re not that bad at all.”

“Thanks.” Sofia nudged Sara. “You’re getting cheeky, you must have had enough sleep and feel better.”

“I did and do.”

“Means, I’ll share my bed with my wife from now on?” Calling Sara her wife again, even that was something Sofia had missed. Her wife. She had promised to love Sara and to make her happy, she hadn’t been good at doing that the last weeks, it was time for her to do it now. 

“Do you want that?”

“For a smart woman you ask quite stupid questions my dear. I thought I made myself clear.”

“Maybe you need a second try.”

“I’d love to but unfortunately we both have to get up. No more time for snuggling, sex and sweet pillow talk. Which don’t mean we can’t have all these things tomorrow after work. I expect you in my bed, Misses Sidle.”

“Do you? I’ve to look in my calendar if I’m free tomorrow morning. I might have a date with the good looking lieutenant.”

“That would be me.”

“Smuggy.”

“Grumpy Smurf.” Sofia kissed Sara. “Come on, let’s have something to eat.”

“You want me to cook?”

“No I cooked enough yesterday. Vegetarian lasagne, thought we could have dinner together but you were gone. I’ve the feeling you’ll be here for dinner today.”

“I will.” Sara pulled Sofia back in her arms when the blonde was half out of the bed. “I don’t want you out of my arms. I was without you long enough, too long.”

“You explain to Grissom and Jim why we’re working tonight arm in arm. They still think we married just for fun and nothing has changed. They don’t know about Europe, about this morning, they don’t know anything.”

“They’re quite stupid, aren’t they?” Sara laughed. 

“I won’t tell them that you said that.” Sofia pulled Sara with her out of the bed. No matter how much she wanted to give in and stay with Sara in bed, they both knew they couldn’t do that. 

“Come on, we can snuggle on the couch while we eat.”

“Why do you have to be so sensible?”

“Because my wife, who usually is Misses Sensible, is today not thinking like a CSI, she thinks like a loving wife. I like that but that makes me think like a lieutenant and I’ve to get us out of bed.”

“Mhm.” Sara let Sofia pull her out of bed. It was a shame, the blonde was right and there was nothing Sara could say or do to change that. They had to work, they had both a case, they needed to be out of bed. 

“You look better today.” Greg looked at Sara when he entered the break room where Sara was sitting eating a yogurt. 

“I didn’t know I looked bad yesterday.”

“You never look bad but you didn’t look happy for the last couple of days…weeks. You do now.”

“Thanks.” Sara smiled. 

Greg sat next to her, cocked his head. “What did Sofia do to make you smile again?”

“I beg your pardon?” Even if it was hard not to laugh or to flush, Sara wanted to try to stay calm and cool. That her friend had hit the mark was nothing he had to know. 

“Come on. You were that strange soon after you came back from Europe, when you started to move in with Sofia. From that time on your mood became worse and worse. I assume it was something Sofia said or did or didn’t say and do because other people don’t effect you as much as she does and there was nothing special in the job. 

Seeing you today, smiling and obviously happy, it means whatever had happened between you and her, you got it out of the world.”

“Yes.”

“Yes? Nothing more? Where are my details, Sara?”

“It might be private.” Sara smirked.

“Oh come on, I’m your friend and I earn some credit for being that observing and not asking other people what’s wrong with you.”

“Yes Sofia is the reason why I’m happy.”

“She was there before. Why weren’t you happy before?”

“She wasn’t there.”

“You share a house.”

“I know.”

“How can she be not there?”

“She wasn’t with me.”

“Huh? She didn’t spend time at home? That doesn’t sound like Sofia.”

“Oh Greg…okay I’ll start at the beginning. You know we got married for fun, right?” Maybe it was about time to tell her friend what was really going on. He had been patient, hadn’t bothered her daily with question about her feelings even when he knew something was wrong. He deserved a little bit of a heads up.

“Right.”

“And that we said we wanted to have everything a real wedding has.”

“That’s why you got married again in the Netherlands, to have it legal now; at least in certain countries.”

“Yes. We had a real wedding just like the rest was real too.”

“What rest?”

“The honeymoon.”

“Two weeks in Europe, that’s what I call a real honeymoon too.”

“Are you trying not to see the obvious thing, Greg? A real honeymoon, we shared a room, a bed.”

“You do that all the time when you go on holidays. That’s why I’m so sad you never take me with you. I’d be perfect in the middle.”

“No wouldn’t.”

“Why not? I don’t snore.”

“Never said that. But I don’t want anybody between Sofia and me. I want her in my arms and I don’t want to have anybody around or wear anything, if you understand now what I’m talking about.”

“Do you want to tell me…?”

“It started as a game but it isn’t a game anymore. I really do have the feelings for Sofia you’re suppose to have for your wife. And that’s why I was so upset. We had an agreement, we would have a real honeymoon, with everything you imagine in a honeymoon but we wanted to stop that as soon as we were back in Vegas. What happened in Europe stays in Europe. It didn’t work out for me. Unfortunately I found out I had fallen in love while we were in Europe, or even before that? I don’t know and frankly, it scares me and I don’t want to think about it. 

I thought Sofia was fine with the agreement, that she had drew a line and was happy to have everything like it was before. Trying to get some space between us so that I could get my head straight, I became more unhappy with every day I tried to pretend that everything was like it was a few months ago. 

This morning Sofia had enough of me being grumpy and closed up. She made me talk, she made me say all the things I didn’t dare to say and when I was ready to hear that she wants me to move out or leave her alone she kissed me. I can tell you, I’ve never enjoyed anything as much as her lips.”

“Does that mean you and Sofia are really…?”

“Yes.” 

“Wow.” He got up, pulled her in his arms and hugged her. 

“You are not shocked?”

“Shocked? I’m glad you’re happy. It wasn’t nice to see you that sad the last weeks. All the time you were happy when you were with her, I’ve never seen you as happy as today. Besides on your wedding day and I understand why now. There’s no reason to be shocked. I hope she’ll make you happy, Sara.”

“Thanks Greg.” She kissed his cheek. 

“Is she as happy as you are?”

“I hope so. I can tell you it was difficult to get up and not to stay in bed. Today was the first time that I didn’t want to go to work.”

“You saying that means a lot. Something is more important than work to you.”

“Someone. I’ve never thought I’d fall for a woman.”

“For a smug and arrogant lieutenant.”

“Makes it not better.”

“Makes it perfect for you, makes her perfect.”

“She calls me Grumpy Smurf.”

“As I said, so perfect for you. And she looks much better than the guys you had before; besides me of course.”

“You never had me, Greg.”

“Let me go on dreaming a little bit more.” Greg blinked at her and grinned widely when Sara’s cell rang Because of a text  message. 

“I bet that’s a hot blonde missing her stunning brunette.”

“Have you never heard anything of privacy?”

“Not between friends.” He got up. “Call her and tell her you miss her. And that I’ll not stop trying to make you mine.”

“You want her to shoot you?”

“You’d protect me, you always do.”

“Get lost!” Sara laughed. Besides the fact that Sofia would never do anything to Greg, it was true, Sara would protect him. 

"We've a name." Greg caught Sara on her way out of the lab. "Cynthia Talos."

"From the fingerprint?"

"Yes. Arrested with 22 for assaulting an officer. Lives in 279 Tree Road. No cohab listed, no further details."

"Brass is on his way to the gym." Sara thought for a moment. The suspect had been arrested for assaulting an officer, it wasn't the best idea to visit her without a cop by her side.

"Get a blonde."

"Pardon me?"

Greg giggled when he saw Sara's face.

"I can draw a line between private life and work, Greg."

"Of course. But Sofia closed her case five minutes ago. I was around when she told Grissom they had a confession. She's free to work with you. You go with her to Miss Talos and I got with Brass to the gym."

"There's no need to give me the opportunity to work with her."

"Call it selfish, I don't want to go to a person who assaulted an officer. I'm a coward. It's better to feel safe between all the future Arnold Schwarzeneggers than meeting a woman who likes to attack men."

"I don't believe a single word you say."

"You owe me breakfast for that. Today, at seven in our diner."

"Okay. Hurry up to catch Jim. He's invited too."

"Okay Grumpy Smurf."

Before Sara could react Greg was out of sight. Sara grumbled something. It was one thing when Sofia called her pet names, a completely other thing when Greg did that. If he started to become cheeky she had to teach him a lesson.

One click on her speed dial number one and she had Sofia's voice in her ear.

"I heard you closed your case."

"I did. You want to congratulate me for that?"

"Congrat. Do you have some spare time?"

"Depends. What's the offer?"

"I can offer that I visit a suspect, who was arrested and sent to trial for assaulting an officer, alone or that I go there with you so you can make sure I won't get assaulted too."

"I'll be with you right away. Don't you dare to go there on your own."

"I called you so I won't leave without you."

"Good."

No need to get in trouble for going to a suspect alone after she had called a lieutenant as her protection.

Sara opened the file Greg had given to her. A police photo of a young woman from 1999. Over ten years old, she wondered if Cynthia Talos still looked the same. There shouldn't be too many changes in the ten years.

There was no explanation about the case that brought her to jail. No details about the trial, no statements of witnesses. The only thing that was mentioned was, that she had been sent to prison for a year and was allowed to leave after ten months. She couldn't be too bad then.

"Where are we going to?" Sofia came down the hallway.

"279 Tree Road."

"My car is in the front of the main door. I drive you give me the heads up."

"I'll drive us back."

"Deal."

They walked to Sofia's car.

"Tell me about the suspect."

"Cynthia Talos, 33 years old. Got arrested over ten years ago for assaulting an officer. Since that there is nothing added to her file. We found her fingerprints in the same room like the dead body yesterday."

"The male prostitute."

"Pleasure giver."

"Sure." Sofia rolled her eyes. "They offer a kind of sex - or a sexual fantasy - and take money for it. I call that a male whore."

"You are not that open-minded when it comes to paid sex, are you?"

"It's illegal."

"Of course, lieutenant. So is our marriage in Nevada."

"You want to compare our wedding with paid sex?"

"No." Sara put her hand on Sofias, stroke her wedding ring softly. They had never stopped wearing their rings. Even when they came back from Europe and didn't want to act like a married couple, they had kept the rings.

"I'm wondering why you have these...why you feel so uncomfortable about this topic."

"It's the oldest business in the world, I know, it shouldn't be something...I don't know. But I think paying for sex is...maybe the compromise is lame, stupid, wrong, whatever, but for me it's like rape. You have sex with somebody who doesn't want to have sex with you. He or she only agreed because you pay and he or she needs the money. It's a kind of force. The prostitute is forced to have sex with people he or she doesn't know, has to sell his or her body to survive. They don't enjoy it, there's no choice for them. Do you understand what I mean?" Sara looked at Sara.

"I do. I don't support prostitution even when I met a few women who said, they enjoyed their job. The question I ask myself is, do they really enjoy it or do they tell themselves they enjoy so it won't be too bad for them? Is it only a self-protection to come through the night?"

"I'm sure if they get offered another job, they'd take it."

"Do you think Heather expects her employees to have sex with their clients?"

"They come there to be dominated, to dominate somebody. They tie a prostitute...employee to the bed because their fantasy includes bounding. Do you think they're satisfied with only looking at somebody who's bounded? I think they like that because they like to be in control, they like to control people. They go there because they want to feel pain or give pain to somebody else. They injure somebody, they make somebody suffer for their own pleasure. I can't believe people want or like it. Everybody who applies for a job at Heather's place knows he or she will have sex with a stranger and gets paid for that. Sooner or later they'll get paid to feel pain and fear for the pleasure of somebody else."

Sara sat still for a little while, thinking about the words Sofia had said.

"Don't you agree?" The blonde asked.

"I do - partly. It can happen in every relationship that your partner forces you to do something you don't want to. That doesn't mean it happens in bad intention, it can happen by accident. You only have to give in to the request of your partner to have sex when you don't feel like it. You don't get paid but you didn't want it in the first place either."

"I will never force you, Sara." Sofia stopped in front of the red traffic light and turned to her wife.

"I never thought you would. But it can always happen that you do something the other one doesn't want. Accidentally."

"It shouldn't happen in a good relationship. When you talk to each other. If you're in SM then your partner should be happy with this kind of sex too. I'm not sure how anybody can be comfortable receiving a lot of pain or in hurting the one you love, but people do."

"It's a kind of sexual pleasure and a great deal of trust according to Heather."

"I trust you with my life but I don't want you to whip me or whip you."

"I don't want that either - although you do deserve it sometimes."

"Bitch." Sofia hissed and pressed Sara's hand. Both knew the topic was over for now. They couldn't really agree on the points of the other but none of them had problems with the other opinions.

Sofia wondered if their private feelings and life would interfere their work. Could she see Sara like any other colleague? No. She'd never have a conversation like that one with somebody lese than Sara. Even if she'd knew they'd agree with her, it was wasn't possible. This kind of open and deep conversation was only possible with Sara.

"Back to the case. Why did Miss Talos assault an officer?"

"I can't tell you, there're no details in the file."

"Means we're gonna wake up a woman at 5 a.m. who might be dangerous. Not that everybody would be pissed off when somebody rings the bell at this time. Did she shoot at the officer?"

"I can't tell you. It's not mentioned, which doesn't mean it didn't happen. But I like to believe, if she did so, there would be a note and she had been sent to prison for more than a year. She served only ten months of the time."

"A knife, baseball bat or whatever else will be handy. You'll stay behind me."

"Yes lieutenant."

Sofia looked punitively at Sara. That wasn't a joke.

She parked the car in front of a little house and wondered if Cynthia Talos owned the house or if she rent it. Why would you rent a whole house when you're alone? Maybe there was a cohab, not listed but living with her. That could be good if he could calm her down or bad if he didn't mind to assault an officer too.

"It's a nice and quiet area." Sara said when they walked towards the front door.

"It is. Let's hope it stays that way." Sofia rang the door bell. 

Sara was behind the lieutenant as she had been told, her hand ready to get her weapon. It wasn’t her own safety she was worried about, it was more Sofia’s. They were listening hard but nothing seemed to happen. Sofia rang again. Maybe Cynthia Talos ignored the door bell, thinking it might be a practical joke. 

“I can’t hear anything. Do you think she has a very good sleep?”

“Either that or she doesn’t want to open the door.”

“If she’s guilty she won’t be here.”

“If she’s guilty and smart she won’t, no. We can check if there’s a car in the garage.”

“We?” Sofia raised her brows.

“You can’t leave me alone here, can you? She might come out, armed and I’m all alone…”

“I get the point. Come on, you can play officer but you’ll respect the rank.”

“Yes lieutenant.” Sara chuckled. If Sofia felt better with that she’d do exactly what the blonde said. It was her area anyway. The bad thing was, even as a CSI Sofia had been a rank higher than Sara with working as an acting dayshift supervisor. Lucky for Sara she didn’t care about things like that. 

The garage was open and empty. 

“This bird is out.”

“Looks like. What now, lieutenant?”

“I’ll call an officer to have an eye on the house. Ringing on the neighbor doors won’t be a good idea, we won’t get nice and friendly answers at this time. Looks like we’ll have some overtime, Misses Sidle.”

“Yes Misses Curtis.”

“Lieutenant Curtis.”

Sara snorted. 

“As soon as you manage to get a rank I’ll call you by this rank.”

“Is being your wife not a rank?” Sara asked sweetly.

“It’s an honor.”

“You can call me Your Honor in that case.”

“Sure Sara. Here.” Sofia threw the keys to her lover. “Get us back to the lab. We need to find out a little bit more about Miss Talos and I’ll put her out on broadcast.”

“Do you have time for a breakfast?”

“Not the kind of breakfast I’d like to have but I can have a bite, yes. Why?”

“I’ll order some sandwiches, Greg and Brass are joining, we can eat, drink coffee and talk about the case. Maybe the guys found something out in the gym.”

“Like they both need to work out?”

“You tell them. I think they’re both perfect. Jim looks like a caring dad and Greg like the baby brother.”

“I’m not sure everybody sees a caring dad in Jim.”

“Not everybody has to.”

“Well he sees in you his perfect daughter.”

“I’m a lot of things but not perfect.”

“Depends on who you’re asking.” Sofia grinned. 

“Lieutenant are you flirting?”

“Yes I am. I didn’t really flirt with my wife the last couple of weeks, I have a deficit I have to get in balance. What time is breakfast?”

“I’ll call the guys and ask when they’re back. What time do we go back?”

“If we leave at seven we’ll be here around half seven, a good time to wake people up. It’s not the weekend, they should be fine.”

“What exactly is a weekend?” Sara sighed. When was the last weekend she had not to work? Must have been in her honeymoon. Oh well since yesterday she didn’t care about working anymore. Her problem was solved, she and Sofia had talked and it had ended better than Sara has hoped it could. She was more than happy to work with her wife. 

“I’m starving.” Greg almost jumped at the sandwiches. 

“Manners, please.” Jim reproved him. 

“Sorry. Thanks Sara.” And the first sandwich was half in his mouth. 

“You’re welcome.”

“Why do we get treated with a breakfast if I’m allowed to ask?” Jim sat down and took a bacon sandwich, leaving the salad and cheese to Sara. 

“I thought it’s a good way to get the heads up. What did you guys find out?”

“Where’s your lieutenant? Shouldn’t she be here too after you recruited her in the team?”

“She’ll be here any second. Is it alright that she joined us?”

“Fine with me. But I can’t promise she’ll stay with us the next night. You can have an officer but she’s a lieutenant, she needs her own case.”

“I’ll be on my own as soon as you need me anywhere else.” Sofia came in the room with a folder and sat next to Sara. 

“If it’s a quiet night you can work another night with us – in case we won’t close the case this morning.”

“We’re good we can do that.”

“You’ve got anything in your folder that tells us who and where the killer is?” Sara asked. 

“Maybe. I’ve some information about Cynthia Talos. She works in a 24/7 shop. I called there, she hadn’t been in for work yesterday. She’s suppose to work from six am to noon. She didn’t call to say she’s ill and when I called five minutes ago, she wasn’t there either. I think we can go there later and talk to her boss. He said it’s not her style. She has been working there since five years and was always reliable.”

