A Year In Seattle

Week Eleven

Thursday August 31st 2056 - Me and my shadow

Well, me and my new best-buddy and roommate got off to an interesting start. He showed up at my door, suitcase in hand. I was not expecting that. He's planning on watching over me 24-7. 

That could prove interesting. I know he already doesn't like my motorcycle riding and then there's the whole thing of the motor-medic going out ahead of the truck. Hard to keep track of me that way. 

He's an interesting one our Marshall Jason Casey. He insisted we take his car to the station. I asked him what he preferred to be called, in the hopes he'd guess I'm not too fond of "Miss Miller". 

"Casey," he told me. "Casey or Case.." 

I nodded as we headed into the station house. 

"What do I call you?" 

I smiled, it worked. "Jess, ever'body calls me Jess," I told him. "Unless they're pissed off at me and then they call me..." 'Cap supplied: "MILLER!" 

I didn't even get to finish the sentence, but there it was. 

I smiled at Casey. "Like that," I told him with a slight nod and then went over to talk to the Captain. 

"Miller, what are the rules about bringing visitors into the station?" 

I bit back the smart response of reciting the regulations and shook my head. "He's not a visitor," I answered. "He's my baby-sitter," I added jerking my thumb over my shoulder. "Marshall Jason Casey, Captain David R. Daltry." 

Cap gave me one of his sternest looks to date and demanded an explanation. When I finished, he nodded. 

He wasn't too crazy about the situation, but he agreed that it was nice to have us full up on medics for a change. Then he turned and said it was bout it being time I had somebody watching out over me. 

I'd just gotten Casey setup with a locker when Ray rolled in. I was about to introduce him when Ray just grinned. 

"Case! Haven't seen you in ages." 

My jaw dropped. Turns out at least half the folks at the station house know him. As he was saying 'hey' to all his old friends, Ray was giving me that sideways 'what's up?' grin. I was just about to explain when a call came through. Casey started to follow me, until he noticed I was pulling on my helmet. 

"What are you doing?" he demanded as he wheeled me around by the arm. 

I was surprised by the strength in his grip, but I still managed to meet his gaze. "I'm responding to the call," I answered nodding towards the bike. "Ride with Ray, I'll meet you at the scene." 

I could see the wheels turning in his mind as he studied me. I gave him a wink. I wasn't being headstrong and thinking I was invulnerable, well, I was being headstrong, but I know I'm not invulnerable. 

Believe me, I know just how mortal I am, but I've got a job to do, and I'm not about to crawl under a rock and give up. If I do, they win, and I just can't cope with that. I think he could see that in my eyes. 

"Miller," he growled as he let go of me. "You be careful." 

I nodded. At least he understands... and that means this may just work out. 



Friday September 1st 2056 Concessions

Casey insisted on taking the couch, after thoroughly checking out the condo. He found a few security goodies the boys had installed that I didn't know about, and then he added a few more. I watched him as he did it, studying the equipment. 

I wasn't making small talk, anything like that interests me, always has. That's how I've learned half the things I know. Casey was patient enough to answer my questions, but I could tell he was concentrating on security. Makes sense, both our lives depend on it I guess. 

Then he concentrated on me. What I do, how routine my life is, where I go and who I know. If he was a surprised by the Missing Person's visits or the John Doe checks, he hid it really well. All he said when I finished was, "I figured it was something like that." 

That earned him a long hard stare. 

He waited until I got over my semi-snit and started telling me what I could and couldn't do. First and foremost he told me that there was no way I was to ride my bike until this whole thing was over; I was too vulnerable. He was already moving on to change number two when I insisted we back up a little. 

I understand that the man has a job to do, but there has to be balance, and I just wasn't getting it. He was taking the approach that he called the shots and I towed the line. There was, in his book, no room for negotiations, I felt that there were compromises that could be established on all sides. 

I didn't get too far with that before he was reviewing my schedule. There was nothing he could do about the work schedule, so he didn't even bother with that. But then came the questions of 'What do you do after work.' Now, for the most part, I go home, play with the cats and go to sleep, but when I can I like to watch cartoons with Mike on Saturdays, and I'm *not* going to give that up, besides, I can't think of a safer place for me than Council Island these days. 

Still, I was to be his charge, his passenger, in all things. That was the hardest part. I'm used to going where I want, when I want. Guess I've been alone too long. He told me I could still move about freely, within reason, and with him 'attached at the hip.' 

He's okayed my 'Breakfast engagement on Council Island,' again without a second glance, and my Missing person's check, although he insists I can do it over the phone. He'll allow me a trip to the morgue, since its in the middle of Star Territory. As for traipsing over half of Seattle looking at John Does, that was right out. 

And I was just getting used to the routine. From the looks of things... I get to work like a maniac and then get cloistered at home until this whole thing blows over. 

I think Casey's pretty happy about that. 

Well, at least he was until I got my first call of the evening. Traffic accident and car fire. We were all on it. Took up most of the night too. After shift I grabbed a quick shower and Casey drove us to Council Island. 

I was expecting a full inspection since I was a) in a car and b) with Casey, but the guard just smiled and waved him through. I was suspicious enough that by the time we reached the Walkers, and Mike called him Uncle Casey that I just gave up. The man knows everybody. 

Mr. and Mrs. Walker seemed relieved that Casey was now my body guard, and Mike, bless him, thought it was 'cool.' 

When we headed back to the condo, Casey just looked at me. His expression was... mystified? 

"What?" I asked. 

He shook his head. "You're full of surprises Jess, that's all." 

It was something interesting to contemplate on the drive back to the condo. 



Saturday September 2nd 2056 - Confessions

I woke up this 'morning' to the sounds and smells of Casey cooking breakfast. The man was actually cooking real food-- right there in the condo! On a work day even! I don't know where or when he got the food, but it actually smelled good. 

He smiled at me questioningly as I came out of the bedroom and headed for the shower. "You want some?" 

I looked at it, and I have to admit it smelled good, but– me and real food don't always agree and first thing in the morning about all I can tolerate is coffee and a bagel. I told him as much and shambled off to get ready for work. 