“If she killed Giligan she left after the murder and won’t come back for work.” Brass said. 

“I didn’t tell that the boss. He’ll be in until noon, working her shift. I told him we’ll come over until then. There aren’t any relative of her in Las Vegas. Her parents moved to Michigan ten years ago, just when their daughter came out of prison. I dug in the police archive and found the file of her case. She attacked an officer with her hands, no weapons. According to the officer she jumped at  his back and attacked him. She said, he was harassing her. There wasn’t much evidence to support her or his side that’s why she was allowed to leave after ten months. I guess a good lawyer would have gotten her out completely. After that there was nothing more about her. No more attacks, nothing. She left the city for five years, came back and started her job in the 24/7.”

“Where did she go?”

“Salt Lake City.”

“Did she have any problems there?”

“I couldn’t find anything but I’ll call the police department later.”

“You were busy.” Brass complimented. 

“Of course, I’m a good lieutenant.”

“I’d never say anything else.”

“What did you find out?”

“There was no woman in Giligan’s life. We talked to the owner of the gym, it’s open 24/7 and he knew the vic. He said there were a lot of women gathering around, trying to get his attention but he was always focused on his work out, he never saw the vic leaving with a woman. I’ve the names and addresses of his friends, he used to work out with and we’ll contact them after breakfast.”

“The same we’ll do with the neighbors of Miss Talos.”

“Another double.” Jim sighed. 

“You had a date?” Greg grinned. 

“Not the last years. As you know it’s hard to find somebody who puts up with all the bad sides of the job.”

“True.”

“And after you can’t marry Sara anymore you’ve to find another woman or pay Sofia to let her go. She might do that for the right offer.”

“I doubt that.” Greg giggled. 

“Match her up with a friend of yours. An adult friend.”

“Very funny and I still doubt she’ll go for that. Who would leave Sara for a guy? I wouldn’t.”

“You don’t date guys or did I miss something, Greg?”

“No.”

“What Mister Gossip wants to tell you.” Sara stopped the game Greg was playing. “Is that your best lieutenant won’t look for a man because she has me and she won’t leave me for a man. The wedding in Vegas might have been a joke, the one in Amsterdam was serious.”

“Didn’t you agree on a divorce as soon as one of you finds Mister Right? All you wanted was wearing a wedding dress and a party. That’s what you said.”

“We might have been wrong on that.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. “We thought that was what we wanted. We found out while we were in our honeymoon it’s not true and when we tried to live by this agreement again after the honeymoon, we failed. It didn’t make us happy. We’re much happier since we’ve changed our mind and live our marriage the way you’re suppose to live your marriage.”

“You are in love? In real love?”

“I don’t want to live without Sara in my life and I don’t want to sleep in my bed without her anymore.”

“And I don’t want to be a separated from Sofia. The last three months were hell, we tried to go back to our old life, like it was before we got married. I didn’t know being friends can suck that much.” Sara smiled at Sofia. 

“In that case I think I’ve to congratulate you again. I don’t know who has made the better catch I think you’re even. What a lost to the men’s world. Poor Greg.”

“Tell me about it. I’ll fight for my Sara, no matter how danger-ous Sofia is. One day she might be send away for advanced training and then I’ll take the chance…” He stopped when he saw Sofia’s eyes sharp like knives on him. 

“I won’t send her away from her wife, Greg. Only if she wants to go away for advanced training. Otherwise she’ll stay where she belongs.”

“Everybody is working against me.”

“Find somebody else for your heart and we’ll work for you.” Sara offered. She wasn’t available for Greg, had never been. And now she wasn’t available for anybody else than Sofia for the rest of her life. At least that was what she really hoped. 

“I’m sure Sofia agrees with me when I say there’s nobody like you.”

“I do agree with you, Greg. But after we know now Sara isn’t the right one for you, you can have a look for somebody who isn’t like her.”

“I’ll need some time to forget my dream woman, she made me happy for so many years.”

“I can go on making you happy the way I made you happy the last years.” Sara laughed. “All you need to do is bear in mind that I’m married and you’ll never replace my wife.”

“If we go together to a weekend seminar…”

“We’ll have separated rooms.”

“You don’t want to share a bed with me?”

“I told you, when you’re gay, I saw you kissing with your boyfriend, we can talk about that again.”

“Kissing a man to get Sara in my bed…I don’t think I’ll sacrifice that much for one night next to you. Especially because whenever my hand will come a little closer to you, you’ll slap it away and Sofia will kill me for that later.”

“Like I said, get yourself a girlfriend who isn’t married.” Sara blinked at Greg. He was the only man who was allowed to flirt with her like that. She had never minded when he tried to make her his. 

Part 3

“That bitch ran away. I hate it when they run.” Sofia grumbled. “She knew we’re after her and she took off. Bloody bitch. But we’ll get her, no matter where she hides, sooner or later she will find herself handcuffed and humpf…” The rest of Sofia’s angry sentence went down in a passionate kiss. Sara had made the decision the easiest way to get the work out of her wife’s head was kissing her. 

“Finally.” Sara said before she pushed Sofia on the couch. 

“We’re not in our honeymoon anymore.”

“Not? I feel like having a second honeymoon.” Sara started to undress Sofia. “I wasted three months of my marriage, thought it was over, since twenty-four hours I know it’s not and I will celebrate that. Your shoes are in my way.”

“If they are in your way do something.”

“If you not cooperate, lieutenant, I’ll make you regret that.”

“Will you? How?” Sofia grinned.

“You don’t want to know.”

“I dare you, Sara.”

“You’ll regret it.”

“Make me regret it.”

“My pleasure…”

“These duties of a wife are really nice.” Sofia had Sara in her arms and kissed her hair. 

“I know.”

“But you were mean.”

“I told you that you’ll regret not to cooperate.”

“You tortured me.”

“You can go to the police and complain.”

“Mhm, I’m sure they want to have every detail…where your hands exactly go when you dragged me naked under the shower, what your lips did to my breasts, how you bit me softly and how it felt when you had my toe in your mouth and sucked it…I think I can understand men now better.”

“I’m glad I could broaden your mind.”

“You had some fun.”

“Indeed.”

“Why did we have this idea that we want everything like it was before we got married?”

“I don’t know about you but I was scared if we had said at the beginning, we want a real married life that it would have been too much and we couldn’t handle the new situation, the pres-sure. And that you’d say no to the wedding idea. I mean it was supposed to be a joke, some fun.”

“Mhm…”

“Not?”

“I don’t know. I mean we were both joking about this but when I turned forty we both stopped talking about the wedding.”

“Yes…I didn’t want to scare you or put you under pressure. I thought you didn’t mean it seriously.”

“I did. I think I realized when we made the decision when the wedding is, how serious I was. And after the wedding kiss I knew I wanted the whole wedding packet. I probably did that for a long time.”

“Did you?” Sofia looked surprised at Sara. She didn’t know that her best friend had these feelings for her for a long time.

“I can’t imagine they came all out of the blue, only because we got married. I’m sure there had been some feelings before, but I ignored them, didn’t see that they were there or didn’t know what they meant.”

“I know what you mean. I mean before we got married I never slept with a woman but I’ve to say, I don’t really miss a man. I can’t say you left me unsatisfied every night.”

“Not? I’m glad you’re satisfied. As I told you, you’re better than my colleges experience.”

“She didn’t raise the bar high, no challenge. I need to be better than all the guys you had. That’s my goal for our marriage.”

“Why don’t you take on a real challenge.”

“Like what?”

“Like making me happy completely instead of only focusing on sex.”

“I thought I’ve made you happy all the years we’ve been friends.”

“You did.”

“So I need a new goal. What doesn’t mean I’ll stop making you happy in all the other departments of your life. I like my wife happy.”

“How can I make you happy?”

“You do that already, Sara. You always did. All I want from you is being together with you for the rest of our lives.”

“Sounds like something I can agree on.”

“Good.” Sofia kissed her wife. It felt so good to have her in her arms, to feel Sara’s skin on her own. 

“Sofia?”

“Mhm?”

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“You asked me something a few months ago…about your pregnancy…”

“You changed your mind? That’s alright.” Sofia had asked Sara if she could imagine that they become parents together. She knew how unsure Sara was about everything that included family and children especially. 

“No I didn’t. I wanted to know when you want to get pregnant.”

“Well, we’re done with the house, we’re happy together, I think now would be a good time to start the first try.”

“Do you want to stay at home after you gave birth?”

“For a few weeks, yes. But I’m not made to be a housewife and stay here, raise the kids and exchange recipes with the neighbors.”

Sara started laughing. She couldn’t imagine Sofia like that. 

“Don’t laugh. I need to be a cop and you know I want to be a captain. Do you want to stay at home and take care of our child?”

“Me? I’m the wrong person.”

“Why would you be the wrong person?”

“With my childhood…”

“…that taught you how not to do it and you’ll give all the love you didn’t get to our child. I’m sure you’d be a great mother, Sara. But I know you need your job too. I think we can get a day care place and…well…I might change to days because we can’t leave the child alone at night.”

“That means I can’t work with you anymore. I’ll miss that.”

“We’ll see what will happen…my mom is retired by then, she can be the babysitter.”

“She’ll love that idea.”

“She’s asking for grandchildren since fifteen years. She will get a grandchild if she takes care of it while we’re working. I think it’s fair and it will give her something to do.”

“You should talk to her about that ask if she really wants a grandchild.”

“She has no other choice now. Grandmother Curtis.”

“Captain grandmother Curtis? Grandmother captain Curtis? Grandmother captain? Captain grandmother?”

“You can call her ‘mom’, Sara.”

“She’ll shoot me when she finds out we’re not pretending anymore.”

“She won’t kill her daughter-in-law. She likes you.”

“She likes me as long as she thinks we’re playing.”

“She’ll like you anyway. Trust your wife on that. I know her.” Sofia smiled. She had to tell her mother that she and Sara were more than friends now. She was sure the captain wouldn’t have any problems with that. 

“Come in.” Lady Heather smiled when she saw Sara and even more when she saw Sofia next to the brunette. 

“I’m sorry but we don’t have much time, Heather.” Said Sara before Heather could guide them to the living room and offer some tea. 

“You’re on the run?”

“Kind of. We may have a suspect and I’d like you to have a look at a photo.”

“Okay. Do you need a lieutenant for protection?”

“You asked for her the last time I thought I bring her with me this time. You never know one of your clients might be dangerous.”

“I’m sure if somebody looks at you twice Sofia will arrest this person.”

“I’ll shoot them.” Sofia smiled a bit. She wasn’t that comfortable around Heather like Sara was but she was getting better. 

“Of course.”

“Nobody touches or harasses my wife.”

“I can see that.”

“How?”

“Your look. It has changed since the last time I saw you two together. Can I congratulate you for being married by heart?”

“I think we we’ve been married by heart all the time. Our heads needed a little bit more time to understand what had happened.” Sara chuckled. 

“Honey, the photo.” Sofia had problems to stay serious. But it was her role to be the cop and to be concentrated on the case and not to drift into small talk with Heather. 

“Of course, sorry.” Sara bit her lips not to laugh. She got a photo of Cynthia Talos out. “Do you know this woman?”

“Yes. I saw her a few times here. I can’t give you a name.”

“Cynthia Talos.”

“Did she kill Giligan?”

“We don’t know for sure. Her prints are in the room and she’s gone.”

“If I see her here again I’ll contact you.”

“Do you know if she was a regular? Did she go all the times to Giligan?”

“I can check his books, but I’m sure you did the same. She won’t be here with her real name.”

“He had a note in his calendar that his last client was a CC. Cynthia fits but not the surname. Unfortunately he has all his clients only with two letters written down. There are some appointments with a ‘CC’ written in, I doubt it was her all the time. Was Giligan into suffocating?”

“If a clients pays enough he might have agree on it. I don’t know exactly what my employees do.”

“Do you know if she was only a client of Giligan?”

“No but feel free to ask my employees. They all want to help, they’ll answer all your questions. I can give you a list of the ones who have the night off.”

“That would be helpful, thanks.”

“Give me five minutes for the list.” Heather got up. “I know Andrea in room five is at the moment without a client, you can go and talk to her. When you’re done with that I’ll have the list of everybody who isn’t in tonight and can tell you with whom you can talk when without interrupting a session.”

“You support our business we won’t disturb your business.” Sofia smiled. “If you want you can wait for the list Sara and I talk to Andrea. We’ll be faster if we asked them all separately.”

“Alright.” Sara was glad Sofia’s relationship to Lady Heather was better. She had hated it when the dominatrix and her wife –  or friend at that time – had problems with each other. To be fair it was Sofia who had the problems.

“Thanks again for your help, Heather.”

“It’s part of your investigation, Sara, you can get all these information, no matter if I’d like it or not.”

“You can make me get a warrant.”

“You’d get it and why should I do something like that? I want the killer of Giligan in prison, of course I help you.”

“I hope we’ll get her soon if she’s the killer.”

“You and your sexy lieutenant won’t take long to get her or whoever killed him.”

“Sexy lieutenant?” Sara chuckled. “I won’t tell her you called her that.”

“Better not. You never know how she might react. She might call it sexual harassment.”

“She won’t, be nice to my wife.”

“Always.” Heather handed her two sheets of paper. Tine to leave the personal level and go back to the professional. 

Sara and Sofia had talked to all women and men in Heather’s club but nobody else had Cynthia Talos as a client. Two had seen her but nobody had talked to her. 

After that their ways had separated. Sofia was back in the department, looking if there was anything on her search for Talos and Sara went back in the lab, working on evidence. 

It was almost eight when she came home, in company. She hadn’t talked to Sofia and was surprised when she saw Sofia’s mother in the kitchen and not Sofia.

“Marie.”

“Good morning Sara. Lady Heather, what a surprise to see you here.” 

“Good morning captain Curtis, how are you?”

“You know each other?” Sara furrowed her brows. She had invited Heather for breakfast. Usually they had their breakfasts in a diner this time she wanted to show Heather her new place. The other woman hadn’t been in the house and was curious to see it.

“The job of the captain brought us together a few times.”

“You’re a friend of Sara?”

“Surprised?”

“She never mentioned it.”

“Sorry mom, I had to…oh…” Sofia stopped when she saw Heather and Sara. “I didn’t know you bring company.” 

“Ditto.” Sara smirked a bit. It looked like both of them had thought a breakfast could be nice and brought company.

 “I hope you’re alright with me being here, Sofia.” Heather said.

“Of course.” Sofia put the bottle of juice on the bench. “I’m sure my wife invited you and you didn’t follow her without being asked.”

“No I didn’t.” Heather chuckled. 

“Your house-sharing community brings some surprises.” Marie reckoned. 

“House-sharing community? Uhm mom, she’s my wife… oh…” Sofia grinned. Right, there was something she had forgot to mention to her mother. With a smile Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her shortly. “I forgot to tell you, we don’t share a house anymore. We found out that’s too much space, we share a bed now. It’s much better, I can hold Sara better in my arms and she can snuggle into mine. Sleeping in different rooms didn’t make us happy. I guess I want my wife with me whenever it’s possible and changed a little bit of the wedding contract. It’s not a fun marriage anymore, it’s a love marriage. Say good morning to your daughter-in-law and forget every-thing about any sons-in-law. You won’t get them, I’m married to the right person for me.”

“What?” The color had vanished out of Marie’s face.

“I love her; the way you’re supposed to love your wedding partner. No fun, mom, I really love her. She makes me happy, she’s the one I want, she’s the one I want to spend the rest of my life with. I hope you can live with that.”

“Sara?” Marie looked stunned at Sara.

“She’s right. We’re in real love. I know it was supposed to be a joke but it turned out to be very serious. I want to spend the rest of my life with your daughter and I don’t want be without her anytime, anywhere. And I really hope you won’t shoot me for that.”

“You and her…you are…since when?”

“We can’t tell you. We can tell you since when we know, that’s two days now, but when it really started we don’t know.” Sofia smiled a bit. “Might have started weeks, months or years ago. We needed some time to realize it and some time to tell the other what we were actually feeling. And don’t you dare to shoot my wife or scare her or do anything bad to her, mother. She is your daughter-in-law, be nice!”

“You talk to me like I’m a monster.”

“You can behave like one. I know how much you enjoy scaring people.”

“Your wife is too smart to let me scare her.” Marie smiled.

Sofia went to her mother and hugged her. “Thanks.”

“What for?”

“Not freaking out because we don’t pretend to be a couple anymore. You could be mad and tell me to get a grip, find a man and marry him so that you’ll get your son-in-law.”

“I want a happy daughter. Sara makes you happy, she had made you happy the last years as a friend I’m sure she’ll make you happy as a wife too. Even when she brings guests home who don’t work in the law enforcement.”

“I cooperate with the law enforcement.”

“She does.” Sara agreed. “Whenever we have a case related to sex crime Heather is a perfect source and help. Besides that she’s a friend.”

“And a strong woman what makes us four strong women having breakfast together. Since when did you know my daughter and Sara aren’t pretending anymore?”

“They more or less told me last night.”

“You saw it before we said anything.” Sara corrected. 

“It was in the way they looked at each other.”

“You better be nice to your wife.”

“I will Marie, I promise.”

“I’m not talking to you, I’m talking to my daughter. Don’t you dare to mess around with Sara. Be nice, do what she’s asking for and treat her like a queen. You won’t get anybody better than her. Do you understand me, lieutenant?”

“Yes captain!” Sofia smirked.

“They have to make out of everything a police issue.” Sara rolled her eyes laughing. 

“Miss Talos, what a pleasure to meet you.” Sofia greeted the woman they had looked for for two days.

“Bite me.”

“Thanks for the offer but no thank you. I don’t assault suspects.” She sat next to Sara, opposite to Cynthia Talos who was accompanied by her lawyer. 

“We were looking for you, where have you been?”

“Not your business.”