Work was pretty uneventful, which was both a blessing and a source of worry for most of us. Ray and I have been at this long enough to know that when everything is quiet, somebody, somewhere is doing their best to make our lives interesting. 

If they were however, we were busy having problems of our own. At about 3 AM the station lost power. A quick look out the window revealed that everyone else on the block still had power. This little mini-blackout was all ours. 

It wasn't all that bad, we're a fire station after all. We've got flashlights, searchlights– we've even got mini generators. Looking back it was more an inconvenience than anything. In the dark it took us a while to get to the root of the problem, and in the daylight, it was obvious. It looked like something very large had used our transformer as a scratch post. 

For everybody else it was a curiosity. For me– another bone chilling sign that I really shouldn't have helped Fin out the other night. 

We only had one more shift for the week, but protective custody was really looking good to me. The only problem was– this was something of my own doing. It gave me quite a bit to think about on the way home. 

Casey noticed how quiet I was being and didn't say a word until he'd gotten me home. He studied me for a really long time before he asked, but I could feel the questions building up. 

"Jess," he asked softly. "This isn't the first time you've been in – trouble is it?" 

I shook my head. "This is kinda mild in comparison to some of the things that have been going on since I got here." 

He watched me patiently as I pulled up a pillow and sat down on the couch cross legged. 

"Wanna talk about it?" 

His tone was gentle, but I could see that he also wanted to know exactly what he was up against. I can't say as I blame him. 

Finally I nodded. I didn't plan on it, but I ended up telling him everything that had happened since I arrived here. I even told him the parts I hadn't told Mario and Trina; the parts I hadn't told Andrews or the Walkers. 

He listened to it all then finally nodded. "You know... the Azzies aren't too fond of people messing with their– things." 

I nodded. The only excuse I had was not knowing what I was getting into. 

He smiled at that. "Just like the organ leggers, or the chemicals– or even the Lydia Greenwood case." 

I shrugged. "Just lucky I guess," I answered with my best lopsided grin. 

He chuckled. "You, Jess Miller, are what we in the business like to call a 'trouble magnet.' 

I nodded. "Yeah, that's one way of putting it." 

Again he studied me and finally asked the question that'd been bothering him. "What's with this case in Baltimore?" 

I shook my head and ended up taking out a little bit of aggression on the fringe of the poor hapless pillow in my lap. "I used to date the man," I finally answered. "He was getting more and more possessive, almost mildly abusive. I'd had enough, told him so. Figured that was 'end of story.' 

I stopped shaking my head. 'He had a slightly different ending in mind." 

Casey studied me for a good five minutes as he made his own conclusions and pieced things together. "Sorry," he said softly. 

I nodded. "Guess I've been a trouble magnet for a while– just that here, they give 'trouble' a whole new meaning." 

Casey nodded. "Get some rest," he urged. "I'm going to make a few phone calls." 

I know my eyes flared at that. Usually when people have a few calls to make, I end up in even more trouble. Then again, I had admitted to being an accessory to *something* to a federal officer– what do you expect? 

I figured it would be a while before I managed to get to sleep, and it was. I kept hearing what sounded like a jaguar crying outside my window. I'm pretty sure it was my imagination. 



Sunday September 3rd 2056 - respite

This morning Casey was all smiles. It made me nervous, which only seemed to make him smile more. 

I finally broke and asked him what was up. 

"They found Eleanor Kapisniak, former Senior VP of ValenzBioChem," he told me. 

That made me perk up some. "How? Do they have enough to put her away?" 

He smiled at me. "We did," he answered. "But the point is rather moot– someone already put her away permanently." 

That surprised me a bit, but then I shrugged. She believed that in this world the little fish got eaten. She must have run across a bigger fish. I nodded. 

"That doesn't surprise you," he commented. "Good, maybe there's hope for you yet." 

Now, the explanation for that, I just had to hear. He told me that I was too much of an optimist, I needed a good dose of cynicism if I was going to make it in the mean streets of Seattle. 

"Yeah," I answered wryly. 

He nodded. "That's a start," he told me. "Keep it up, I'll make a cynic of you yet." 

I chuckled at that, but I knew both of us were thinking about whatever bowled Ms. Kapinsniak over, and wondering if it would be visiting any time soon. Still, in the world of intrigue and corporate shadows, she'd committed the cardinal sin, she'd gotten caught. Hopefully, I'm a small enough fish that they'll let it go at that. Not that I'm about to relax after everything that's happened lately. 

At this point, I'm wound so tight, its going to take a year for me to unwind. A year, or a whole mess a' crabs. Make that a year and a whole mess a' crabs. 

On the way in, Casey gave me the other bit of news. It wasn't really good, but it wasn't bad either: He'd gotten my case put back on the slate. I go in Tuesday to testify before a review board. If I prove my case, it gets tossed out, otherwise, I end up back in Baltimore on criminal charges. Hopefully, Aaron and his investigators haven't managed to twist things around too badly and the truth will still win out. 

Thing is, I'm not enough of an optimist to believe I'll actually be done with him, just– over for now. Sometimes I think, that's all you can hope for. 



Monday September 4th 2056 - closing in the ranks

Since I was due before the Board of Inquiry tomorrow, I decided to combine the Missing person's check and the only acceptable portion of my John Doe check, the morgue. Looking at it through what I imagine to be Casey's eyes, it's kinda a sad existence really. I work 48 hours a week, spend most of my spare time either looking for my brothers, or getting myself into trouble. 

Not really much of a 'lifestyle.' I don't know. I can't stop looking and it is the reason I'm here– to find out what happened to my brothers. There was nothing new, but we all went through the motions anyway. 

Saunders smiled at me and pretended to call up the records. I knew he already had them for me, but he pretended to look up the data. "Nothin,' he told me gently, I could see the apology in his eyes, but then he was back to business as usual. 

On the way out he told me to 'stop bothering him,' and something about getting that 'poor excuse for a body guard out of his office.' I didn't miss his encouraging wink. Neither did Casey. 