“The report said you were found in Phoenix. That’s a long trip, especially when you’re suppose to work.”

“Fuck you!” 

“My mother complains about my manners all the time I think if she’d meet you she’d see I’m not that bad…oh I see you met her. She took you here from Boulder City.” Sofia smiled. Her mother had taken over when the police of Nevada told them they had found Cynthia Talos. Sofia’s mother, who was in Boulder at that time and wanted to go to Vegas later, had offered to escort the suspect to the LVPD department. 

“Two police bitches in one family, a reason to kill the whole family.”

“She is really not nice.” Sofia shook her head. “And there we go, you assaulted an officer when he asked you to come with him.”

“He assaulted me.”

“He has a broken rip you look fine.”

“Not my fault if he’s a wimp.”

“Was Giligian Walt a wimp too?”

“Who?”

“Nice try, we’ve some witnesses who saw you and him. Pleasure and pain are sometimes quite close, aren’t they?”

“Where did your witnesses see my client?” The first time the lawyer spoke and from the sound of his voice Sofia didn’t like him. 

“At Lady Heather’s house.”

“And what kind of house is that?”

“It’s all about pleasure and pain. I wonder if your client was the submissive part or if she was the dominatrix.”

“You take whores as witnesses?”

“I’ve two tax paying civilians with no rap sheet as witnesses. As you will know prostitution is illegal in Clark County, they are pleasure giver. Apparently not sexual but maybe your client can tell us more after she had been there at least three times.”

“Rumors.”

“I agree with your lawyer, it might be a little bit shady to listen what two pleasure giver tell but the thing is, we found your finger prints in the room with a dead body. Now I believe that people can mistake other people when they’ve only a quick look at each other but these fingerprints are yours and they were in this room. That tells me you were there.”

“That doesn’t mean my client killed anybody.”

“I didn’t say that. I asked her if she knows Giligan Walt.”

“They don’t tell you their real name, officer.”

“Lieutenant.” And bang, she  liked him even less. Sofia handed a photo of Giligan Walt over.

“Yeah I saw him. And?”

“When did you see him the last time?”

“Don’t know, a while ago. He wasn’t my type.”

“See, there you go. Her prints were in the room from the last time she saw him.”

“A while ago? Like a month? Two? A week? Two? Be a little bit more specific.”

“Last month.”

Sofia looked at Sara.

“I don’t call you a liar, Miss Talos, but the fingerprints we lifted weren’t that old. These rooms get cleaned daily, we checked that. There are some prints in cleaned room, you never get them all away, but your prints were all over the place.”

“They had a bad cleaner, they should fire her. Not my fault.”

“Let me be more specific: your prints were above all other prints. We found three different prints next to the victims prints. There were two people in the room the night Giligan Walt was killed before he met his killer. We talked to the other people, they came forward and both have alibis for the time of the killing. Where have you been around midnight? The night from Tuesday to Wednesday?”

“Home I’ve to work in the morning.”

“Yeah we talked to your boss, he’s not happy that you didn’t show up and didn’t call in sick.” Sofia leant back. “Give me more than a ‘I was at home’. That’s not enough.”

“You’ve the prints of my client in a whorehouse, you’ve no idea how the cleaners work. That’s no evidence.”

“I told you, we checked the other rooms, they’re clean. And the prints of your client are all over the room. If the cleaner would be as bad as you try to make me believe, there would be around one hundred other prints in the room. All these prints are from the night of the murder. Your client has no alibi, if you’re worth your money you should make her confess so that she can get a deal for cooperation.”

“Fuck you and your cooperation. You’ve nothing.” Cynthia Talos yelled.

Sofia shook her head. Was the woman so stupid or was she playing dumb? 

“I’ve your prints, you have no alibi, isn’t that enough?”

“Coincidence.”

“I do believe in coincidence.” Sara said. “But I don’t believe in bad lies. I’ve got your car only a block away from Lady Heather’s place. A traffic camera caught you, perfect in time for being there after the killing. So much for being home.” She pushed a photo over. That was on Greg’s credit, Her friend had looked through dozens of traffic cameras close to Lady Heather’s place and found this photo of Cynthia Talos’ car.

“It’s not me in the car.”

“Not? Think again, we’ve a CSI in your car, lifting finger-prints. If there are no prints of anybody else you’ll be even deeper in this then you already are. And we can see a difference between your print a  print of somebody else that might  be a couple of weeks old when you had your car in a garage for changing oil.”

Cynthia Talos lifted her middle finger. 

“No cooperation. Cynthia Talos I arrest your for the killing of Giligan Walt.” Sofia didn’t feel like talking to this woman any longer. They had a lot evidence, they got more with the car and they’d find something in Talos’ house that connected her to Walt. She didn’t need a confession to arrest the woman. 

“I love you.” Sara kissed Sofia softly. 

“I love you too and I’m so happy we’re not pretending anything anymore.” Sofia snuggled into Sara arms. 

“Me too. You can’t imagine how much I wanted you to be in my arms when I was alone in my bed. Such a stupid idea to end something we enjoyed so much.”

“What happened in Europe stays in Europe.”

“Yeah, Stupid. I mean why stop something we both enjoyed? We both wanted. It wasn’t like it was hurting somebody. We didn’t do anything wrong. There was no need to stop it.”

“I know. We won’t do something stupid like that again.”

“We won’t have a honeymoon again.”

“Only if we get divorced and married again. Some people do that.”

“It was wonderful and perfect I don’t want to repeat it, it will never be as great and special like the last time.”

“True.” Sofia kissed Sara’s neck. She loved kissing and nibbling on Sara’s neck, shoulders and throat. 

“I’m glad your mom didn’t freak out.”

“I told you she likes you.”

“As your friend, yes.”

“As a person. You heard her, if I’m not nice to you I’ll be in trouble with her.”

“There’s no need that she’ll give you some trouble. There won’t be anything left of you when I’m done with you.”

“I’m scared now.”

“You better are.”

“Do you really think I’d do anything to hurt you?”

“No.” Sara smiled and kissed Sofia. “I don’t think that.”

“Good. I love you and I don’t want to hurt you. I hope I never did hurt you.”

“No you didn’t.”

“Not even the last months?”

“Not your fault that we had this stupid agreement.”

“I could have told you I don’t want it.”

“Same could I’ve done. But no need to think about that anymore, we stopped that and are finally where we belong: arm in arm in the same bed.”

“Talking about the same bed…who’ll give up her room?”

“We don’t have to give up a room. Your bed is bigger, we can keep this one and mine will be for guests. If that’s alright with you.”

“Absolutely.”

“So tell me, Misses Curtis, what do you expect from your wedding? Now that it turned into a real wedding. What do you hope for?”

“Long nights with my wife.”

“We’ve got plenty of cases, don’t worry.” Sara smirked.

“I mean in bed, stupid.” Sofia poked Sara softly. “More holidays, a lot of shared time together and some support for my child wish.”

“You’ve my support, you know that.”

“Do I get a ovum of you?”

“If I’ve to go to a doctor I want her to take more then one in case it won’t work the first time. Usually in-vitro doesn’t work right away. How many tries would you take?”

“I’ve to see how my body reacts, not more than four per year and not longer than two highest three years. The first child with forty-three, that’s old. Do you think we can adopt one?”

“One day maybe.”

“We’ll be too old by then.”

“Probably. Okay, are three years alright with you? And four treatments per year?”

“You’ll have them, Sofia.”

“Yes but you’ve to live with me. You’ll have to handle me when it doesn’t work and when I’m sad.”

“Like I’ve to cope with you when you’re pregnant and moody and bitchy and…ouch…”

“I won’t be moody, Grumpy Smurf.”

“If you suggest I’m moody by calling me names, I’ve to say I’m not moody, I’m steady in a bad mood.”

“Yeah, I know that. Warm and welcoming was something else. The ice queen of the night shift, cold bitch.”

“Ecklie’s pet.”

“I’ve never been Ecklie’s pet. If I had done what he wanted me to do Grissom had lost his job I had kept mine we had never worked together.”

“I’m so glad you were demoted.” Sara pulled Sofia in her arms. “I’m sorry I was that bitchy but I’m really glad you were demoted and came to night shift. I’m glad I met you and that we finally became friends after you were a detective…”

“You mean after you got Grissom.”

“Yes.” Sara grinned.

“You wasted two years.”

“It wasn’t wasted time.”

“Uh-huh. You could have taken me.”

“Sure as if you’d taken me with arms wide open.”

“Of course…if I had been very drunk.”

“You’re already not really nice when you’re not pregnant.”

“Just like you had been.”

“Retrogression.” 

“Showing how it is to have somebody bitchy around.”

“Maybe it’s better if I go back to my bed…” Sara tried to get up but was held back by Sofia. 

“Don’t you ever dare to try that again, Misses Sidle! You’ll stay with me in this bed until I tell you that you can go to your old bed with me. You don’t sleep alone in a bed anymore. Forget that. You’ve lost that right three days ago when you told me you love me and you don’t want to pretend to be friends. You’ve to live with me now.”

“Have I?”

“Yes. I won’t let you go and if you try to fight I’ll handcuff you to the bed.”

“I knew that is one of your fantasies. Me tight up your bed. That’s why you became a detective instead of staying a CSI, you wanted handcuffs for your private pleasure. I bet you used them a few times for more than restraining suspects.”

“I don’t use my work handcuffs for that, I’ve a pair of fluffy ones next to the bed and you’ll meet them if you won’t come back in the bed right away.”

“Maybe I want to meet them.” Sara smirked. 

“Don’t dare me.”

“Coward.”

Sofia got on top of Sara, her lips close to the brunette’s left ear. “Your luck is that I love your hands on my body otherwise you’d be restrained until we’ve to go to work.” 

“Really?” Sara put her hands on each side of Sofia’s hips, started to let them run softly over the naked skin. “Where do you like them exactly?”

“Try to find out. You’re the investigator, investigate!” 

“My pleasure.” Sara pulled Sofia’s head down for a long kiss. Maybe she needed her hands and it was good that she wasn’t cuffed to the bed. She’d come back to that later. 
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Part 1

I am nothing but tired. Man I’m just tired and bored with myself. Hey there baby, I could use just a little help.

Sara could understand ‘The boss’ Bruce Springsteen and his words. She was tired too. The last three weeks she had been working without a day off and most of these days were filled with double shifts. With Cath being away for advanced training and Nick being ill, the night shift had been short handed. 

“You work too much.” 

“Huh?” Sara almost jumped up when she heard Sofia’s voice.

“You’ve been working too long; again.” The blonde sat next to Sara, who was laying on the couch. Why was she here? She came home, wanted to sit down for a minute and then have a shower and go to bed. Did she fall asleep on the couch before she could do that? 

“I missed you in bed.” Sofia stroke Sara’s hair out of her face. 

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to fall asleep here. What time is it?”

“Four.”

“You slept long. When did you come home?”

“Around nine. How long have you been back?”

“Two hours.” She was surprised how long she had slept on the couch. 

“Come on, go to bed. You need some more sleep.”

“I’ve to be back in the lab by eight.” Seven would be better but she knew she’d get some trouble with Sofia when she started to argue about her work begin. 

“Enough time to sleep another three hours. Come on, you can’t go on with only two hours of sleep on the couch.”

“I’d prefer to spend some time with you.” She had barely seen Sofia with all these cases and the last four Sara worked on, Sofia was at another case. 

“I can come with you. I’m not that tired anymore but I’d never say no to an hour in the arms of my wife.” Sofia pulled Sara up from the couch and pushed to towards the bedroom.

“I need a shower.” Sara tried to protest.

“Later. First you need some sleep.” Sofia knew if she’d let Sara have a shower the brunette wouldn’t go to bed at all. 

“I need my wife.”

“I’m here.” Sofia placed Sara in their bed, started to undress her.

“Mhm…I need you closer.” 

“Soon baby.” Sofia threw Sara’s socks away and covered both up under the blanket. Her wife was almost asleep again.

“I love you.” Sara mumbled.

“I love you too.” Sofia kissed Sara softly and snuggled in her arms. 

Two days later Sara had finally a night off. Cath was back and also Nick was working again. The chance to give her some time to breathe. 

“I think that was the first time in weeks that I saw you sleeping eight hours in a row and the first time since our honeymoon that I was awake before you and could watch you sleep.” Sofia kissed a little bit of eye gunk away from Sara’s eyes.  

“I feel much better now. Eight hours of sleep, what a tread. Now I’m ready for adventure. Shall we go out tonight? A nice cocktail bar? Dancing?”

“You go dancing and I’ll watch you.”

“Huh? Why should I dance without you? And why don’t you want to dance? You love dancing, you’re the first one on the dance floor.”

“I think I need to skip dancing, I need some more quiet time.”

“Don’t start with stupid things like you’re too old for dancing and having fun. That’s bullshit.”

“Only a little break.”

“Are you ill?” Sara eyed her wife skeptical. When Sofia wasn’t in the mood for a night on the dance floor she must be serious ill. 

“No.”

“Cocktail night?”

“I think I’ll skip that one too.”

“What is wrong with you?”

“Nothing, I’m fine.”

“No dance, no cocktails…do you want to spend time with me or do you also want to skip that?”

“Stupid question.” Sofia bent over and kissed Sara. 

“Just checking.”

“Can you live with me not going out for a dance and a cocktail?”

“Of course I can. It’s me, I can live on books.”

“No, you’re that much a geek anymore. But it’s good to know you’re fine with being at home. We might do that a little more often now.”

“Will we?”

“Yes. I doubt my mom will come along every night so that we can go out.”

“Since when do we need your mom to go out?”

“We will in seven months.”

“What?” Slowly the fog started to disappear out of Sara’s head and she could see where Sofia was taking her. No wild dances, no alcohol, quiet nights at home, her mother come along when they wanted to go out…

“I’m pregnant.”

“You’re not.” They had only one treatment and the doctor had told them it was very likely that they’d need more, that three to five treatments weren’t unusual.

“That isn’t exactly the happy response I wanted to hear.” There was some shock in Sara’s voice, like an anxious boyfriend who saw his life blowing away because his girlfriend was pregnant. 

“Sorry.” Sara took Sofia in her arms. It had slipped out her mouth. 

“I am. I was at the doctor yesterday, we’ll be parents in seven months. Say goodbye to your freedom and your old life, we’ll spend a lot of time here, smoothing a crying baby, changing diapers, singing lullabies and telling stories. You’ll be a mommy soon.”

“Wow.”

“Are you happy?” Sofia wanted a proper answer. 

“Who’s asking the stupid questions now?” Sara kissed Sofia passionately. Her wife was pregnant. So fast, so easily. 

“You were never that much into having children…”

“I’m only concerned if I can be good enough.” What if she sucked as a mother? What if she wasn’t good enough? If she couldn’t love the child like she was supposed to love it? Her parents didn’t love her, she never learnt how it is to love a child, a family member. Hell, sometimes it scared her how much she loved Sofia because she wasn’t used to love that much, to be loved the way Sofia loved her. 

And now there would be a baby. A little human who needed her, needed her help, needed her love to survive. When she screwed up here, she not only screwed up her own life but also the life of a baby. It was up to her to create an environment for the baby that taught him or her what love, trust and respect was. 

“You’ll be a great mom, don’t worry.”

“I do worry. It’s a responsibility for a life.”

“Yes. And I hope it has your DNA.”

“What?” 

Sofia grinned. The in-vitro fertilization had given her the opportunity to have an ovum of Sara and herself. She had asked for two ovum for every treatment. Some women had three or four but Sofia thought that it would be crazy to be pregnant the first time with quadruplets and having the possibility that she might give birth to three or four children. Twins were more than enough in her age and with no children before. 

“It might have your DNA, there’s no chance to tell if it’s your or my DNA. And I don’t want or need a DNA test because it doesn’t matter, it’s our child.”

“I hope it has your DNA.”

“I prefer the sexy gap.”

“Not another stunning blonde? And the jealous mother standing behind the door at night, her gun loaded, waiting for all the admires of her daughter, ready to shoot them all if they come to close or have their hands in areas they’re not suppose to have them.”

“Stop making fun of me, you’re not better. You’ll be the same.”

“I’ll be out working while you sit at home and be a housewife.”

“I told you I won’t be a housewife. I’ll work until I’m due for four weeks, stay at home for two months or three and go back to work.”

“What does your mother say?”

“She doesn’t know that I’m pregnant. I wanted to tell my wife first.”

“Thanks.”

“We can tell my mom together, I invited her over tonight. I’m sure she’ll be happy and will offer to be a baby sitter. She’ll stop working in three months, that means she’ll have a lot of spare time and my dad will be happy if her attention gets away from him and towards the baby. I’d say our timing is perfect.”

“Your timing. I did nothing.”

“It might be your ovum.” Sofia really hoped it was Sara’s ovum. Then it was really their child. Sara’s DNA, but it had lived for nine months in Sofia’s body. She would give the child something of herself. 

“You are pregnant.” Sara still had some problems to believe that. The first treatment and it was successful. Their life would change now. 

“Yes.”

“Do we have to go to these baby courses?”

“Unless you know everything about babies and know what to do, we should.”

“I’ve no idea, I’ve never been a babysitter.” What if she hurt the baby? When she dropped it? Could she handle a baby? 

“In that case we need to look for that. And we have to start decorating a room…no wait, we don’t know if it’s a boy or a girl…”

“Don’t tell me you want a pink room if it’s girl. Please don’t say that.”

“Soft pink, some deep red hearts on the wall, a lot of fluff… honey you’re so pale, are you alright?” Sofia laughed. It was so easy to scare Sara. 

“Not funny.”

“No I don’t want a girlie pink room. I do want cartoons on the wall, a lot of colors but something that fits for both, girl and boy. And we need a baby safe house.”

“I saw some protection for the stairs…it’s a little bit early to think of that, isn’t it? I mean it won’t walk the first year.”

“Crawling is enough for falling down the stairs and now we’ve the time to prepare. Later the baby will need a lot of time and we won’t have time to do everything. And with every day my belly will get bigger and bigger and I won’t be able to move.”

“In that case we should start shopping right away.” Sara wanted to get up but Sofia stopped her.

“Seven months, Sara. Seven. I think it will be alright if we have a quiet evening after these weeks of work and doubles.”

“I hope you’ll stop working doubles…and get a job in the office.”

“Never. I won’t end up in the office for months.”

“Months? Years. Being a lieutenant is too dangerous for a mother.”

“We’ll have a serious fight if you really mean that.” Sofia grumbled. “I won’t give up working and I will go on working as a lieutenant and I will become a captain later. No child will stop me from doing that. And I hope my wife is with me and won’t want me to stop working on my dreams.”

“You are getting angry.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll take care?”

“I always take care, Sara. Especially since I’m married. I don’t want you to be a widow and I don’t want you be alone with our child. I want to be with the two of you. I will step back a bit but I won’t stop working. I might take my bullet proofed vest with me more often.”

“Always.” Now it was Sara who was grumbling. She hated it that Sofia almost all the time didn’t wear her vest. It was too dangerous and she didn’t have the time when out of the blue a shooting started to put on the vest. That was point they’d never agree on and Sara hoped by being pregnant Sofia would consider the brunette’s point of view again. 

“We’ll see. What worries me more is the time after the birth. Shall I change to days? I mean we can’t ask my mother to baby sit every night.”

“No, that wouldn’t be fair.”

“I’ll miss working with you.”

“It doesn’t have to be for the rest of your life. When the child is older you can come back to nights.”

“It has to be old enough that we can leave it alone, I won’t do that until it’s sixteen.”

“Maybe I should change to day too.”

“You like working nights and you like the guys.”

“I love you and with you on days and me on nights we won’t see much of each other, Sofia. You are more important than the job.” Not even the swing shift was something Sara could consider. If Sofia was working days, she wanted to switch too. She didn’t get married to see her wife twice a day for a minute. 

Sofia pulled Sara back in her arms and kissed her. With both on day it would be much easier. They could bring the baby to day care and be home at nights. If their supervisors agreed on that it could solve the problem. 

„I didn’t know you got a boost in pay.” Sofia looked at the very expensive looking furniture of the restaurant they were standing in front of. Sara had surprised her with an invitation to dinner, Sofia expected their favorite restaurant with huge steaks and a variety of salads. To be in front of one of the most exclusive and expensive restaurants was something she didn’t expect. 

“I didn’t.”

“Why are we here?”

“My wife is pregnant, I don’t celebrate that in a cheap place, I want the best and I read in a gourmet magazine, this restaurant has the best steaks in town. My wife deserves the best she can get.” Sara got her arm around Sofia. They would be parents in a few months, there wasn’t a better reason to celebrate. 

“So you treated me with a Europe trip when I married you and now I get a five star steak because I’ll give you a child? Are you buying me?”

“I didn’t promise you these things before we got married or you got pregnant, I give them to you after all these events and as far as I can remember, you paid your part of the Europe trip by yourself plus a very expensive ticket for me in Vienna. Did you try to buy me?”

“Yes, I wanted to make sure you don’t go back to friendship and keep the marriage alive. It worked out – three months later.”

“One word of you and there would have never been a three months gap.” Sara kissed Sofia’s earlobe. 

“I thought you were serious with this ‘what happened in Europe stays in Europe’ thing.”

“Ditto.”

“We need to talk more. This shouldn’t happen with the parenting.”

“Mhm, we need evenings alone to…talk.” Sara had stop herself from kissing Sofia, this wasn’t the time and the place to fall for her wife; again.

“Maybe we should go home and call the delivery service.” Sofia suggested with a grin. She felt that Sara was more interested in her than in the food. 

“No, I booked a table for us. I’ll get myself together.” She sighed and got a foot between her and her wife. What a pity, it was so tempting to go home with Sofia and get something delivered. But she had planed this and wanted Sofia to have the best steak in Las Vegas.

With a smile she opened the door for Sofia. That gave her also the chance to admire her wife. In a long, blue dress, not in high heels anymore but black shoes that showed Sofia’s feet as good as a high heel did, slender legs and still a stunning body, Sofia took not only Sara’s breath away.

The waiter guided them to their table, where candle light and a glass of sparkling champagne was already waiting. 

“Impressive.” Sofia pushed her champagne to Sara. She was sure that was really good champagne but she was pregnant and she was strict with the ‘no alcohol’ rule. Every little drop was poison for their baby.

“I can ask for two oranges juices or would you like something else?”

“You can have the champagne…”

“You don’t drink, I won’t drink. We both wanted the child, it’s only fair if I stay for nine months without alcohol too.”

Sofia rolled her eyes. She had this discussion with Sara two days ago. Then the brunette was stubborn and didn’t touch the beer, today Sofia wanted to be stubborn.

“Honey, I gave in the last time, this time I won’t. You got us this great table, we got the champagne, if you don’t drink this freaking expensive stuff, we would never dare to buy for ourselves, I won’t eat anything.”

“Sofia…”

“No! You don’t want to order alcohol when we go out, meet the guys, it’s alright. But this is something different, you paid already for it. You drink it now and when our baby is born we’ll come here again, I’ll get my glass of champagne and we both have another wonderful evening here. In case it’s really as good as everybody says it is. If not, we’ll get our favorite Thai man to deliver us a perfect dinner with wine.”

“Stubborn bitch.”

“That’s my wife but I do love her anyway.” Sofia smirked. 

“Funny.”

“Please, can we agree on that?”

“Do I have another choice?”

“You do.”

“I can’t deny your request.”

“Thanks.” Sofia smiled and moved her left food forward until she touched Sara’s legs. “Don’t they know that very much in love couples come here? Why is there a table between you and me? Why can’t I sit next to you?”

“A man must have arranged the tables.” Sara moved her chair so that she was sitting in an forty-five degree angle to Sofia. 

“You sure you’re allowed to move the chair?” 

“They can throw me out if they’ve a problem with that.”

“Shall I leave my badge on the table? To warn them.”

“No, I’ll kick their asses.”

“My lovely wife.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. “I hope our child has your charm.”

“And your self-esteem.”

“Stubborn, bitchy and smug, the teacher will hate this child. Unfortunately there won’t be my teachers around anymore, I’d so much love to go to school and tell them they screwed up with me and if our child tells them to fuck off, our child is right.”

“Honey, language please.” Sara smiled. She saw the waiter coming to their table with the menu.

“Do the ladies know what they’d like to drink or shall I bring you our wine menu?”

“No thank you.” Sara denied. “I’d like an apple juice.”

“And I take an orange juice with a little bit of lemon inside, thanks.”

“Very well.” The waiter left the menu and walked away. No comment about the moved chair, no comment about Sofia’s hand linked to Sara’s. 

“Wow, two dozen different dishes with steaks, how am I suppose to make a decision.” Sofia read every menu and tried to pick her top five to read them again. 

“What is the difference?”

“The sauce, with onions, with mushrooms, with warm pineapple, garlic, red pepper, asparagus or mixed herbs. T-bone, ribbed, filed…”

“Alright, I get you.” Sara laughed. “Impossible to make a decision.”

“It is.”

“You need a mixed plate with different kinds of steak, lieutenant?” 

Both women turned. 

“Keane.” Sofia sighed. Why did she have to meet the millionaire everywhere? Wasn’t there a place she could go without meeting him? She should go back to Europe, she hadn’t seen him there. 

“Lieutenant, Miss Sidle.”

“Don’t tell me this is your restaurant.” Sara said. 

“Alright I won’t tell you.”

“Why do you own all bloody restaurants we go to?” Even in New York they had ended up in restaurant he owned. Sofia was sure, Keane owned only this one restaurant and she had to go there and had to meet the millionaire too. That was spooky. 

“I doubt I own all restaurants you go to. I just happen to own a few and you’ve an excellent taste, that’s why end up in my places sometimes.”

“Magically you’re there too.”

“I’ve dinner in my places almost every night.”

“And where’s your company of the week?”

“I’m solo.”

“Wow, what happened? The last one bored you so much you need a break of brainless teens?”

“Maybe I’m looking for a challenge and not a present, lieutenant.”

“Well, enjoy your search.”

“You’ve been a challenge for years.”

“She’s off the market, Keane.” Sara said calm but cool. “You go on hitting on my wife I’ll hit you. With that flower vase.”

“Your wife?”

“My wife and I really don’t like it when men think they can hit on her. Like you said, she’s a challenge and I won’t let her go after I got her. I fought hard to be her wife, no man will take that away, not even a rich good looking millionaire. You had your change in New Orleans, you screwed it up, I took my chance and I didn’t screw up.” Sara took Sofia’s hand again and linked her fingers to the blondes.

“You’re married?”

“Yes.”

“Congratulations. May I offer a glass of champagne?”

“No thanks. We’re married and pregnant.” Sofia smiled wide. It sounded so good when she said she was pregnant. She and Sara were pregnant. 

“Having this wonderful wife by your side and knowing she – understandable – not willing to share you, I assume you had IV. This will be a very happy child with two lovely mothers.”

“No need for a father.”

“I don’t support the argument children need a mother and a father to be happy, children need at least one person in their life who loves them and shows it to them.”

“Finally something we agree on.” Sofia commented dryly. 

“I’m not such a bad person you see me, Misses Sidle? Misses Curtis – Sidle?”

“Curtis.”

“Your wedding isn’t legal in Nevada.”

“No.”

“Vegas will realize this old fashioned way of seeing relationships is due to change soon.”

The waiter came back. 

“Mister Keane.”

“William, how are you?”

“I’m fine, Sir. Shall I give the ladies a little bit more time to order?”

“Do you think the kitchen can fix a lovely plate with mixed steaks? You know, all our kinds of steaks on a huge plate together with all the sauces….lieutenant, what are your favorites?”

“There’s no need to…” Sofia started. 

“Which one would you not want to try?” Keane changed his question.

“Number four, fifteen and twenty-seven, but that doesn’t mean…”

“We need a plate with all other steaks, not the usual size, big enough that the lieutenant can try them all without feeling too full for a dessert after it. And can you fix the lovely investigator a salad? Anything you don’t like, Misses Sidle?”

“No fish, no meat, pure vegetarian.”

“Eggs and cheese?”

“I do eat them.”

“So we need a salad with everything except fish or meat and all the different sauces, please. Do you think it’s possible to get that?”

“I’m sure we can arrange that, Mister Keane.”

“Thank you very much, William. I really appreciate that you treat our special guests special. Please make sure the chef prepares the food for the lieutenant without any alcohol.”

“Very well.”

“Thanks, that’s all for the moment.”

“Ladies.” He took a bow and left. 

“Keane, there’s no need to…”

“You can’t make a decision, this way you’ll be able to try all of them, you might like two or three what means you’re likely to come back and order again. It’s all for the business, lieutenant. I try to make you a regular customer.”

“You’re a smart man, you know your prizes and what a lieutenant brings home. There’s no way I’ll come here regular. You need to drop the prizes.”

“You might get a special deal.”

“If I do what?” Sofia cocked her head.

“Forgive me for being foolish in New Orleans and be not annoyed all the time we meet somewhere.”

“My wife tells me that for years.”

“She’s not only a beautiful woman but also a very smart woman.”

“Since do you waste a second for me, Keane?” Sara asked amused. “So far you had only eyes for Sofia.”

“Only because I didn’t invite you to New Orleans it doesn’t mean I don’t think you’re a beautiful woman, Misses Sidle. But it was much more fun to do that to the lieutenant, you had only denied the request, she got mad. I’ve to admit I liked to annoy her. Your wife is really sexy when she’s annoyed and mad.”

“Something we agree on.” Sara said. “I hope you’ll remember the part that she’s my wife.”

“I don’t mess around with relationships, that’s cheap.”

“Like most of your women?” Sara asked sweetly.

“They’re not that cheap, some have a really expensive taste. How can a man have some respect for himself when he hits on a married woman? A woman who’s obviously very happy in her marriage. I’d feel cheap doing that and I don’t like to feel cheap. I left that feeling behind me.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I hate the idea of breaking this lovely flower vase to hurt you.”

“So would I. I’ll leave you alone and wish you a lovely dinner. You need anything else don’t hesitate to ask William for it. He’ll make sure you’ll get all you need to have a lovely evening.”

“Thanks Keane.”

“Thanks.” Sofia smiled a bit. The first time she had the feeling Keane wasn’t a complete idiot. 

“Sara I need you to switch cases with Warrick.” 

“Why?” Sara just got her sheet with the address of her new case.

“I want you on his case.”

“He started it last night why pulling him away, and me in instead of me giving a new case and letting him go on with his case.”

“I don’t want to discuss that with you.” 

That wasn’t like Grissom. He didn’t ask her to step back, he told her to leave her case alone and take over Warrick’s case. And it didn’t look like she would get an explanation for that. Grissom had turned and walked away. 

“Fine.” Sara grumbled. She walked over to the lab where Warrick was working on his evidence. 

“Hey I’m suppose to take over for you and you’re suppose to go to my crime scene.”

“Why?”

“I’ve no idea, ask Grissom. It’s an order, no request.”

“Oh.” Warrick was surprised. That wasn’t Grissom like was his thought too. 

“So tell me, what have you got?”

“B&E. A nice villa in the north west. A few paintings are missing, some strange looking art decoration and jewelry. All together worth a million.”

“Not too bad, it was worth breaking in. Evidence?”

“Unfortunately the night before was a big party, over fifty guests and the burglars came in after everybody was gone, the hosts were in bed and nobody had cleaned anything. So it’s almost impossible to say which prints belong to the burglars and which to the guests. All the paintings and decoration have been in places the guests were.”

“What about the jewelry?” 

“That was in a safe in the living room. Also full with guests.”

“Was it common knowledge that the safe was there?”

“No, it was hidden behind the sofa. It’s not a safe build in a wall, it’s build in the floor. Whoever took the jewelry pushed away the sofa, lifted up the carpet and broke in the safe. My guess is the burglar knew about the safe, you don’t look at places like that for no reason.”

“You asked them who knew about the safe?”

“Brass did. Apparently nobody than the family.”

“Do they have children? Or who is ‘family’ in this case?”

“Three children. They’ve a cleaner coming in twice a week. I don’t know how good this cleaner is but she might have known about the safe. I couldn’t talk to her, she’s on holiday. When they have a party like that they order a cleaning company so the cleaner has a week off. She’ll be back on Monday.”

“And they did that all the time this way?”

“Yes. It would be the perfect opportunity for the cleaner, wouldn’t it? Being on holidays anyway, nobody will be suspicious because she isn’t there. And if she won’t be back next week it’s too late she’ll be somewhere safe.”

“That is one possibility. The other is, it wouldn’t be the first time that children steal from their parents to get some money for drugs, a nice car, party or simply because they can and hate their parents. We had cases like that.”

“Yeah. Thanks god we don’t have children, huh?”

Sara bit her lip. She didn’t want to mention that Sofia was pregnant, that was a thing Sofia had to tell them. When she felt ready to share that secret she could do so. Sara would keep her mouth shut. 

“Did you talk to them?”

“No. I do have their prints, but they live there, their prints are all over the place.”

“Yeah but why would they move the sofa?”

“It was party time, the daughter needed some nice rings, a bracelet and a collar.” 

“I hate rich people.”

“They make things more difficult.” He stood up and took her paper. “Enjoy your new case.”

“Thanks.” Sara sighed. Great she had to get fifty fingerprints and had to compare them all to all the other fingerprints they had found. And she was sure it wasn’t enough with these fifty guests. There would be friends, neighbors, servants, friends of the children and whoever else was running around places like that. She had to see all these people, get their fingerprints and then she could lock herself for a few days in the lab. 

“How do you feel?” Sara hugged Sofia and kissed her softly. 

“Morning sickness hit me.” Sofia was pale and sat on the couch. 

“Oh, shit.”

“Yeah. I think I’ll stay here and wait for the next time I feel the urge to hug the toilette.”

“You can’t sleep on the couch.” 

“Why not? I don’t want to wake you up.”

“If you sleep here I’ll sleep here too. I won’t sleep in bed without you.”

“Sara…okay I can see this stubborn look in your eyes, no matter what I’ll say you’ll say no. I’ll sleep in bed.”

“Good. I catch a shower and join you.”

“Hurry, I miss you already.” Sofia got up. How long was the morning sickness suppose to stay? She hoped she was over that soon. Even worse if her body would make the decision to move her morning sickness to night sickness. She needed to ask her mom if she had suffered a lot under this and if Sofia was likely to be the same. 

“Are you alright?”

“At the moment yes.” Sofia moved the blanket so that Sara could come next to her. Immediately the brunette pulled the blonde in her arms. 

“I missed you the whole night.”

“One day we’ll have a case together again.”

“I hope.”

“How is your case?”

“Exhausting. I’ve over fifty people who were at the crime scene a few hours before the burglars came in. If not one or some of them are my burglars. I compared so many fingerprints, first all from the safe and the wall next to the paintings, so far I don’t have a pair that doesn’t belong to somebody who wasn’t invited. The family’s prints are on the safe, no guests.”

“Where did they enter the house?”

“The front door. They broke the lock, stopped the alarm and took whatever they wanted.”

“Nobody saw anything?”

“It was four in the morning, in that area everybody is asleep at that time.”

“Hard case.”

“Yeah. Warrick’s case. I’ve no idea why Grissom pulled me away from my case and made me work Warricks.”

Sofia bit on her lips. 

“You know something.” Sara’s eyes became narrow. She could see that Sofia was hiding something. Something about the case Grissom pulled her off. 

“Don’t bring me into that.”

“Sofia, why? Why did he pull me away?”

“Ask him.”

“I ask you, you know something. Tell me, please.”

“It isn’t a nice case.”

“Are you working it?”

“Yes.”

“I doubt he pulled me away because we’re married. What is it with the case?”

“It’s about child abuse. They…we found a dead body of a young girl and it looks like the father killed her after he raped her.”

“That’s why he pulled me away?”