One thing about Casey, he misses very little. Even the cats haven't been able to scam him, and there are times they've managed to convince *me* that I haven't fed them a half an hour after feeding them. 

So, the missing person's visit was a bust, which is no real surprise. I'm pretty sure that if anything had come up Andrews or Saunders would have told me personally. Our next visit was to the morgue and Dr. Chen. 

I wish we hadn't found anything or, at the very least, that Casey hadn't been with me. We found out why the investigators from Baltimore never showed up at the station. Technically I guess they had, just not the way we were expecting. 

Casey knew immediately that I knew them, and when he found out who they were, it was all I could do to keep him from taking me into full protective custody then and there. We reached another compromise, which was that I would stay on Council Island until things cleared up. He also was reaching for the phone to cancel the review board hearing. 

That was too much. I'd geared myself up for this, I was ready for it now. Postponement now meant way too much stress for me. I'd waited long enough, trying to second guess what the investigators and Aaron had managed to piece together to get things to the point that there even was a review board. 

Again Casey found a compromise that kept me as protected as I could be. Instead of bringing me to the review board– they would come to Council Island and convene there. They agreed, which surprised me, but then again, anything Casey is involved with seems to have that effect. 

So, tomorrow I will have my day and hopefully explain the circumstances thoroughly enough that I'll be staying right here. 

Wonder if I can file harassment charges against Aaron? That's the real problem, I could slam dunk him right here, right now, but I won't play his game. Hopefully in the long run, that'll make the difference, but for now– I wait and worry. 



Tuesday September 5th 2056 - The board

Its funny. I knew I was innocent, I knew (that if there was justice in the world) that they would find me innocent of any wrongdoing, but I was still nervous. This is more than my job we're talking about here. Its who I am. I can't stop being a medic anymore than a leopard can changes his spots: a leopard or a jaguar. 

Another thing that's interfering with my work, or has the potential to. Maybe I should take some time and rethink what I'm doing here. If what I'm doing in my off time keeps effecting my job, maybe I should stop. 

The only problem is, I can't stop. This search, and all the trouble I've managed to get into is part of me too. Usually I can accept it as the way things are, but right now, with everything I've done up against a microscope, I have to think about it. Sometimes I wish I could turn a blind eyes, that I could just– ignore the strange things that have happened and just do the job I was meant to do. 

Yeah, right. I can't turn my back on a mystery anymore than I can turn my back on a call; its just not in me. All the tension, all the worry I've had over the last few weeks, it all comes down to this: a board of inquiry. 

I didn't eat all that much at breakfast, much to Mrs. Walker's chagrin. She reminded me of my visit to Mike and how bad it would look if I passed out in front of the board. I tried to eat more, but I was just too nervous. 

It was miserable. The line of questions, the expression on the board's faces– they'd already made up their minds and it was up to me to convince them otherwise. Aaron and the investigators had really done a number on this case. The version they had was that I, a duly sworn paramedic had turned my back on an obviously harmless man. That I had attacked a known mental patient who, had I tried could have been talked out of it. 

Oh, yeah, they'd laid it on thick. 

I took a deep breath and forced myself to remain calm, but my hands were shaking. 'Harmless mental patient.' A harmless mental patient who's been stalking me for three years and has tried explaining his feelings to me with a 'Louisville Slugger'. Actually to be fair, the first time, I think it was a 'Cal Ripken the IVth,' but the sentiment was the same. 

I did the right thing then, and I pulled out my folder on Aaron, that I keep just for such occasions. I'd made copies and I let them review those for a while. The file was complete, I started it after I'd filed the restraining order and continued to date. 

It had medical records from both attacks, dates and times I'd been visited by him. The case number of every call I made to the star about him, copies of the police findings from Baltimore, compliments of Saunders. I even had notes about the arrival of the investigators and the questions they'd asked as well as the feds. It had everything. 

After they'd finished reading that, I further explained that a) I was not an active paramedic at the time of the attack, b) that I was in no shape to administer first aid and c) had I done so, I would have endangered myself and the 'victim', which is clearly against regulations. 

I could see them try to resolve what I'd told them with the 'facts' in the case. Then I was asked to leave so they could deliberate. 

I think that was the worst part. Sitting there knowing that my future depended on seven men weighing my truth against Aaron's. On the bright side, Casey, Mrs. Walker and Mike were waiting for me outside the council chamber they'd commandeered for this case. 

Mrs Walker handed me something to drink and something to eat. I looked up at her and she gave me one of the sternest 'mom' looks I've ever seen. I accepted it and ate. There are some arguments, you just can't win. 

I was a nervous wreck by the time they called me back in. I could barely stand without shaking. Mike gave me a smile and then I was back in front of the board. 

They started to draw it out, telling me how they'd weighed the evidence and that they had the solemn duty to protect the citizenry... almost fifteen minutes before they finally told me that they found that I had acted accordingly, and that the matter is closed. 

I think the chairman was enjoying making me squirm. They filed out and the Walkers came in. I was collecting up my folders when Mrs. Walker started reading through one of them. 

"He... did this to you and they..." 

I nodded. "Its why I keep the medical records... Pictures can be faked.. Memories can be... manipulated, but x-rays are forever." 

I was so relieved. I was still a medic and I would not face criminal charges in Baltimore. 

Casey entered the room after seeing the board off. "That went better than expected," he commented. 

I nodded solemnly. "I'm not leaving here in handcuffs," I offered after a minute. 

"Little chance of that," Casey assured me with a chuckle. 

I thanked him for his vote of confidence, but he just shook his head. "Council Island belongs to the Salish Shidhe Council, a sovereign nation without reciprocity. They couldn't have taken you if they'd wanted to." 

It took a few minutes for that to *really* sink in. No, Casey doesn't miss much at all. Its good to know he's on my side. 



Wednesday September 6th 2056 - a day off

After all the tension– it was like I'd been stuck in a small dark room only to find that there was a whole bright world out there. 

When I got up in the morning, I went for a jog with Jonathan. Well Jonathan and Casey, we're joined at the hip as he put it. But even having Casey as my shadow, I still felt more relaxed than I have in a very long time. 