“Yes. He thought – and I’m with  him – that this case isn’t good for you.”

“You’re pregnant, it isn’t good for you either.”

“That’s not the same. You know how you react when you’re working on cases like this.”

“He could have told me and asked me not to work it instead of giving me the order to back off.”

“He knows your stubborn mind, you wouldn’t have agreed on that.”

“I can work all cases, there’s no need to handle me with kid gloves.”

“Yes you can and you solve them all, no matter how hard it is. But they are not good for your soul. I’m happy he told you to work Warrick’s case. I’d have done the same, even if you don’t want to hear that.”

“It’s not fair toward Warrick.”

“Everybody has weak spots. I’m sure he’d appreciate it when you’d take over for him if the case is about gambling. It’s nothing bad, it’s knowing your own weakness and it’s not a weakness to acknowledge a weakness. Like my weakness is that I’m not prepared enough for shootings, that I take danger not always as serious as I should.”

“Tell me about it.” Sara grumbled.

“I’ll try to change that. I had my bullet proof vest with me today.”

“Good. Did you wear it?”

“No, but it was close.”

“You need to wear it.”

“I can’t wear it the whole time, nobody does that. You ever saw Brass walking around with a bullet proof vest?”

“No but I didn’t see him pregnant either.”

“You worry about me all the time it’s nothing about being pregnant.”

“Yes I do.”

“As I worry about you.” Sofia nibbled on Sara’s earlobe. 

“I’m only a CSI, I’m safe.”

“Mhm…do I really need to count all the things that happened to night shift CSIs in the last years?”

“No.” 

“Good. I don’t feel like that.” Sofia moved her leg over Sara’s legs and started to kiss her throat.

“What are you doing?” Sara asked.

“How does it feel like?”

“You’re pregnant!” 

“And? Do you think only because I’m pregnant I don’t want to have any sex for the next seven months? That won’t happen. I won’t sleep seven months next to you without touching you having you touch me. I’m pregnant and not ill.”

“What will the baby think?”

“It will think that her or his moms are very happy and enjoy what they’re doing and the happier I am the happier the baby is. If you tell me not to sleep with you for seven months you’ll have me very unhappy and sad and so will our child be. Do you want an unhappy wife and a sad child?”

“No, but…”

“No but, Sara. Use your brain you know it’s not bad for the child. We might be a little bit careful later when my belly looks like a water melon but that is no reason to stop…only if you think I’m not sexy anymore because I’m pregnant and you think pregnant women are disgust…” The rest of Sofia’s word wasn’t hearable because Sara had pressed her lips on the blondes and started to kiss her passionately. The best way to make her wife shut up. 

Part 2

“I’m nervous.” Sara browsed through the magazine in her hands without paying attention to one word. She and Sofia had an appointment with Sofia’s gynecologist. The doctor wanted to take another photo of the fetus. It was the first one since Sofia knew that she was pregnant. On the first photo was nothing; at least neither she nor Sara could see anything. It looked like a blizzard at night. 

“It’s a routine checkup, no need to be nervous.”

“I know but…we’ll get a photo…and we’ll be able to see more than snow. We don’t have to call it snowflake anymore.” Sara had simply called the fetus ‘snowflakes’ because it looked like a blizzard and she had no idea if she should give the baby a male or female name. 

“We might be even able to see if it’s a boy or a girl…do we want to know that by now?”

“I’m not sure.” Did they? Or should they wait? They had started to work on the room, a wall paper with Disney characters were on the walls and a plain white cradle with a teddy bear was in the middle of the room. 

“Me neither. We can ask to get an envelope with the gender written in and when we feel like knowing it, we’ll open it.”

“Sounds like a plan. Your mom will open it the next she’s over.”

“We won’t tell her about it.”

“We better don’t.”

“Misses Curtis?” The medical secretary opened the door.

“Here.” Sofia took Sara’s hand and walked into the examination room. 

“Have a seat the doctor will be with you in a moment.”

“I don’t feel comfortable here. I hate doctors. Can’t I give birth without them? Million years ago there weren’t doctors and animals don’t have doctors around neither.”

“Million years ago there were no human being on this planet and you’re not an animal. You’ll have a doctor around.”

“Easy for you to say. But you’ll suffer too when I’m in labor and you’re with me, holding my hand, I’ll swear at you and call you names.”

“I didn’t make you pregnant, you’ve to swear at the doctor.” Sara grinned. 

“I’ll say that I’ll never want to have sex again and that’s something you won’t like.”

“It wasn’t sex that made you pregnant.”

“I won’t remember that when I’m in labor-pain.”

“I’ll make you remember when the baby is there.”

“Will you?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll be busy changing diapers while I need to rest because of the birth.”

“I’m not your babysitter, Sofia.”

“I’m pregnant, I’ve the work and the pain now, later it’s your turn.”

“You can keep the baby in you, I don’t want it out.”

“Well, well, don’t fight you’re not alone here.” The doctor came in. She was younger than Sara and Sofia, in her early thirties with long black hair and an easy smile. 

“I’m doctor Prince.”

“Sara. The poor wife.”

“Lucky wife.” Sofia corrected. 

“We can agree on wife. How do you feel Sofia?”

“Better since I don’t suffer from morning sickness anymore.”

“Good to hear. And the baby?”

“It didn’t complain. When will I feel it kicking?”

“You can expect the first movements between the twentieth and twenty-third week.”

“Oh, I’ve some time left.”

“Yes.”

“When will we know if it will be a boy or a girl?”

“Around the same time if you don’t special examination because it’s very important for you. We can try to look for that next month when you’re in the eighteenth week.”

“All these interesting things are so far away. But we can take a new photo today?”

“Yes.”

“Good. We both don’t see anything on the old one.”

“I’ll try to take a really nice one this time. Have a seat Sofia and show us your belly.”

“It’s getting bigger, I need new pants soon.” Sofia whined. 

“Buy comfortable ones you are still thin, that will change in a few months and you don’t want to buy a new pair of pants every two weeks, do you?”

“There are no comfortable suits.” Sara chuckled. “You don’t get suit pants with an elastic band.”

“I hate you.” Sofia hissed. 

“You love me.”

“Not if you go on like that…whoa that’s cold.” Sofia jittered when the doctor allocated the cold crème on her belly. 

“Sorry we need that for the photo.”

“I need a hot chocolate after this.”

“You always find an excuse for chocolate.” Sara giggled. 

“And? Do you want to tell me anything special with that comment, Sara?”

“No, I just mentioned it.”

“Uh-huh.” 

“Don’t argue. Have a look to your right.” 

“Snowflakes again.” Sara cocked her head. There was something in the blizzard. A bigger snowflake? After all, they are all unique and maybe they were looking at the mother of all snowflakes. 

“I can see the baby.” Fourteen weeks and finally the baby looked a little bit like a baby. Sofia sighed. There was the little human in her. Okay, if she wouldn’t know it’s a baby she wouldn’t know it was a  baby but with the knowledge she could say, she saw her baby. 

“How big is it?” The blonde asked.

“A little bit over three inches and two point five ounces.” 

“A small bar of chocolate. A snickers. Or a Mars bar.”

“I’m a little bit scared, she starts to compare our child with chocolate…I hope she won’t eat it.”

“I’m sure it’s sweet.”

“Doctor Prince, what can I do to make sure our baby won’t end on the barbeque?”

“How good is Sofia in making decisions? If she has to choose.”

“Bad. It takes ages.”

“Then you don’t have to worry. Until she has made a decision both children will be able to run away when she has her knives sharp.”

“What? Children?” Sara and Sofia yelled these words together and made doctor Price laugh. 

“Did you say children? You mean child, don’t you?” Sofia was sure the doctor made a mistake. 

“No Sofia, I mean children. You’re expecting twins.”

“Twins? Can’t be…”

“They used two ovum when you had in-vitro fertilization, didn’t they?”

“Yes…but…you didn’t say anything about twins the last time.” The doctor said baby. She didn’t mentioned babies. Sofia was absolutely sure about that. How could it be that there were two children in her? Out of the blue. 

“I wasn’t sure and wanted to wait for the new x-ray before I say something that might be wrong. Now we can see two children, you’re expecting twins, Sofia. I’m very sure. See the two heads.”

“Uhm…do you?” Sofia looked at Sara.

“I can guess what the baby is…what the babies are? I’m not sure…it’s too much a blizzard. You eat too much chocolate, it’s too brown in you.”

“I can switch to white chocolate.”

“Then we’ll see only white…no, I’m sorry I can’t see two babies.” Sara was happy that she could see one or at least she thought she saw one. 

“See here?” Doctor Prince pointed to something that looked like something. “The head of the first one. And here’s the head of the second.”

“Twins.” Sofia shook her head. “I don’t believe it.”

“We need to prepare a second room.”

“Thanks god we’ve four bedrooms. Oh well I wanted two children it looks like I don’t need another in-vitro, I’ve my two children. And doc, do you know what the best thing is about twins?”

“What?”

“One will be Sara’s child. In a bad case it could have been my ovum twice, now I’m sure one is from Sara and I’ll get a baby with a gap between it’s teeth, that’s so ouch…don’t pinch the mother of your twins.”

“It’s a way to make her shut up.”

“Yes Sofia you can be sure one is Sara’s baby. Do you want to know later who belongs to whom?”

“They both belong to us, it doesn’t matter who has given the DNA to which one. They are both ours. But one will have a cute little gap and will look so adorable with it.”

“Maybe.” Sara grumbled. 

“I so hope that.”

“And the other one will dye it’s hair to be blond.”

“You’ll sleep alone tonight, Sara Sidle.” Sofia pouted. She was nice to her wife and Sara had nothing better to do than insulting her. 

“You stand by your real hair color, Sofia. The doc and me know you’re not a real blond.”

“I so hate you right now.”

“And I so wonder how you look with your true hair color.” Sara had never seen Sofia with another hair color than blond. And if her wife hadn’t been too lazy one day she’d have never seen the brown hair growing under the blonde. Unfortunately it wasn’t enough to see what kind of darker hair Sofia exactly had. 

“Stunning.”

“Of course.”

“Please change the topic.” She hated to talk about her natural hair color. She was blond and she would stay blond. “Doc, is the baby…are the babies alright?”

“I can’t see anything that would suggest different. Both look exactly the way they should look like.”

“And the next time you can tell us if we’re expecting a boy and a girl or two boys/girls?”

“We can try. If you skip your next appointment like you did with your last, we might see a lot of things.”

“I was busy.” Sofia mumbled an excuse. She was supposed to be here three weeks ago but she had been busy and thought there was no reason to come along so often. She wasn’t ill, she was pregnant. 

“I hate to tell you but you need your regular check-ups. You’re not twenty anymore, Sofia. With twenty-nine and a few months you need some more treatment and we need to check a little bit more. Better safe than sorry, don’t you think?”

Twenty-nine and a few months? Sara had to be very strong not to laugh out loud. How many months? A thousand? 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll make sure you’ll be here.” Sara looked firm at Sofia. If the blonde didn’t take her appointments seriously, Sara would. There was no way Sofia would skip the next appointment without a really good reason and Sara couldn’t think of a really good reason. 

“That would be good.”

“I’ll be here. I have to. Now I want a boy and a girl and I want to know if we get them or if we’ll get two boys or two girls.” Sofia smiled. She expected twins. The first treatment was enough to make her pregnant and both ovum had made it. She was two times lucky.

“It’s okay when you order a beer.” Sofia said when Sara came back with a tray full of drinks for her wife and her friends and ended up with an orange juice like Sofia.

“No it isn’t. We’re pregnant.”

“Sara takes that very seriously.” Greg smiled. He had been so happy for Sara and Sofia when they told him that Sofia was pregnant. 

“Yes I do.”

“Do you feel it? Do you feel that there’s somebody inside you?” Cath wanted to know. She had been all over Sofia with questions, reminded of her own pregnancy.

“I don’t feel sick anymore and I’m very thankful for that.”

“You’re in which week again?”

“Fifteen.”

“Too early to feel it kicking. It will be such an amazing feeling when you feel the first kick, believe me.”

“Actually I don’t need somebody kicking me from the inside. It’s enough that I’ve a wife who pinches me whenever she has the chance.”

“Not true,” Sara said. “I pinch you when you deserve that.”

“There’s no reason to pinch me for a piece of chocolate.”

“A piece? A big bar you were about to finish within an hour.”

“I’m pregnant I’ve to eat more now.”

“Yeah she needs chocolate for two.” Warrick grinned. 

Sara and Sofia exchanged looks. They hadn’t told their friends yet that Sofia was expecting twins. 

“Greggo, what are you doing tomorrow afternoon?”

“You mean on my day off, Sara? Why?”

“Just asking.”

“You don’t ask without a thought behind.”

“We could need your strong arms.”

“What for?”

“A cradle and some wall paper.”

“The room is ready.”

“Yeah and it looks great…” Sara started.

“But?”

“But…” She looked at Sofia.

“We need a second room.” The blonde completed. 

“What? Why is one room not enough?”

“Because there are two children inside me.” Sofia smiled. 

“Two? Twins?”

“According to my doctor, yes.”

“Whoa. Congratulations again.” He hugged Sofia. “And to you.” He kissed Sara’s cheek. Two kids. Well done, mommy.”

“Yeah. We thought we save some time.”

“Since when do you know you’re expecting twins?” Cath asked. Twins were even more exciting than one child. 

“Two days. It was a shock first but it’s the best that could happen. I wanted two children anyway and now I’ll have them at the same time. One pregnancy, no more morning sickness for a second child.”

“Do you know what you’ll have? Boy and girl?” Nick asked.

“It was too early to tell, we’ll find out the next time. But it doesn’t matter, we need Greg anyway for a second room.”

“I’ll be there at four if that suits you.”

“Perfect.” Sara hugged her friend and got her mouth close to his ear. “And I hope you’ll be a good godfather, Greggo.” She whispered and smiled when she saw how pale he turned. 

“Me?” He was whispering. 

“As my best friend and groomsman you’re the perfect person for that. Would you like to be the godfather of one of our children?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks.”

“Thank you for the trust.”

“Did you choose names already?”

“Nick, we don’t know what we’ll have, how can we choose names then?” Sofia laughed.

“You pick two each and you’ll be fine.”

“No, we haven’t thought of names. I think we’ll do that when we know what we’ll get.” Sofia took Sara’s hand. Their children. It was so nice to think of they were their children. 

“Will you stop working sooner?” 

“Cath, don’t start to sound like Sara. I like my job and I don’t want to sit at home the whole time.”

“With twins your pregnancy will be more complicated. And you have to carry the weight of two.”

“I’ll work as long as it’s possible. I mean soon I’ll be sitting on a desk, what kind of work is that?”

“A safe one.” Sara grinned. 

“I expect my wife to be with me. Get an office job too.”

“Sorry I’m not pregnant.”

“Yeah, that’s not fair.” Warrick cocked his head. “You should get one baby too. Don’t leave all the work to Sofia.”

“As a man, Warrick Brown, you’re not suppose to say a single word. You guys have always only the fun part and we women have the work.”

“Not my fault that we can’t get pregnant.”

“Mother nature has it’s reasons for that. There wouldn’t be human being anymore if giving birth was for men. You’re too whiny.” 

“That’s why women cry all the in the movies.”

“We might cry faster but if you have to squeeze a table tennis ball through your nose I want to hear you crying and whining.”

“Ouch.”

“And I’ve to do that twice…can we change the topic please? I don’t feel that comfortable being pregnant anymore.” Sofia held her belly. 

“You’re strong, you can do it.” Sara got her arms around Sofia.

“Mhm, will you be there?”

“Sure. Until you’ll yell at me and tell me to leave the room right away.”

“Even if I say that I hope you’ll stay. I won’t mean it that way.”

“Women never mean the bad things they say.” Greg grinned and backed off a bit because of Sofia’s evil eyes. He wasn’t sure if the blonde wouldn’t try to hit him. 

“Anybody up for a new drink?” Cath offered.

“I take another juice.” Sofia handed her empty glass to Cath. She was thirsty and hungry all the time since she was pregnant. 

“Me too.”

“Have a beer.” Sofia empowered her wife. “No need for you to drink juice.”

“We are pregnant, we don’t drink alcohol. I can’t take the burden of giving birth and carry our children around for nine months of you but I can be supportive and drink juice with you. That’s alright. Our first beer together will be something very special.”

“We’ll be drunk after it.”

“Cheap way of getting drunk.”

“Eddie didn’t bother that I was pregnant, he was drinking and smoking all the time.” Cath sighed and walked away to get new drinks.

“Having children means you won’t take off for your huge world trips anymore.” Nick said. “I won’t get a postcard from China or Japan?”

“Not in the next sixteen years and if the children are like Sofia, they’ll need to be supervised even longer.”

“Very funny. Only because I enjoyed my childhood with more than books it doesn’t mean I was a bad child.”

“You were a lovely child and a nightmare teenager according to your mother.”

“She’s lying. She’s nasty since her retirement day comes closer and closer. As soon as she is retired I won’t let her in our house anymore.”

“She’s your mother.”

“That doesn’t matter.”

“Your father will break our door open to have some quiet time.” 

“That might happen.” Sofia had to laugh. Her poor father would have to suffer a lot when his wife was home the whole time. 

“Are your parents happy that you’re pregnant?” Warrick wanted to know.

“Yes. And now that they’ll have two grandchildren they’re even more excited. Dad started to build a little cradle and decorated my old room like a baby room. When we told them there’ll be two grandchildren he started to make a list what he needs for a second bed. And later he wants to build them bunk beds with a slide and I’ve no ideas what else. He had so many ideas, I think he’s going to build the bed he wanted to have as a small boy. We won’t stop him. It’s good for him, it’s good for our children. They’ll have two rooms, so we can leave them with my parents all the time we want to go away. I’m sure we can sneak out of town for a weekend every now and then.” Sofia blinked at Sara. She was sure her mother wouldn’t mind taking care of the children when Sofia and Sara wanted to have a few nights for themselves. 