Its good to know you aren't alone in the world. You would not believe the celebration we had last night. I called Mario and Trina and filled them in. They were quite relieved as well. Mrs. Walker told me to invite them so my 'family' could celebrate my good fortune. 

Its hard to feel down when you're with the Walkers. The celebration was the perfect release after all the tension I've been facing. When I woke up, I realized I'd slept better than I have in ages. 

I think it's the Island, and the people here. I've got family. It's a good feeling and I think up until now, I hadn't really realized just how– unprotected I'd been feeling. Between the Walkers and Mario and Trina– I have a very full family, and they're functional! 

Mike and I spent a few hours just cloud watching, talking about nothing and everything. He's doing a lot better, but I can still see the slightly haunted look in his eyes. I can't help but feel for the kid. I think he finds it easier to talk to me, because I'm kinda in the same situation. 

I keep wondering if things would have been different if I had moved out here two years ago, when the boys had invited me to move in. I understand him, I also understand that 'what if' is a game you can't win. 

So we talked, and played, and thought. It was a peaceful way to spend the afternoon. I wish I could stay here forever, but that's not in my nature either. I have to go back tomorrow, start work all over again. 

But at least I got a respite. A taste of how life can be, its enough to see me through another week, that and another taste of Mrs. Walker's cooking. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Twelve

Thursday September 7th 2056 - A shooting range.

Casey and I got to the station around 4:00. It was probably for the best, because that was the last thing to go right all night. First call was an officer involved shooting. Of course, dispatch failed to mention that the shooting was still going on, and there were a lot more people involved than just the officer. 

A sniper had set himself up on one of the high rises and just started shooting. Right at rush hour, with at least three hours of daylight to back him up. By the time we’d gotten there, he’d already gotten at least 20 people. 

As we pulled in, we got a very serious reminder that the ambulance is not an armored vehicle. One bullet went through the roof and lodged in the floor about 2 feet from the ‘jump’ seat, where I was sitting. 

Ray called dispatch with a ‘situation’ report, and we were informed that dispatch was fully aware of what was happening and that the situation would be dealt with accordingly. We were to remain in the area and help once the area was secured. 

They weren’t spelling things out, because they didn’t want people to panic. So instead they simply pretended it was a normal call. Meanwhile people were getting hurt. 

What happened next was pure chaos as another sniper opened fire from the opposite side of the street. All the people who had taken cover from the first sniper were now sitting ducks for the second. 

Without thinking about it, or discussing it, all three of us went into action. Ray backed the ambulance back into an alleyway while Casey and I started putting on bullet proof vests. Another addition to our gear that I really didn’t mind. All too often snipers spell medic ‘T a r g e t ‘. Not this puppy. 

We were about to exit the truck when Ray whistled for us. We looked out the front window and Casey and I smiled at each other. There was an armored car on the edge of the target zone. One quick call to dispatch, and they took care of the rest. The driver moved over and let us load our gear. Now we were armored, and we had something we could work with. 

As we worked several other armored cars began coming in, and we managed to evacuate most of the stranded motorists. It was tough, tense, intense– and exactly what I love about my job. We made a difference out there. We did our job and the Star did theirs. 

And for once, people didn’t complain about us damaging vehicles 



Friday September 8th 2056 - 15 minutes, or thank you Andy Warhol

It was all over the news today: the shooting, stories of courage under fire, the men who ‘Held the City Hostage' for 3 hours and the men who stopped them. It was a media feeding frenzy. Three hour specials with a full analysis of how the snipers were able to take control, full graphical simulations of what was happening and how the Star was helpless to stop them until the choppers arrived. 

I think they interviewed every man woman and child in a 30 block radius of the site. All told we had 57 injured, 27 of whom were serious and another 6 who were critical. there were also 13 fatalities, including the snipers and three officers. 

Loomis, Wells-Fargo and InnerSite Armored Car services were cited with saving the day. They tried to cite Citiwide with the idea, but that didn't last too long. They were the heros, and we were incidental. I don't really mind, especially after seeing the reporters pounce on two of the Wells-Fagro drivers. Man, they were worse than the snipers, and there were a lot more of them. 

Casey was amused by the whole thing, and I was relieved-- until we reached the station. Then we got ambushed as well. Everybody wanted 'our story.' 

"Our Story." Right, they wanted something they could use something touching, or traumatic or something from the 'shame' file. Thing was, we all knew that if we didn't supply a good enough story, odds were, they'd make one up for us. 

Great place to be when you're supposedly under federal protection and laying low. Fortunately, they decided we were way too boring for the viewing public, and moved on 'real heroes.' 

We got a laugh out of that one, but of course, we waited until they were well out of sight. No need taking chances. Things were pretty sedate tonight, which is a relief. 

I did find out that I'm needed downtown tomorrow morning to testify in Doc River's Grand Jury hearings. They were going to send a Federal officer around for me, but since Casey's already following me around, it looks like I'm going to drop by on the way home in the morning. That means I try and get some sleep tonight and hope that nothing happens. 

(Which means I'll catch a few 15 minute naps here and there if I’m lucky.) I will be so glad when this is over. 



Saturday September 9th 2056 - Blind Sided

As soon as we got to the Federal Building, I knew something was wrong. I couldn't really put my finger on it, but something just radiated from the place, especially the room where the Grand Jury was convening. 

Casey gave me an encouraging smile. It was almost as if he couldn't feel it, but after living with the man for less then two weeks, I knew better. 

As we moved into the room he whispered, “stay close, be ready to move." 

I nodded, Neither of us had any way of knowing what was wrong, only that something was wrong. We both felt it and went in hoping that would be enough. 

It wasn't. 

As Casey led me in from the back of the room, Doc Rivers turned, only it wasn't Doc Rivers. I froze, backing up just a little. Casey looked at me and then at Doc Rivers, as his face melted, transformed. He was no longer even human, he was huge, female, and very familiar. 

It was Big and Blobby from my nightmares. She threw River's attorney to the side as she stood and started to move in on us. 