“Will he build a playground in your garden?”

“Probably. They have the space.”

“Both grandparents freshly retired, the perfect place for children. They’ll spoil them endlessly.”

“Yes.” 

“And knowing your mother she’ll teach them how to behave.”

“Probably. The captain will always be a captain and our children will be the new recruits.”

“What went wrong with you? Why didn’t your mom teach you how to…ouch.” Sara held her shoulder. Sofia had placed her fist right in the middle. 

“I’ve an abusive pregnant wife.”

“I can blame my hormones for that.”

“You blame them for everything.”

“Get used to it”

“It will get worse with every day.” Cath handed Sofia her juice. “My mood went down the bigger my belly was. I felt so fat and couldn’t move and had the feeling Eddie wasn’t interested in me anymore because I looked awful.”

“A pregnant woman doesn’t look awful, they look beautiful.” Greg said. “Look at Sofia, her smile gets brighter every day. The pregnancy suits her so good, she could be a model for maternity fashion in a few weeks. Right now she’s too thin for that.”

“I love that man.” Sofia grinned. Greg was a guest she’d always like to see in her house. He said nice things about her. Maybe they should give him the free room. 

Part 3

“I need new pants – again.” Sofia sighed. 

“You bought one two weeks ago.” Sara sat next to her lover. They had an evening off and wanted to enjoy it at home, sitting on the couch and relax. There would be enough action in their life when the babies were born. 

“Elastic bands?”

“No.” Sofia couldn’t find pants with elastic bands she liked. They all didn’t look good, they weren’t tight and…okay, it was better if nothing was tight anymore. She didn’t have the shape to wear skintight clothes anymore.

“I’ll buy one the next time. Bye-bye suits, hello sweat pants.”

“Sweat pants aren’t the only pants with elastic bands.”

“I like my suits.”

“You can wear them again in a couple of months.”

“If I can get my old shape back.”

“I’ll hide the chocolate.”

“What? No!”

“You want your old shape back or not?”

“Will you love me as a the whale I am now?”

“You’re not a whale and I’ll love you no matter how you look. Even with brown hair.”

“Stop that. It’s not about my hair.”

“About your lovely belly.” Sara put her hand on Sofia’s belly. She loved to have her hand there. So far none of the fetus had kicked or moved in a way that Sofia could have felt it, but they were waiting for that every day. And when the day was there Sara wanted to feel the kick too. 

“I’m a whale.

“Bullshit.”

“I’m almost twice my size, at least it feels like when I look in the mirror and I don’t want to know what will happen after I gave birth. All the skin has to go somewhere when the babies are gone, I’ll look…awful.”

“You might have a pound or two more…”

“A pound? Two? I put on eight pounds already. I don’t walk anymore, I sway.”

“You always swayed. At least your hips do and that is very sexy.”

“It will be my belly that will sway and that won’t be sexy.”

“I think you’ll always be sexy, no matter if you have ten pounds more or less. It’s in your nature to be sexy and ador-able.”

“Don’t be so nice when I want to whine and want you to think I’m ugly.”

“Why should I lie to you, Sofia?” Sara kissed her wife. Sofia was whiny, she had been whiny most of the last week. 

“I’ve to skip all the chocolate to look gorgeous after giving birth. And I need to go to the gym. No chocolate, no milk coffee, no cake, only workout.”

“If you want I’ll join you to the gym.”

“You need to take care of our babies…or we’ll ask my mom and you come with me. Yes, come with me, please. In case somebody is making fun of me because I’m so fat and will look so ridiculous in the gym.”

“You won’t be fat and nobody looks ridiculous in a gym. Everybody who is there wants to lose weight or does something for his or her health, I think that’s the most important thing. No matter if you have a few pounds more than others, you’re there to lose them. No need to tease you or to be mean to you.”

“People are mean.”

“They are. But you’re married to Grumpy Smurf, you can handle them.”

“That’s true.” Sofia smiled. 

“See.”

“I need to be smug again, you haven’t called me Smuggy in a while.”

“You were too whiny for a Smuggy.”

“Sorry. Blame it on the hormones.”

“We blame everything on them. It’s the children’s fault.”

“Yeah, bad babies…no, you’re not bad…mommy loves you both.” Sofia petted her belly. “But I’m really happy when you’re out and I look stunning again and we all walk around the shopping center and turn heads.”

“You won’t make our children smug.”

“Of course they’ll be smug, they spent nine month in me and the rest of their lives with me. They’ve no other choice.”

“Three arrogant bitches…great…poor me…”

“First of all, I am not arrogant neither are our children. Second I am not a bitch and we don’t know if our children are females. Third I really hope you’ll make up for that insult, Sara Sidle. How do you talk about your wife?”

“I stopped her whining around.”

“You prefer an angry wife?”

“You are damn sexy when you’re angry…your eyes are full with sparkles and you look a little bit dangerous. I can’t deny I’m not attracted to your dangerous look, Honey.”

“This look isn’t suppose to be attractive for somebody, it’s suppose to scare people.”

“You can’t scare me. I know that you love me and you’d never hurt me. No need to be scared.”

“True.” Sofia kissed Sara and snuggled in her arms. 

“I love you, no matter if you’re moody or putting on some weight. My feelings won’t change because of that.”

“I’m glad I married you and I love you too. Why didn’t we do all these things years ago? Why did we waste our time with all these hot guys?”

Sara started laughing. “Because they were hot?”

“Yeah…yeah some were really hot…but as we can see now, they don’t last for long…I mean as a relationship…mhm… some also not in other ways…do you miss sex with men?”

“Not the last months, no. Do you?”

“No. I missed having sex when we came back from Europe but I didn’t want to go out and take some men home. I had thought of that but I knew it won’t be the same, it won’t give me what I was missing. I didn’t miss the simple sex, I missed being hold, to fall asleep in the arms of somebody I cared for, who cared for me and I trusted. I didn’t want to admit it to myself but I missed you.”

“Sex with men is nice but I’d miss you. I want you in my arms, I want to fall asleep in your arms.”

“So you want me and a man?”

“A threesome? I doubt one man can make us both happy.”

“Two? Won’t you be too busy with the guys? There won’t be any need for me anymore.”

“You are always my highest priority.”

“Wait until I’m not pregnant anymore, I’ll keep you so busy you won’t waste any thought of a man, leave alone two.”

“You started that topic. And I can remember not too long ago you came back to our motel room after some time with two guys.” Sara laughed. 

“That was something else, that was…it would have been wasting a great opportunity to say no to either one of them and I don’t like to waste good things. Plus we were only friends at that time. You were suffering because of Ryan and I was suffering because I was single too long. Now that you don’t suffer anymore you might say yes to a cute guy with a body like a young Greek God.”

“I’m happy with my wife and I don’t have sex with anybody else as long as I’m married to you. We fought hard enough to be legal married, I won’t kick that for some fun.”

“So it would be fun?”

“Depends on the guys… I’m sure there’re some out who could give us both some fun.”

“You reckon?”

“Yes. But I don’t want to share you and I don’t want anybody else’s hands on me. I’m your wife, your property, nobody else is suppose to touch me.”

“My property? I’d never call you that.” Sofia grinned. 

“If you’d do I’d kick your firm ass.” 

“That’s alright with me.” She started to kiss Sara’s throat. “I like your taste.”

“I used your favorite body lotion.

“I can smell that. Very tempting.”

“Do you have to resist?”

“I don’t know…do I?”

“I can’t think of a reason why you should.”

“Me neither.”

“Are you still with me?” Sofia kissed Sara’s shoulder. Arm in arm they lay on the couch, snuggled into each others arms and covered under a blanket. 

“Yes, sorry. I was thinking.”

“Am I allowed to know what you thought of?”

“Our children.”

“I think they’re sleeping now. You made my heart beat fast, that means they had action too and need to rest now.”

“Do you too? I can bring you a pillow if you want to sleep and don’t want to walk upstairs.”

“I’d prefer to talk to you. We can sleep later. No need to sleep now, we’ll lose our rhythm.”

“Okay. Shall I bring you something to eat? Drink?”

“You’re not my waitress even I’d love to see you in a short black skirt.”

“Pervert.”

“Me? Never.”

“I’ll put some pizza in the oven and get us some juice.”

“Sounds good to me. Fast food and we don’t have to stand in the kitchen, you can come back to me immediately.”

“I will.”

Sofia watched Sara how she left the couch naked and waked to the kitchen. If watching her wife walking through the house naked was part of the wedding packet, she liked this part. In fact there was nothing of being married that she didn’t like. It started with a wonderful wife she loved more than her life and ended with knowing that every time she came home, somebody was waiting for her. 

“I added some cheese and salami on your pizza.” Sara came back and crawled next to Sofia. 

“Cutting salami and cheese naked in the kitchen. I should have taken a photo of that.”

“Don’t you dare.”

“Look children, that is your mom after we had sex and she’s preparing the dinner while I was lazy on the couch.”

“Our children don’t need to see photos like that.”

“Not? Are you prude, Sara?”

“Yes.”

“Really? Good to know.”

“Go on like this and you’ll get the vegetarian pizza while I’ll throw all your meat away and eat the rest of the pizza.”

“You wouldn’t like that. Tell me what you were thinking of. About our kids.”

“I was just wondering if we get two girls, two boys or one each.”

“We can find that out.” Sofia looked at the envelope. They had the answer of that here, all they needed was to open the envelope. 

“We told doctor Price we’re not sure yet.” And that only a few hours ago. They wanted to wait until Sofia was due. Could they open the envelope now? Weren’t they strong enough to wait at least one night? Couldn’t they be a little bit strong? 

“Aren’t we?”

“I don’t know…do you want to know?”

“I’m dying to find out since I know I’m pregnant.”

“Okay.” Sara got up and took the envelope to the couch.

“I saw you walking around naked, the first good thing about this envelope.”

“Don’t act like you’ve never seen me naked before.”

“I did but I enjoy it every time again. Can’t get enough of you.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Crazy in love with you.” Sofia pulled Sara in her arms and kissed her hard and short. That felt good. “Thanks.”

“Being pregnant makes you act strange.”

“You think?”

“Yes.” Sara held up the envelope. “You’re the one who’s pregnant, you should open it.”

“You’re the one who has to live with my moods, you should open it.”

“I won’t argue with you.” Sara opened the envelope and gave it to Sofia. “You get the paper out.”

“Okay.” She turned on the side so that the envelope was between her and Sara. This way they’d see at the same time what the answer was. Slowly Sofia pulled a paper out. It was folded. 

“Ready?” She asked the brunette.

“Ready.”

“Okay.” Sofia opened the envelope. The handwriting of her doctor told them what they wanted to know. 

Congratulations! You’re expecting two boys!

Now they had their answer. 

“Two boys.” Sara smiled.

“Are you happy with that?”

“I’d be happy with two girls too. The only thing that counts is that they’re healthy.”

“True. Two boys. Apparently boys are easier to raise then girls. No bitching around.”

“But more alcohol and if we’ll have two boy racer…”

“They’ll get stopped once and I’ll make sure they won’t drive until they’re twenty-one.”

“You sound like your mother.”

“I’ll be worse. I hope you hear me, boys. If you start to make some trouble I’ll kick your asses. There won’t be any asking for favors to get you out of the shit, you’ll get more trouble from your mom if I find out you did something you’re not supposed to do.”

“You’ll be the bad one and I can be the good one.”

“You won’t get them out if they did behave.”

“We’ll have to talk about that later. If we do a good job our children won’t make any trouble.”

“We’re not too bad, our children will be the same.”

“If the father wasn’t a screw up.”

“I don’t believe that the gene of your parents will influence you that much that you have to act like them.”

“Says the cop with a cop mother.”

“I do the same job like my mother but I’m not like her.”

“You’re similar. You’ve the same way to interrogate a suspect like her.”

“That’s something I’ve learnt from her.”

“I wonder what I’ve from my mom…my dad…”

Sofia knew what Sara was talking about and got her in her arms. “You’ve the cute gap from your mother and the dark brown eyes and hair from your father.” She had seen some photos of Sara’s parents, two or three were buried deep in a box with old things of Sara’s childhood. Sofia wasn’t sure if this box had survived the move into the house or if Sara had thrown it away as a part of her life she didn’t want to think of anymore. 

“I hope that’s all.”

“Sara, there is nothing like a killer gene. Don’t talk yourself into something that doesn’t exists. You’re not your mother, you won’t kill your partner and you’re not your father, you won’t abuse your partner and your child. You are Sara, you are your own person.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“I’m always right.”

“Smuggy.”

“That’s me.” Sofia kissed Sara. “Tell me, with which name did you come up for a boy?”

“Huh? Why me?”

“Sara, two children, you name one, I name one. And if we both can live with the name the other one came up with, it’s settled. So, what is the name you want for our son?”

“Uhm, I don’t know…”

“You didn’t think of that?”

“I thought we’d think about names together.”

“We do but you need some ideas.”

“Do you have a name in mind?”

“Yes.” Sofia smiled. She had thought of so many names for boys and girls, she had found herself writing down names when she was supposed to work. 

“Which one?”

“My favorite is Jonah.”

“I like that one.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” Sara kissed Sofia softly. “I do.”

“Now we need your name. Which one do you like? Come on, everybody has favorite names. But don’t come up with ex boyfriends. I don’t want a Gilbert.”

Sara had to laugh. She didn’t think of giving one of the boys the name of an ex boyfriend of hers. That would be ridiculous. 

“Would you like Dorian?”

“I would. Dorian and Jonah. Sounds good. That was easy. One more problem.”

“Which one?”

“The surname.”

“You give birth to them, we don’t share a surname, they’ll have your surname.”

“They are your children too. Don’t you think we can give them your and my surname?”

“I doubt that’s possible because they don’t acknowledge our wedding as a legal wedding here.”

“In that case I want you as the legal guardian of both. They are our children and I want you to have the same rights I have.”

“We can try that.”

“You’re my wife, you’re the mother of the children as much as I am. I’ll give birth to them, yes, but that doesn’t mean I’m more their mother than you are.”

“You’ll be listed as their mother.”

“Screw that. You’re their mother too. And if they don’t agree on that I’ll give them a hard time.”

“We’ll see what happens. Jonah and Dorian will have your surname, that’s okay for me.”

“You’ll be the legal guardian. Our children.”

“Yes our children.” Sara kissed Sofia to calm her a little bit down. Her wife got very angry when she had the feeling somebody didn’t give Sara all the rights she were supposed to have. 

“I’ll get our pizza.” Sara left the couch after a last kiss and came a minute later back with two pizzas and some juice. 

“Those were the days when we had wine with our pizza. I hope you guys appreciate that your moms don’t drink wine anymore. We’ll do that because we love you.”

“I’m sure they’re thankful for that.” Sara put one hand on Sofia’s belly and started to eat with the other one. 

“They better are. I mean I don’t miss wine but I do miss my beer.”

“The little sacrifice you have to make to be a mom.”

“No suits, no beer, no more night shift. I’ll miss the guys.”

“Me too.”

“Stay there, Sara, there’s no need to change shifts only because of me.”

“There’s no better reason to change shifts than you. And I don’t want to be out at night while you’re out in day time. I won’t see you anymore and I won’t see much of our boys. Family is more important than work.”

“That’s true.” Sofia linked her fingers to Saras. She’d leave her job but not Sara. 

Part 4

“There’s medium splatter over the bed.” Sara took a few shots of the blood on the ceiling. She was on a crime scene of a homicide. Only a few inches away from her was a young woman laying on the bed. Her eyes were wide open and so was her throat. 

“With all this blood on the bed it’s very possible that she was killed here.” Grissom looked closer at the body. They were waiting for the coroner to move the body. 

“The door was open. The question is was she killed by somebody she knew or was it a random kill?”

“And who killed her.” Grissom took a photo of the throat. 

“She is dressed, no signs of sexual violence.”

“Sorry I’m late.” David came in and stopped when he saw the body. 

“Everything alright?” Grissom asked who had observed the coroner.

“Don’t you recognize her?”

“No. Shall I?”

“Emily Emmerson, she’s singer. Very successful in Scandi-navia and got her own show in the Golden Nugget last month. What is she doing here?” They weren’t downtown Las Vegas, where the Golden Nugget was. At the moment they were in a small room in a motel in the south. 

“Why is a singer of the Golden Nugget in a motel room here? If she needs a room the Golden Nugget has plenty of them.” Sara wondered.

“And why isn’t she on stage? It’s only eleven, most shows end around this time.”

“A night off?”

“A Saturday night?”

“TOD is around four hours ago.”

“I’ll call the casino and ask if they’re not missing their singer.” Sara took her cell phone. 

“She lives in the north.” Grissom had the wallet.

“Strange. She lives in the north, works downtown and was found dead in the south. What is she doing here?” David asked. 

“Who killed her?”

“And why. Why kill a singer?”

“You don’t like her songs?”

“If you don’t like her songs you don’t go to the show. No need to kill every singer you don’t like. The show business would be very empty.”

“True.” 

“She was supposed to be on stage at eight.” Sara came back in the room.

“What did they do when she didn’t show up?”

“Got the supporter to play longer and called for a replacement.”

“As Freddie said so right, show must go on.” Grissom said dryly. 

“We found the boyfriend of Emmerson.” Sofia had to breathe hard. Walking a few stairs made her almost losing her breath. 

“Are you alright?” Sara was more concerned about her wife than the case. It was supposed to be Sofia’s last case out of the office. Well, the third time that it was her last case out of the office. Every time Sofia had taken her decision back and went back to the field work. 

“Yes. I need to get used to walk around with all these extra weight. Ten pounds. If I go on like this somebody from Greenpeace will start to roll me to Lake Meat because he’ll think I’m a whale stranded in the desert.”

“You’re crazy. Shall we come over for the interview with the boyfriend?”

“You, Grissom, both of you, as you like.”

“He’s in his office with the Sheriff, I don’t think it’s good to interrupt him there.”

“He’ll be glad to escape with a good excuse.”

“Yes he will but the Sheriff will tell me I can do the interview because it’s not a high priority case.”

“True. You’re coming with me?”

“Yes.” Sara took the folder with the evidence. 

“How are Dorian and Jonah?”

“Good boys. I think they’re used to the police job already. Listen careful, boys, your moms will interrogate a suspect now.”

“Mom Sofia will be the bad ass cop while mom Sara has to be the nice one.”

“I think we should change that. A pregnant bad ass cop isn’t scary. When you talk to him with your own charm you’ll have him crying within seconds.”

“Bitch.” Sara shot an evil look to Sofia. 

“Like that and you’ll be fine.” Sofia smirked. She opened the door for Sara and let her enter the room first. 

“Mister Shoes, I’m lieutenant Curtis, that’s Misses Sidle with the crime lab.”

“What do you want?”

“We found your girlfriend dead, what do you think we want?”

“Tell me what she did in that motel?”

“We hoped you’d tell us.”

“I thought she was on stage where she belonged.” 

“Really?” Sofia cocked her head. As far as she knew the boyfriend, Miles Shoes, was also the manager of Emily Emmerson. 

“Yes. She has a contract she’s suppose to fulfill.”

“You’re her manager and the boyfriend.”

“And?”

“Any problems with that? I mean the manager wants the star on stage all the time, making money. The boyfriend should ask for some private time. How could you arrange that?”

“I saw her when she was on stage, I was with her all the time.”

“And you didn’t notice that she wasn’t there last night?”

“Of course I did. I tried to call her.”

“What time did you see her last?”

“In the early afternoon. She said she wanted to go to the gym, have a swim and come to the Golden Nugget. I waited until six, when she didn’t show up I tried to call her. The cell phone was off. I started to call friends and asked if she was there but nobody could tell me where she was. What can I do? If I call the police they’ll tell me I’ve to wait a whole day until I can call her missing.”

He was right with that. Usually the police didn’t start searching for an adult after four hours. And there was no reason why anybody should have thought of that something happened to Emily Emmerson. She wouldn’t have been the first star who was sick of the show and took a night off. 

“Did you look for her?”

“Of course but I was also busy trying to find a replacement. The casino wasn’t happy when I told them Emily isn’t there.”

“You lost some money.”

“I lost fifty thousand this night. The casino paid her for the shows, now I’ve to pay them back for the shows she can’t make.”

“I wonder if the boyfriend or the manager worries more about the death of Emily Emmerson.” Sara cocked her head. So far it was only the manager who felt sorry; sorry for himself. There hadn’t been a personal word of sorrow from Shoes. 

“We are not the perfect couple, if you look for a man who’s crying all the time you’re wrong here. I fucked her, I managed her, we had some fun, that’s all. Having her cheating on me is something that doesn’t really bother me. You can replace every girlfriend even when women will never understand that, but it will be hard to replace the singer.”

“Charming.” Sara handed him some photos of the crime scene. “Ever saw that room?”

“No.”

“Any witnesses for your whereabouts in the late afternoon to the early evening, Mister Shoes?”

“I was in the casino from six and before that I was home. Alone. Tell me why I should kill the one who brings me money?”

“Because she cheated on you?” At least Sara suspected that. 

“I told you I don’t care about that. I care about my money.”

“You have any idea whom she met?” Sofia asked. 

“No.”

“Any idea who could know?”

“Maybe one of the background singers. She spent some time with them and women are always talking.”

Sofia sighed. She didn’t like this man but when she checked his whereabouts and he was really at the casino from six on, he couldn’t be the killer. And she really believed he didn’t kill the woman, he was too much into money. Emily Emmerson brought him money alive, now she would cost him money.

“It looks like there’s a mountain in our bed.” Sofia looked at the blanket. Her belly lifted the blanket to a small bump. 

“That’s not a mountain.”

“You saw my belly I turn every day more into a whale. When you see me in the bath tube it’s like whale watching.”

“A baby whale.” Sara kissed Sofia laughing. She could think of a lot of things when she saw Sofia in the bath tube but not of a whale. 

“A baby whale on the desk from now on. I’ll put on even more weight.”

“The twins are still growing, you need to put on some weight.”

“I think I’ve put on enough weight. When they’ll weight that much that I put on we’ll have two big boys. Six pounds is enough for one twin.” That made twelve pounds and Sofia didn’t want to put on more weight than that. She had to lose all that after the birth of Jonah and Dorian. A long time without chocolate. 

“Seven or eight pounds isn’t unusual for a baby.”

“Yes, one. I’ve got two, they’ll be a little bit smaller, the space in me is limited. I don’t want to put on fifty pounds and spend the rest of the pregnancy in bed because I can’t walk anymore. I need some exercise.”

“We’ve the course twice a week, you’ve some exercise.” Sofia had found a sport course for pregnant women and Sara joined her every time it was time to go there. 

“I need more. I need to walk every day. Would you take a walk with me every day? Around the block, I doubt I can walk long distances but I need some sport.”

“I think swimming is better for you. We can go swimming twice a week.” 

“That would be great too…is it okay when I ask you to come with me? I mean, you’re still in the field, you’ve the gym twice a week, you don’t need extra exercise…” She didn’t want to plan Sara’s free time, it wasn’t that much with all the overtime her wife was doing. 

“We are pregnant. You need some sport I’ll come with you.” Sara placed her hand on Sofia’s belly. She had said she wanted to support the blonde wherever it was possible. She meant it that way. 

“Sure?”

“Very sure. I like water, I like swimming…”

“Oh my god I need a swim suit…if there’s something in my size…I’ll really be a whale when I’m in the water.”

“Sofia?”

“Yes?”

“You are a beautiful woman and you don’t look like a whale. Yes, you’re pregnant and put on some weight but you still look beautiful. Ten pounds more don’t change anything about that. I think these few pounds more suits you and the pregnancy too. You’re smiling all time and I can’t remember a time you looked happier and more beautiful.”

“You forgot our wedding?”

“You know what I mean.”

“You need to say all these things, you’re my wife.”

“I’m Grumpy Smurf, I tell you all the things you don’t want to hear if I think they’re true. You still turn heads…and I’m still jealous when we walk around the shopping center and men stare at you because you’re stunning and they want you, no matter that you’re pregnant. You’re still hot to them.”

“Wait until this belly is in it’s full size and they won’t be any space for you in our bed anymore because I need the whole king size bed.”

“Won’t happen, Silly.”

“You never know. I put on a pound per week and I’ll be…ouch…!” Sara and Sofia both got rigid. There had been a kick. Sofia had felt the pain, Sara, who’s hand was still on Sofia’s belly, had felt the little move. 

“They move.”

“At least one of them. Oh my god.” Sofia didn’t dare to breathe. She had felt the first kick of one of her children. It was…they were really alive. So far she had seen the x-rays and saw her belly growing but now she had felt how alive they were. At least one of them had shown her, he was there and she had to be prepared for more. 

“I could feel it. I felt the kick.” Sara was excited. The first kick and she had felt it too. There was a reason why she had her hand all the time on Sofia’s belly. Not only because she loved the skin contact, but also because she didn’t want to miss the first kick. 

“They are real.”

“Of course they are. And they told you to stop talking bullshit. I’m sure it was a kind of protest because you say the whole time you’re fat and not sexy. Your mother, boys, is so damn sexy. She should have a gun license for that smile and her sway. I can tell you boys, so sexy. You’ll have such a hot mom.”

“Don’t talk like that to our children.”

“Why? They’ll see how beautiful and sexy you are in a few months. I try to prepare them.”

“Sure you are. Tell them not to kick me anymore.”

“I don’t want you to feel pain but I’d love to feel some more kicks. It felt so great. I really did feel one of them.”

“So did I. He kicks hard. Must be Dorian.”

“Why?”

“You gave him his name, he’s yours.”

“You want a DNA test to find out which one has your DNA to name him Jonah?”

“Nonsense.”

“Sure?”

“Yes. I said that because I’m sure it’s your DNA that makes him kick me. He’ll kick more than Jonah because he will be like you. Kicking me, pinching me, annoying me.”

“Very funny.”

“I need to talk to him, try to make him a nice boy and not a male bitch…ouch…a baby that kicks me from the inside and a wife who pinches me. Poor me.”

“I can tell you how we’ll find out which baby has your DNA without a test.”

“Stunning blue eyes?”

“No, he’ll be late. The first baby will be Dorian, the one who’ll be there an hour later will be Jonah.”

“You are so funny. Only because I don’t have too much time to be everywhere five minutes earlier it doesn’t mean I’m an hour late. And our children will come out fast and with no long break in between.” At least Sofia hoped that. The thought of being in labor for hours made her regret being pregnant. 

“I hope so.” Sara paused for a few seconds. “I hope we won’t start thinking like ‘your child’ and ‘my child’. I don’t want to have a first and second child.”

“We won’t.” Sofia kissed Sara. “I can promise you I won’t try to find out whose DNA is in Dorian or Jonah. And I can promise you I won’t prefer the boy who might look more like me. I told you I want a child with your DNA, if I wouldn’t be pregnant with twins I’d hope it would be your child. They are both our children.”

“I’m just scared we’re not good parents. It’s a helluver a responsibility we’ll have. What if we suck?”

“We won’t. We’ll love them and that’s the most important thing. Stop worrying.”

“I try but it’s hard. Maybe it was all too fast. Wedding, house, twins. All within less than a year.”

“Do you regret it?” Sofia asked serious. She knew they had changed their lives completely in one year and some changes were forever. They could get divorced, they could move out of the house but their children would be there forever. 

“No, it just hits me hard sometimes and I try to understand it. I mean, we’ll be parents in a few months. That’s so crazy. I thought our wedding was the most craziest thing we’ve ever done. And now see what happens out of a joke.”

“If it ever was a joke.” Sofia stroke Sara’s arm. 

“I believed it when we got married in Vegas.”

“What about Amsterdam?”

“I was serious then. I told you that before. When I said ‘I do’ in Amsterdam I meant it. And we did so much, fought so much for this wedding, I think we both knew deep inside ourselves, we were serious about Amsterdam and us.”

“Yes.” Sofia kissed her wife. “Vegas was fun and Amsterdam was serious. I’d do it again.”

“Would you?” Sara smirked. 

“Yes. I think if Nevada ever be up to date we should get married again here.”

“I’d be happy if they’d accept our marriage and treat us like any other couple.”

“Our bosses do.” That was true. Jim had without hesitation given in and made the way clear for Sofia to change to dayshift after the birth of the children. He wasn’t happy about losing her on nightshift, he had hoped she’d replace him when he got retired but he understood that the family was more important for Sofia. 

Grissom was the same. He had talked to Ecklie and cleared the way for Sara to change too. As soon as Sofia would start working again, Sara would leave the graveyard shift and change to days. It would be strange to see all their colleagues in the morning when they were about to go home and Sara and Sofia started. 

“Yes, that’s very good. I still feel guilty because you’ll leave your shift because of me.”

“No need to feel guilty, I want to be with you. The idea of being home while you’re working and being at work while you sleep isn’t something I’d like. Ecklie is busy with his politics, he won’t bother me much. If he’s too annoying I’ll quit and be a housewife.”

“I can’t imagine you as a housewife, sorry.” Sofia giggled. 

“Why? I’m a good cook.”

“Yes you are…do you want our children to be vegetarians?” 

“No.” Sara shook her head. “They’ll need meat, it’s not healthy to raise children as vegetarians. If they want to be vegetarians later I’ll be happy to support them. Until that time I want them to have barbeques with you and eat meat. Kids love sausages.”

“I agree that children should eat meat but I think we can also replace meat a few days a week with tofu and other things. Keep their mind open for everything.”

“Will you try it too?”

“I do eat tofu and I don’t mind fish or when we have nothing than a salad with eggs. No matter how much I love my steaks, I don’t have a problem to eat no meat every now and then.”

“I know.” Sara kissed Sofia. They had never had a problem with their different ways of eating. There had always been a steak in Sara’s fridge when they had their own apartments and there had always been tofu in Sofia’s fridge. 

“I wonder who was kicking you.” Sara laid her ear carefully on Sofia’s belly. “Hello? Guys? Who was kicking my wife? You’re not in trouble, we just want to know who was it. And why the other one isn’t kicking. Can you kick mommy again so that I can feel it? I like to feel your kicks.”

“I’m not sure if I like them too.” Sofia grinned. 

“Of course you do. Guys? Come on, one more kick. A little one. Please.”

“I’m sure they’ll kick both more the next few months. Sara, we have to make a decision about our names.”

“Huh?” Sara replaced her ear with her hand. She didn’t want to miss another kick. 

“Well, they can’t call both of us ‘mom’, we won’t know who they’re talking too. And don’t you dare to say I’m the mom because I gave birth to them. You’ll come with something stupid like that and I’ll slap you.”

“Okay.” Sara grinned. She was about to say something like that. 

“Any idea?”

“Mom and…I don’t know…mother?”

“Mother sounds so…formal.”

“Mommy?” Sara had no idea. “What did you call your mother when you were small?”

“Mom or mommy. You?”

“Same.”

“Well, do you want to be mom or mommy?”

“I think it would be weird if they call me Sara, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes. You’re their mother.”

“Mommy?”

“Okay, that makes me mom. Listen boys, mommy and me want you to come out fast…I don’t mean right away, but when it’s time, like in three or four month, you can be a little bit fast. I really love you boys but I don’t want to be in labor for hours. The faster you come out the faster we can go home and here are two beautiful rooms waiting for you…we need these baby phones. So that we can hear when one of them is crying. You can’t care too much about them in the first six months. This time is very important for them, to build trust and we need to be available 24/7.”

“We will. Or your mom will.” Sofia’s mother had told both she wanted to take care of the boys at least one evening per week and she wanted to make sure the boys would go to daycare later, would bring them there and get them back if Sara and Sofia had to work. 

“She’ll be all over them. Something I really like because I think after the birth I’ll need a break. I want to ask mom if she can take care of them when they’re a month or so and would like to go away with you for two nights. Could you live with that?”

“Don’t listen to your mom, boys, she loves you. She doesn’t mean it in a bad way when she says something like that.” Sara’s lips touched Sofia’s belly. “Don’t cry, you’ll be happy to have a break too and grandma and grandfather will spoil you so much.”

“I take that as a ‘yes’ even if you don’t talk to me.”

“Yes. I want you for myself for two nights. And no, I don’t us to be at any exciting place, all I want is you. I want to have sex with you two days in a row.”

“You sound like you haven’t had sex in ages.”

“I didn’t.” Sara grinned. “Can’t remember the last time.”

“Your short-term memory isn’t that good if you can’t remember last night. Or it wasn’t good enough for you. Maybe a pregnant woman isn’t attractive for you.”

“A pregnant woman not, my pregnant wife is very attractive for me.”

“Is she?”

“Oh yes. Our sons will have a bad opinion of me if I go on talking like that about you. And when I can’t resist you all the time.”

“They’ll love you for making me happy.”

“I hope so. I love your mom, boys. She’s the most amazing person in the whole universe. You’re both so lucky to be in her, to be her children. I hope you’ll appreciate it. If you cause her any trouble, you’ll be in trouble with me.”

“Are you threatening our kids?”

“Yes. If they cause you any trouble and make you sad, I’ll make them regret. Don’t you dare not to do what mom tells you later. Mommy will be very mad with you.”

“Don’t scare them. They might make the decision not to come out and I’ll have them in me until they’re twenty-one.”

“After high school and college, ready to work and get married. Sounds good to me.”

“We need to talk about that later.” Sofia laughed. 

Part 5

“I’ll never ever be pregnant again!” Sofia was exhausted. She didn’t want to be here anymore. She wanted to be home. But she had to be strong. She was in labor and a few moments ago the first one of her twins had come out and was in Sara’s arm now while the blonde still felt the contractions. One more to go. She held on to Sara’s left hand, didn’t take her eyes of her wife and the bloody little thing in her arms, crying and complaining about being in this world. Sofia could feel with him.

“Sofia, you need to push. Your next son wants to come out.” The midwife said.

“Believe me, I want him out too.”

“Push hard, honey, you can do it.”

“Easy for you to say….ouch…why did I want to have children?”

“Look here and you’ll know.” Sara held the baby boy in front of Sofia’s eyes and immediately the blonde felt less pain. That was Dorian. He was so cute and Sofia was sure, he looked like Sara. They had made the arrangement that the first boy would be Dorian because Sara was always early and Sofa usually late. It looked like the children had that from their mothers. Sara’s DNA got Dorian out fast. If he had her DNA. Right now under pain and with her son not washed he could have have anybody’s DNA. 

“Misses Sidle, can you give me the boy? I’ll wash him.”

Unwilling Sara gave the nurse the boy. She wanted to have the baby with her, she wanted Sofia to see why she fought through all these pain Sara could only imagine. Their children and the first one was already with them. Now they needed his brother. 

With both hands she held Sofia’s hand. 

“Damn it, I bet he has a huge head.”

“A stubborn head? Like his mother?”

“Shut up, he might have your head and that’s why I suffer so much.”

“Sure darling. You blamed me already the last time, one of them has your DNA.”

“Dorian because he doesn’t cause me any pain anymore…. fuck…!”

“The head is almost out, Sofia.”

“Almost? What is he doing? Holding back? Get out, you little bastard.”

“I won’t tell him that you called him that.” Sara grinned and shut up when she saw Sofia’s look. 

“The next time you’ll be here and I’ll be making fun of you…”

“There won’t be a next time.”

“We need to talk about that…laaaaterrrrr….”

“Head’s out, Sofia, you can do the rest easily.”

“Easy to say if you don’t lie here.”

Sara got closer to Sofia, her lips almost touched the ear of the blonde.

“I love you and I’m so proud of you.”

“Love you too…nevertheless I want you to be in my shoes the next time.”

“No next time, we wanted two children, we’ve them.”

“One and almost a second one…what is he doing?”

“He’s out, Sofia. You can relax.”