"Should have stayed at home," she growled at me. 

Casey moved forward, placing himself between her and me. As he concentrated on her, I felt a hand on my shoulder. My mind started to swim like it had when I’d blacked out: the Thin Man, Eleanor Kapisniak's mind reading sidekick. 

I was starting to gray out, there was no time to think, no time to do anything by react. I dropped, like I was passing out, but as I hit the ground I kicked my legs together and spun around. I was on the ground, but at least so was he. I managed to surprise him, but I knew that wasn't going to last. 

I knew that if he recovered, there was nothing any of us could do. Without thinking I put him into a sleeper hold and prayed that I lasted longer than he did. My head was swimming as he fought to regain control. I almost grayed out again before everything cleared up. 

As it did I heard a scream from the room. It was as if everyone had unfrozen at that instant. Without the Thin Man controlling what they saw, they got a sudden dose of reality. 

Finally people were moving. Security was closing in on us, on Casey and the Orc woman who was trying to tear him to pieces. 

As they moved, Big and Blobby growled incoherently and threw Casey to the side. I could see her debate between me and the door. 

I guess the door was too far, or she was just too ticked off to care. I heard the gunshot as her fist connected with my head. 

Next thing I know, I'm in the back of an ambulance with Walter checking my pulse and my pupillary response. I don't know for sure, but I was probably registering about an 8 on the Glasgow scale. 

(The Glasgow comma scale is used to establish the degree of consciousness in a patient... its based on response to stimuli. Ratings range from 3-15 with 15 being the highest) 

Eyes


Open Spontaneously 
4

To Verbal command 
3

To Pain 
2 

No response
1

Best Motor Response


To verbal Command Obeys 
6

Painful Stimulus Localizes pain 
5

Flexion (withdrawal) 
4

Flexion (abnormal) 
3

Extension 
2

No Response 
1

Verbal


Oriented and converses 
5

Disoriented and converses 
4

Inappropriate words 
3

Incomprehensible Sounds 
2

No response 
1

By the time I woke up the worst of it was presumably over. The police had found Rivers under the bunk in his cell. It looked as if he'd been scared to death, except from the huge hand sized bruises around his neck. Casey filled me in as I stared at the sling holding up his right, heavily casted, arm. 

I remember groaning something intelligent like, "sorry." 

He just smiled at me and shook his head. "Trouble magnet," he teased. 

I think my scale rating slid a bit at that point, I was muttering incoherently. That lasted until a small voice yelled "Dad!" and a whirlwind of arms and legs barreled into Casey. 

He knelt down and was hugging what turned out to be a little boy. Then a woman, who could only be his wife (ex-wife actually) came in. It was hard to tell which of us she disapproved of more, Casey or me. 

I found out it was definitely me. Seems she 'knew all about me' from a pair of Feds that had stopped by to ask her some questions. 

That set both Casey and me on edge. The woman may have been ticked off, but she was alert enough to notice the change. "You aren't an informant are you?" 

I shook my head slowly. "Jess Miller... Paramedic... material witness," I said, introducing myself.. I was really regretting trying to shake my head at that point. 

I could see the change in her eyes. She wasn’t angry at me any more. She was startled to find out that the real threat had been in her home; that she had let them into her home. She was angry: angry and scared. 

"Dammit Jase!" She swore as she glared at Casey, then looked worriedly at their son. 

I could see the tension between them. They may disagree about a lot of things, but it was obvious that their son came first. I could see Casey trying to work his way out of this one. He couldn't protect them and me. 

"Case," I called. "Call Andrews... or Jonathan... they'll take care of me..." 

I could see the relief and worry in his eyes. I was giving him a way out of this and, as usual he hadn't missed a thing. He nodded briefly, then met my gaze. 

"Jess, make sure you aren't alone at night," he warned. "That thing will be back if you are... stay with someone. I don’t know how long the summoning will last, but as long as its out there, it will be hunting you.” 

I wanted more information, but I knew there wasn't time: Casey was already making calls and once again, everything was in turmoil. 



Sunday September 10th 2056 - Seventeen

They say doctors make the worst patients... According to the nurses I’ve dealt with today though its us medics. I think I’ll have to agree with her. I make a lousy patient. 

Andrews stayed with me throughout the night, Jonathan through the day. I found out from Jonathan that there was nothing Mrs. Walker could do for me... seems magic has its ‘golden hour’ as well. 

My jaw is sore, I look like I’ve been through a meat grinder and I can’t seem to think straight. The doctors are concerned about that. Concerned enough that they slated me for all sorts of tests and scans for tomorrow. I have to admit, if I wasn’t worried before, I am now. 

Citiwide’s concerned ‘cause I’ve missed too many days for a medic who’s only been on the job a little over two months. 

Now, most of the absences are directly involved with an actual ‘on the job incident.’ The problem is most of those absences were legal oriented, not medical. Medical would have been acceptable and as far as they’re concerned, this is legal, not medical. I don’t entirely follow their reasoning, but since I was injured during a Grand Jury hearing, its legal. 

That coupled with last Tuesday’s hearing is enough for them to flag my file and put me on probation if they want to. I don’t think they will, but its one more thing for me to worry about. 

We haven’t heard from Casey, but both Jonathan and Andrews both assure me that he can more than take care of himself. I know they’re probably right, but it doesn’t mean I’m not worried. It really bothers me that these two would stoop so low as to even indirectly threaten Casey and his family. I think we both know that they wanted Casey to feel threatened; to leave me unprotected, to make him choose between me and his family. 

Hopefully they didn’t count on Jonathan and Andrews. Then again, they were probably counting on me being at home, or on the job, not in the hospital. It’s a good thing that everybody out to get me didn’t decide to just start working together. If they did, I’d be toast. 

The really big problem with all of this is the fact that I have way too much time to think. Being in a hospital, I’m leaning towards contemplating my mortality. A lot. I need to be at work, it’s the only thing that lends a sense of order to this chaotic existence I call my life. 

Walter visited me in the evening. He told me that I was the ‘best’ concussion he’d had in a while. 