“Thanks god for that.” Sofia breathed out and closed her eyes. All this pain, she wanted a pain killer and a sleeping pill.

“Sara, do you want to cut the umbilical cord?”

“Yes.” Sara stroke over Sofia’s hand shortly and took the scissors. She had done the same with Dorian, now it was Jonah’s time. That meant, she was responsible for the belly buttons of their sons. She hoped she did a good job.

“Perfect. Do you want to have him?”  The midwife asked.

“Yes.” Sara took Jonah in her arms and walked back to Sofia. “There he is, the little trouble maker.” Jonah was crying and didn’t seem to be too happy to be out. 

“What do you expect? You know his mothers.” Sofia tried to sit. She wanted to see both of her children. 

“Do you want to go to your mom?” Sara asked the baby.

“Sure he wants. Come here, baby.” Sofia opened her arms. “Baby can I hold you? Is that alright with you?”

“Mom asks stupid questions sometimes.” Sara gave Sofia Jonah and turned to see what Dorian was doing. He was cleaned up and wrapped up in a towel. She took him in her arms.

“Oh, he’s so cute and small and so…beautiful. I’m so glad I’ve you.” She kissed Jonah. “And you.” She looked at Dorian.”

“Do you have enough energy to hold them both?”

“Yes.” Sofia moved Jonah in her left arm and Sara placed Dorian in the right arm. Both of her children in her arms. The most beautiful moment for a mother. 

“That’s a great picture. My wife with our two children.” Sara got her camera and took some photos. 

“Shall I take a photo of the four of you?” The nurse offered.

“Yes, please.” Sara gave her the camera and went close to Sofia who wanted to give Jonah to Sara.

“Keep him, I’ll take the three of you in my arms.”

“I want a photo of you and the boys too.”

“Later. I think Jonah needs a bath first and then they both need to rest. And so do you.”

“I don’t want them away from me.”

“We’ll bring them back to you, Sofia, no worries.”

“Can’t they stay here?”

“You need some time to rest and we need to check them to make sure they’re as healthy as they look.”

“Sara?”

“I’ll be around, I’ll be with you.”

“Can’t you go with them?”

“I’m afraid she can’t.” The midwife took Jonah in her arms. “But I promise I’ll take care of them.”

“My babies, I don’t want them to be away.” She held on to Dorian who had stopped crying. He had blue eyes and Sofia was sure he was looking at her. 

“That’s how the world looks from outside mom, Dorian. There’s so much you have to explore and there are so many things mommy and me will show you. You need to be a strong boy and you need to be patient with your mothers. When we’re too careful we don’t think you can’t do things we’re just scared something might happen to you and…”

“Sofia? Don’t give him the full program right now. Wait a few months, he won’t do anything at the moment without our help.”

“He’ll leave me now.”

“Only for a short time.” Sara took Dorian. “Lay back and relax.”

“I need a clean up too.” 

“You’ll get it. And then you’ll sleep.”

“But the boys…”

“Will be alright.”

“Will you talk to my parents?” Sofia’s parents were in front of the delivery room. She didn’t want them in, the only one she wanted here was Sara. It was the better to swear at your partner than your mother. 

“Of course. Don’t worry, relax. You did a perfect job with our kids.”

“Did I break your hand?” Sofia knew she pressed Sara’s hands hard a few times. 

“I can still move it.”

“Good. Give me a kiss before you leave me.”

“I’m not leaving you, I’ll be around.”

“You’ll be out of sight.”

“But not away.” Sara kissed Sofia. “Rest a little bit. I’ll talk to your parents. Love you.”

“I love you too. And the boys.” Sofia smiled exhausted and relieved. Their children were born and she had given birth the natural way. She did a damn good job. 

“Here you are.” Sara embraced Sofia from behind. She had been looking for her wife. Sofia hadn’t been in Jonah’s room, the boy was sleeping after his first drive in a car and his first afternoon in his new home. 

“He was hungry.” Sofia was feeding Dorian who looked very comfortable in her arms sucking on Sofia’s nibble. 

“I told him his personal milk bar is closed but he cried so sadly I couldn’t say no and now he’s happy and will sleep very soon, won’t you Dorian?” 

The little boy was already half asleep. It has been exciting for him too. Moving to a new area, a new bed and no more other babies around him. He had his own room now. First Sara and Sofia wanted to put them both in one room but then they thought it might be better to have them in separate rooms, in case one woke up and started crying. There was no need to have two crying babies. One because he was hungry and the other one because the brother was crying. 

“He is sleeping. Come here, sweetie.” Sara took Dorian out of Sofia’s arms. “I’ll bring you to bed.” Carefully she placed him in his bed and covered him up. 

“We have them home, isn’t that great?”

“It is.” 

“I wish I could have them in my arms the whole night long.”

“That’s too dangerous.”

“I know. What a pity.”

“Maybe you find a replacement…a teddy bear the little dog Greg gave them…”

Sofia stopped Sara from talking by kissing her gently. “My wife?”

“If you can’t find anything better even your wife.”

“There is nothing better than my wife.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. “I missed you so much the last nights alone in hospital. Five nights without you were pure hell.”

“Tell me about it. I was all by myself in the house, it felt so strange. I slept badly, was awake all the time, wandered around looking for you even when I knew you’re in hospital. Somehow I hoped I might find you in the living room, the garden or in one of the boy’s room.”

“We do miss each other, don’t we?” The blonde laughed a little bit. She had been tossing and turning in her hospital bed, trying to do something with  her arms. All the time she wanted to have Sara in her arms and came up with nothing. At one point she had been that desperate, she had thought of hugging her bottle of water. 

“I miss you whenever you’re not with me.”

“Want to go to bed with me?”

“I do.” Sara had a few nights off to make sure Sofia and the boys would be alright. She knew if she had to go to work tonight, she would not have been able to concentrate on anything than Sofia and the boys. 

“So tired.” Sofia snuggled in Sara’s arms. “And so good to be back in your arms.”

“So good to have you in my arms again. I want you to stay there for the rest of our life.”

“Okay. You’ll call my mother to make sure she takes care of the boys. I can’t do that anymore when I’m in your arms.”

“Maybe I allow you to go to the boys.”

“Thanks honey. I wouldn’t mind if you get up at night when  they’re crying.”

“I’ll do that but I can’t help them when they’re hungry.”

“You can carry them to me so I don’t have to get up.”

“I’ll do that. Only because you’ve to do that from next week on when I’m away at night.”

“Don’t mention that.” Sofia whined. She had to sleep a few weeks without Sara. Two months. That were fifty-six nights without Sara until they both started on day shift. 

“You’ll be busy. When we both start our new shift I want the boys to be trained to sleep at night.”

“How am I suppose to make that happen?”

“You’ll find a way.”

“I’ll try.” She kissed Sara softly. “So good to be back with you.”

“Mhm.”

“Just one thing I miss.”

“What?”

“Your hands all over my body.”

“No sex for two weeks, you heard the doctor.”

“I’m sure he meant sex with men.”

“No sex with men for you for the rest of your life, Misses Curtis.”

“I didn’t hear him say that…ouch…you bit me!”

“Yes.” Sara grinned. Her teeth had found their way into Sofia’s shoulder and punished the blonde for her comment. 

“Somehow my life is full of pain at the moment.”

“Sometimes you do ask for pain.” Sara embraced Sofia’s lower body with her legs. “Now you can’t run away.”

“I don’t want to run away.”

“Good. I love you Sofia and I’m so happy that you and the boys are healthy and back here. 

“I love you too and I’m happy that we’re a family now. I can’t imagine anything better than having a family with you.”

“We will make, won’t we?”

“Sure we will. Even when I can’t have sex with you I want to be in your arms.” She pulled Sara closer, pulled the blanket above them, started a little fight with her wife who could be on top and found herself in Sara’s arms, the lips of the brunette finding hers. 

“I’m glad we’ve twins, I don’t want to sleep without you for a week again. As much as I love the boys, taking you away for a week was mean.” Sara complained. 

“No more children?”

“No more children. We’ve two, that’s enough. Or do you want to be alone for another week?”

“No way! Two are fine, no sandwich child, no older or younger problem. And they’ll keep us busy. We’ll be happy to send them away in summer.”

“I’m not sure if I want them away. I mean it’s summer time, their holidays. How will they feel when we send them away to have some time for us alone?”

“Released to be away from us? At least I felt like that when my parents sent me away. Didn’t you…your parents didn’t send you away.” Sofia said sadly. Of course not and that was why the brunette worried about the feelings of their children. Sending them away seemed mean and harsh to her, like the parents don’t love their children, don’t want to spend time with them. 

“Tell you what, we’ll let them make the decision. If they want to go away for a week or two with their friends in summer we’ll let them go. If they want to stay here they can spend time with their grandparents. We’ll be working but we’ll have great barbeques with them in the evening and do something exciting on our days off. Disney Land, swimming, Sea World. Maybe they’ll be fans of a sport and we can go out with them playing baseball, basketball or football, watch some games. We’ll spend a lot of time with our children, don’t worry about that Sara. We’ll be good parents.”

“I’m still not sure how I can be a good mom when I’ve no idea what a good mom does.”

“A good mom loves her children. You do that. Do did that before they were born. Whenever you had the chance you had your hand on my belly to be close to them. You talked to them, told them everything like they were out here, seeing what you saw. As soon as one of them is crying you’re there, holding them, soothing them. You are a great mother, Sara. You love them and that’s the most important thing you can give them. Your parents didn’t love you, they didn’t show you how important and special you are, but you do show that our children. And because your parents were too stupid to see how special their daughter is, I’ve to do that. I’m not sure how to show you but I’ll try. I hope you have any idea how much I love you, I hope you can feel my love.”

“I do.” Sara kissed Sofia with a little smile. She felt the love of her wife, it scared her sometimes, amazed her sometimes too but most of the times it made her simply absolutely happy. 

“Where is he? Where is my godson?” Greg came in the house with a huge bouquet of flowers he pressed Sofia in her arms.

“Who is your godson?”

“I don’t know, you haven’t made a decision the last time. I want the one that makes less trouble and is smarter and better looking. A mini me.”

“A geek? In that case you’ve to look for Sara’s DNA.”

“Says the former supervisor, Miss smart pans. I’ve never been smart enough to be a supervisor, you were one.” Sara pushed Sofia out of the way and kissed Greg’s cheek. 

“Acting supervisor.”

“Ecklie’s pet.”

“One more comment like that and you’ll sleep alone for the rest of the week.”

“Before you start bitching and arguing, tell me which one is mine. And where are the lovely boys?”

“Upstairs. Sofia’s mother is with them.”

“Again.” Sofia rolled her eyes. Her mother came over every day to see her grandchildren. 

“She’s retired.”

“She found a new job, she’s a babysitter. I could start working right away, there’s no reason for me to be here. Jonah and Dorian don’t need me.”

“They need you, you’re their mother.”

“You’ve more time for yourself now. Be thankful.”

“I am. Most times.” Sometimes she was only annoyed because her mother was there all the time and wanted to tell her what to do. On the other hand side, Sofia had some time for herself because her mother was there all the time She could go to the gym and shopping while her mother made sure the boys were alright and Sara was sleeping. 

“Come on, Greggo, time for you to see the boys.” Sara pulled Greg upstairs to Jonah’s room, where Sofia’s mother was sitting with Dorian on her arm. Jonah was in his cradle asleep.

“Hey Greg, you’re almost a daily visitor.” Sofia’s mother greeted the young CSI.

“Of course. I miss Sofia and I want to see the boys. My godson – if they ever make up their mind who will be my godson.”

“Which one do you want?”

“Both!”

“Pick one. I didn’t know they want to christen the boys at all.”

“We haven’t made a decision about that but I think it’s nice when they both have a godfather and a godmother. No matter if we go to christen them. It’s not about religion, it’s about…I don’t know…”

“Having two people who’ll have hopefully a special relationship to them.” Sara helped her wife out. 

“Yes.”

“Knowing Greg and his crush on Sara, he wants Sara’s son.” Sofia’s mother grinned.

“They are both her sons.” Sofia corrected her mother with furrowed brows. “Mother, I told you we don’t talk about Sara or my son, they’re both ours. No matter what the DNA says. And frankly I’ve no idea who has my DNA.” Both boys had darker hair and blue eyes. If they would keep the blue eyes or if one or both would get darker eyes they’d see in a few months. It didn’t matter.

“Dorian is always hungry, he must have Sofia’s DNA.” Sara grinned.

“He’s also always awake, that speaks for your DNA while Jonah sleeps a lot and is a bad eater. Looks like our sons have shared their DNA and every one has some DNA of the other. Like I said, our sons.”

“When they cry and I’ve a night off, they’re all yours.” Sara smirked.

“I saw that the last time you had a night off and they were really active in the morning. I had to handle two hungry, stinky and crying children while my lovely wife was asleep and didn’t help.”

“I took care of them at night so that you got some sleep.”

“Yes, thanks for that.” When Sara was at home Sofia had the nights for sleeping. It was the best time for her to catch up some sleep she didn’t get during the other time. Sara had managed to have two nights off per week so Sofia could sleep. 

“I think Greg should be the godfather of Jonah.” Sofia’s mother said.

“Why?”

“Look at his hair, it’s crazy. Like Greg a few years ago.”

“That’s a good reason. Would you be Jonah’s godfather, Greg?” Sofia asked.

“Sure. Even if I don’t like the hair relation. You’re mine now, Jonah.” He sat next to Jonah’s cradle and watched the boy sleeping. 

“You can take care of him and Dorian on Monday, Wednesday and Friday while my mother watches them on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. Sara and me will take over on Sundays. We’ll have six days a week off, honey. Want to go away with me?”

“Back to Europe?”

“Yes.”

“Uhm, your boys are two weeks young and you plan already to leave them alone? I thought I raised you to be a little bit more responsible, Sofia.”

“Leaving them with you and Greg isn’t responsible? Can you imagine anybody who will take better care of them then you and him?”

“Their mothers?”

“Their mothers need a break. We take a little trip to Monaco, Rome, Cologne and London should be our next stops.”

“You can do that when the boys go to college.”

“To college?” Sofia gasped for breath. That meant they had to wait eighteen years for the next trip to Europe.

“We need a lot of money and take the kids with us.”

“I’m afraid our kids wants to go to Disney Land and not to Rome.” Sofia thought about that for a moment. “I prefer Disney Land to culture and history too.”

“Of course you do. We’ll take them to Disney Land in a few years. Right now they’re too small, they can’t do anything there.”

“It’s the grandmother’s job to take them to entertainment parks.” Sofia’s mother said firmly. “I’ll take them there while Greg has to take them to sport.”

“Sport? Me? Uhm…I think they need a second godfather, one who loves sport. I can teach them chess.”

“My sons won’t be geeks!” Sofia protested. “They’ll be cool kids.”

“They’ll be drunk with fifteen, get picked up when they’re sixteen because were skinny dipping in a lake and get trouble with the dean of their college for smoking? Just like their mother?” Sofia’s mother asked sweetly and made Sofia turn deep red. 

“Skinny dipping in a lake? Lake Meat?” Sara asked interested. She wasn’t surprised about the drinking and smoking thing, the naked bath surprised a little bit more. 

“I was drunk…”

“Again.”

“…we had a party and it was funny, we all jumped in naked…it was a kind of test of courage under friends.”

“Two dozen naked teenager, half a dozen officers and my daughter in the middle of them. I didn’t get her out of that in case you wonder, Sara. I left her the whole night in custody, gave her some time to think.”

“And after that I had to do some social service for being drunk. My mother never bothered to get me out of that.”

“You deserved it. I told you not to drink after I picked you up drunk the year before. I hope your sons will made all the trouble you made. You’ll understand how I felt at that time and will remind my words. Children, teenager especially, sometimes need to be punished. The social service didn’t hurt you.”

“I had to work with these old people and they told me their story of their life every day again. It was horrible.”

“You didn’t touch any alcohol after that?” Sara grinned. 

“I didn’t get caught after that anymore. No more skinny dipping and no more big parties with alcohol. We had our drinks after that at somebody’s flat in private. Nobody cared about smoking there either. Don’t tell me you didn’t do the same.”

“Actually I didn’t. Not until university. I was too busy learning, I wanted to go to the university I wanted and not to the one I could pay. I got my scholarship and after that I had some time for fun. But I’ve to say during the terms I was learning, only in holidays I had some parties.”

“Geek.”

“Determined.”

“It will be interesting to see how the boys will be. I wonder if your DNA will be stronger or the way you’ll raise them.”

“They’ll be well behaved…” Sara started.

“…and know what fun is.” Sofia completed. 

“I think we shouldn’t tell them not to drink alcohol. It will make it more interesting for them. If we allow them a glass of wine or beer sometimes it won’t be that interesting for them anymore.”

“Are you sure you’ll be a captain of the police, Sofia?”

“Yes mother I’m sure I will be a police captain. Working as a captain doesn’t mean I’ve to agree on every rule. I prefer to have my sixteen year old sons a beer than a gun and firing around the garden. I’ll lock our guns, I won’t lock the alcohol. Sara?”

“I agree on that. They can have a beer when we’re having a barbeque in the garden but I don’t want them near to our guns. We need to buy a safe, Sofia.”

“We’ll do that. And we’ll make an office out of the fourth bedroom, that we’ll kept locked all the time too. Two keys, one for you, one for me, kept with our work stuff. I want to be very sure that they won’t use the guns. I don’t want to come home one night and see them dead, find them and their friends with the gun or anything like that. If they want to have guns, they’ve to wait until they’re twenty-one or have to go to the army or police academy.”

“I don’t want them in the army.” Sara furrowed her brows. She didn’t like the idea her sons were somewhere alone, fighting for their life because somebody told them it was worth dying for that. 

“You heard that, guys? Your mothers have some plans with you.”

“We do.” Sofia took Dorian on her arm while Sara took Jonah. 

“We built this family and we’ll protect it.” Sara kissed Sofia. There was nothing more important in her life than her family. She had Sofia and the boys and nothing could ever compare to them. 
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