I asked him about my Glasgow rating on the ride in and he laughed. He told me I was... ‘happy.’ And when he asked me how I felt I kept asking him if he’d gotten the number of the truck that hit me. 

He told me the oddest answer I’d given was when he’d held two fingers in front of my face and asked me how many fingers he was holding up. I’d answered, ‘seventeen.’ 

I had to laugh at that one, but I could see the worry in his eyes. 

“Don’t do that to me again, Baltimore,” he told me gruffly. 

I smiled. I have no intention of a repeat performance. Then again, I didn’t plan the premier either. 



Monday September 11th 2056 - Nothing but a headache

I didn’t sleep well last night. It’s probably a combination of the warning Casey had giving me and anxiety over today’s tests I guess. 

I hope that’s all it is. 

I heard the cat cry again last night. I know it set Andrews on edge. I wonder if Casey told him about it. If he did Andrews didn’t saying anything about it. 

Jonathan took over the role of my guardian around seven this morning and sat with me through the barrage of tests that took up most of the morning. They didn’t do much to reassure me, I can tell you. By the time they were done I was more than a little irritable. 

The first battery was inconclusive and so they’d moved on to more comprehensive tests. By lunch time, I had had enough of it. They said they’d have the test results in a few hours but I still hadn’t heard from the doctor by dinner and things were getting worse. 

I was still having trouble concentrating and I could feel a headache building up behind my eyes. 

I knew something was very wrong and waiting for the doctor only seemed to make things worse. Finally, when he did show up, he pulled Jonathan aside to talk to him. 

I nearly blew a gasket I mean, *I* was the one who they were discussing. It wasn’t until Jonathan came back with the doctor that I began to understand. 

“Jess,” the doctor called to me gently. 

“What’s wrong with me,” I snapped. 

“Jess,” Jonathan urged calmly. “Nothing is wrong...” 

I’m pretty sure I glared at him after that, but the doctor only seemed to accept this as further evidence. When he told me his prognosis, I was offended, angry, practically belligerent but finally– I realized he was probably right: post-concussive syndrome. 

The test results had come back negative, because there was nothing for them to find– nothing physical that is. It was literally ‘all in my head.’ 

The insomnia, the lack of concentration, the headaches, it was all my mind’s way of coping, or not coping with what had happened to me. 

Oddly, I was relieved. Now that I know what’s wrong, I know what I’m up against. My own mind is causing the problems and I need to get it back under control. Its that simple really-- that simple and that complicated. 

Balance. I need to relax, and get over this... all of it. I need to find whatever my mind can’t cope with and then find a way to cope with it. 

Until I do, I’m not doing myself or anybody else any good. 

Only thing is– I don’t know if I can do this alone. Then again, with Jonathan, Andrews, Mario, Trina and everybody else, I’m not really alone. It’ll take some time, but now I know I’ll be all right, and that makes it bearable. 



Tuesday September 12th 2056 - Sunshine, fresh air, and Mrs. Walker's cooking

Well, they kicked me out of the hospital this morning. I could see the relief in the nurse's eyes when she handed me the release forms. Can't say as I blame her. 

Like I said, I don't make a very good patient. I'm still fighting monster headaches, but at least I can force myself to concentrate when I have to. I think things will be a lot easier once I'm back to my regular routine and I don't have time to think about it. 

Casey showed up to escort me from the hospital. He looked tired, but satisfied. I could tell by his expression that his family was safe, and that he was back, not only to protect me, but to see to it that these two never have a chance to threaten his family again. 

I agree completely with him on that, and on the idea of them never bothering me again for that matter. 

He smiled and wheeled me out of the hospital. It felt good to be out of there and I was looking forward to going home. I was surprised when Jonathan drove up and opened the doors for us. I'd forgotten, part of my agreement with Casey involved me staying on Council Island between shifts. I have to admit, it should make it harder for anybody to get to me, it just means my life is once again on hold. 

Who am I kidding, my life's been on hold since I came out here. 

By the time we got to Council Island, I was working on my third headache and was a little more anxious than I really wanted to be. I guess I keep waiting for the next bomb to fall. 

I'd like to say that *that* is all in my head, but I know better. Trouble's been doing a really good job of finding me and I don't think she has any intention of stopping anytime soon. 

Mrs Walker watched over me as I ate and then made me go to bed. I wasn't really tired but I knew I needed it. I could hear her humming in the next room and I could smell something fresh and green and just a little smokey wafting through the room. 

I woke up about three hours later feeling much better. Mrs. Walker just smiled at me and sent me out to play with Michael. She told me I don't play enough. 

I certainly got my share this afternoon. I'm tired enough that I should sleep well tonight, I think that's her plan at any rate. 



Wednesday September 13th 2056 - A matter of security.

I woke up this morning and for the first time in three days, my head wasn’t pounding. That alone was enough to make me smile. I could feel some of the kinks unwind as I got up and took a shower. I was smiling when I reached the kitchen, but then the tension was back. One look at Jonathan and I knew something had happened last night. 

“What?” I asked. I could feel myself starting to lose it again. Normally I can roll with the punches, but they’ve been coming so fast and furiously that I can’t miss ‘em all. The courtroom was a perfect example. 

Jonathan came over and gave me a gentle brotherly hug. “They tried to bully their way through security,” he told me gently. “Nobody was hurt, but they got away.” 

I nodded woodenly, but he wouldn’t let go of me. Not until I stopped trembling. I hate being like that. I’m used to taking charge of my life, not being the ‘frail little flower’ that needs protecting. 

Jonathan let go of me when he heard a slight growl escape my lips. 

“Jess?” he asked questioningly as he looked into my eyes. 

“I’m fed up is all,” I told him. I know my voice was strained, but it was there– the ramrod down the spine. I can only be pushed so far, and I’d reached my limit. 

“So,” Casey asked from the other side of the kitchen table. “What are we going to do about it?” 

I looked at him and then at Jonathan, who gently led me to the table and let me take a seat. They’d been waiting for that I think. I was about to ask for a map when Casey brought out an electronic map and placed it in the middle of the table, then hit the switch. A map of the Island and the surrounding parts of Seattle sprang to life. 

He’d placed it so that the display would be facing me. But he seemed perfectly comfortable dealing with a mirror image of everything. With a stylus, he pointed out where they’d tried to come across, but there were other bridges, and ferries that come here all the time. Those at least are regulated. They could still try and boat here on their own, or worse, go for an aerial attack. 

I really didn’t like that idea, especially since Mike and I had been out playing just the other day. “If they’re going to attack,” I finally sighed. “We want to be someplace where we can control the field. They’ll be picking me at my most vulnerable...” 

Casey nodded. “I figure that’s when you’re on a motorcycle call.” 

I nodded. “Yeah, I’m alone for five to ten minutes, sometimes more, but there’s usually a police officer nearby.” 

“So they’d have to hit you from a longer distance if they wanted to get away,” Casey agreed. 

“Or flash their badge,” I reminded him. Communications between agencies had always been a problem and these two had already used it to their advantage. I thought about that for a moment then looked back at Casey. “Any word on what those pictures were about– what they were smuggling? Why these two are so hell-bent to eliminate me even now that its too late?” 

Casey shook his head. “They say that it’s a security issue.” 

I couldn’t help but notice his derisive snort, or sharing it. 

After reviewing the map, we realized that if they were going to try something her, last night was it. They’re smart enough to know that security has locked down on me. The only other thing they could try would be something like a sniper from the water, or from a remote. The remote was unlikely, since the security procedures here included a field that would disrupt the controls for a remote. Still, I don’t think I’m going to be going outside the next few days. 

I’m still on medical leave. Two more days and then I go back and get checked out, and hopefully declared fit for duty. In the meantime, I think Ray’s partnered with Walter. 

The immediate covered, we started trying to work out the next phase: how to get me at work. The firehouse itself could be a veritable fortress, and probably the last choice for a simple hit. The question was, were they willing to sacrifice a few innocent bystanders to get to me? 

I didn’t think so. I mean, their threat to Casey’s family was veiled, more of a ‘see what we could do if we wanted to’ sort of thing. Cat and mouse games, not a direct attack. 

Casey nodded as I thought. He was thinking the same thing. We worked on it off and on throughout the day. There was no way for us to control the calls we got, or how we handled them really, all we could do was be prepared. 

I wasn’t really in the mood to play bait again. I’ve done that enough lately, thank you. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Thirteen

Thursday September 14th 2056 - Reflections

Sometimes I really wonder if I understand the meaning of the word ‘relax.' Its like Mario said when I first got here- If left to my own devices... 

The thing is-- I don't know any other way to be. On the bright side I'm feeling much more alive, much more ‘me' than I have in a while. I want to find these two and put an end to this stupidity. 

I'm angry now, and I know that anger isn't going to help in this. It never does. 

I know that Mrs. Walker is up to something. Whenever I see her, she's humming that tune I heard the other night. She'll look up at me and smile that knowing, motherly smile. I'm pretty sure she know's it's driving me crazy. I think that's why she's smiling so much. 

Mike has been a joy these past few days, and I think we've both been exorcizing our demons with the help of Trid, countless game cartridges, and just being there with someone else who understands. We talked about them a little bit- my brothers, Gwyneth... I even talked a little bit more about Aaron. It felt good to just talk, no judgements, no second guessing, just being able to talk about anything and everything. Almost everything. 

I still haven't told anybody else about the 'incident' at Aztechnotlogy, or the maulings--or the cat. That one is entirely my fault. I should have asked more questions. I'm beginning to think that's what they're going to put on my tombstone. 

"Here lies Jess Miller-- she should have asked more questions." 

Actually, when I was talking to Mike, I began to realize what bothered me about this whole thing. Now that I've had some time to think about it, I know there's more going on here than meets the eye. 

Why were they still trying to get to me? 

Their cover's been blown so they're not trying to protect themselves; revenge is a losing proposition. That means either they think I have something that the fed's don't have... or they don't know that I made copies of the pictures. 

There's got to be a missing piece here somewhere, I just don't know where it is. 

Then it came to me. Retinal scans. They'd scanned me when they questioned me, watching pupillary, and capillary responses. I thought it was interesting at the time, but now it gave me an idea. 

When I id-ed the courier, I did it by visuals alone. Dr. Chen would have gotten the fingerprints to confirm, but nobody had checked the retinal– there had been no need. It wasn't standard op. I still had the retinal images from Andrew's MP case. 

I ran it by Casey. It was a longshot, but at least I pegged what had been bothering him. Their persistence to get to me just didn't make sense. Looks like we need to talk to Andrews in the morning. 



Friday September 15th 2056 - Questions and Answers

I was doing much better this morning, although I had a headache. Come to think of it, this whole thing has been one big headache. The more I think about it, the more out of kilter everything seemed. 

I didn’t pose any more of a threat to whatever was going on. Not since I passed on the copies of the pictures– unless this whole thing was to draw attention away from what’s really going on. Or the retinal images... I wish I'd compared the two while I was at the morgue. 

Andrews showed up around 11:00, should have figured that Casey wasn’t going to put me at risk to talk to the man. Part of me really appreciates his help and protection, but sometimes he really gets on my nerves with it. 

We talked for a while, but it led us right back where we started. Dr. Chen had verified both finger prints and retinal scans, nothing had been overlooked. We tried going over everything as we knew it, but it wasn’t helping. 

That’s about when I pulled out the 3x5 index cards again. I passed a handful of them to Andrews and to Casey. They looked at me for a minute and shrugged. Talking about it hadn’t helped, maybe writing it down would. 

It did. 

Once we’d all written down the events as we’d seen them, we sorted the cards so that they were all in order, everything from the 911 call to me handing out the 3x5's was there. We took turns reading the cards out loud. 

I’d gotten the call, Lydia had given me the disks. I looked at them copied them and gave a set to Andrews. He began the investigation. He talked to several of Lydia’s co-workers and her boss. She was working on a smuggling case. Something big. She’d filed a few background reports, but nothing really telling... Just information on the area and that the night of her accident was supposed to be the big break. – Then Feds One and Two had descended on the Star and Andrews was taken off the case. The Feds grilled him. Asked where he’d gotten the pictures. He’d told them the truth, it was all on record and they were supposedly on the same side of things. 

That’s where things got interesting. 

They’d asked him about me; how he knew me; how I knew to give him the pictures– and he’d told them how I’d done a few things for him, that he was the chief investigator on a case I was interested in– and how I did the missing person’s check. 

As we went through that section for the umpteenth time, Andrews gasped. “Jess,” he said. “Do you still have the disks I gave you for the missing person’s check?” 

I nodded. I’d been meaning to return them, since he gave me a new update each week. Normally I just slotted the chip and read off the information. I pulled out my disk case and began going through it. I found the one for right after Lydia’s accident and handed it to him, then began looking back through the ones before. 

Scanner in hand, Andrews found the information on the case in question. I pulled up a pre-accident version of the same case. All the background information was the same, but all the identifying records were completely different. Retinal scans, finger prints, dental records– they all belonged to two very different men. 

They’d been able to cover their tracks, changing all the online police records, but I had one of the few offline copies– and it was enough for them to want to kill me. 

One look at the two of them and I knew I wasn’t going back to work for a while. Not until this whole thing was straightened out. 

I made another copy of the disk. 



Saturday September 16th 2056 - The end's in sight.

I ended up making about twenty copies. The original went directly to the safety deposit box. Andrews took one back to the station, Casey sent three to various people in the Fed chain of command. Jonathan sent several copies to people he knew on the Salish-Shidhe council, but that wasn’t the end of it. 

After several phone calls to the office Casey also sent a copy of the police records and Lydia Greenwood’s pictures to her newspaper. They promised to publish it with the morning’s paper. I know I felt much better about the whole matter– Cloak and Dagger just doesn’t work all that well against an avalanche. 

Thanks to my friends and family, I wasn’t caught in it. It’ll be a while until I’m safe, but very soon, they’ll know that going after me is pointless. Funny thing is: if they hadn’t tried, we’d never have figured it out. 

I was feeling a lot safer, until Casey pointed out the fact that it wasn’t over, and that there were still some things they’d have to work out. I know he didn’t mean to burst my bubble, but like the man said, ‘it ain’t over till it’s over.’ 

At least the end is in sight. 

As we got ready for my checkup, I found out what Mrs. Walker had been up to. She came in as I was getting ready to go to the hospital for my check-up. She was carrying my uniform, only it wasn’t my uniform. I could ‘feel’ it. It was like when Mario was working on me, or the feeling I got from of Alan’s things. It was kind of tinglely. 

She smiled innocently when I looked at her. Now, it was a slight feeling of magic I got from the uniform, but my vest, was something else entirely. It practically screamed ‘magic’-- she hadn’t done anything to hide it since it was to be worn under my uniform. She had worked a very light, tightly woven cloth into a cover for the vest. I didn’t recognize the patterns, but I knew they were all protective. I knew some were Salish, some Shidhe, some were Aboriginal, some, very formal, western style patterns. 

She handed them all to me and smiled. “Thanks... mom...” I’d finally found my tongue. 

She smiled and hugged me. “Some one must look after my little girl,” she told me with a mischievous grin. 

I’m amazed at how many people are. 

Since I wasn’t going to work today, I left the uniform there, but there was no reason to leave the vest behind. I put it on under my pullover. 

She seemed satisfied as I left with Casey for my check-up. I got a clean bill of health, but Casey wants to wait for me to go back to work. Not that I can say I blame him: all the time we were out, I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck standing up. 

We were back on the Island before dark, but I couldn’t help but feel that something was still watching me. I went for a late night jog with Jonathan. He was in the lead, but for the most part I could see him. As he rounded a turn, I lost sight of him. 

That’s when I saw it. 

It was a jaguar, but not a jaguar. It was hunched down low, its eyes seemed to glow in the twilight. As it stood, it took on the form of a man. His eyes glowed ever so slightly as he pointed at me. I was so freaked out I didn’t move. He did. 

He started moving towards me, shifting back into the form of the jaguar... and then he leapt through me. It was as if he faded as he passed through me, but I could feel it: a cold chill as the cat’s form passed through mine. 

In my mind I heard a voice whisper. “Next time...” 


Sunday September 17th 2056 - Can you hear the fat lady singing?

I really wish someone had told the bad guys it's over. 

I wish they’d listened. 

At least its over, but that’s the only good thing I have to say about the whole mess. I just wish it had happened some other way. 

The paper came out this morning, complete with everything Lydia Greenwood was hoping to make public. The Feds had supplied the details. It was so weird to me. It turns out I was in the middle of an international terrorist smuggling ring. They were transporting toxins, using ex-governmental spooks. Andrews’ missing persons case was the result of a worried girlfriend who hadn’t been clued in as to what was going on and had called the police when he hadn’t shown up for three days. They realized that they’d needed to cover their tracks, so they’d gotten someone who generally looked like him, fixed him up the rest of the way, and let the police find him. Guess then they figured they only had to tie up a few loose ends, like a stubborn Paramedic, who’s predisposed for trouble. 

I was in the middle of it, and I had no idea what was going on. Even after reading the report a second time, I was still amazed at how little I’d known about the whole mess. But, on the bright side, with everything out in the open and arrests being made left and right, it meant I could go back to work. 

It meant I should have been able to go back to work. 

That should have been the end of that. Over. Kaput. No more... Go directly to Jail, do not pass go, do not collect 200 credits. Hasta la vista, don’t forget to write... 

But no. Our boys were so intent on taking out the threat that they missed the fact that the threat had become reality and it was time to pack it in. 

My first night back and it was a busy one, calls all over the city. Minor fender benders; twelve car pile ups; heart attacks... the works. By the time we got our last call, we were exhausted. I was glad to be back, but man, I was looking forward to a nice long hot soak. 

Last Call of the night, pre-dawn, heart attack. My call, motorcycle response since traffic was still tied up in some places. I got to the place, but instead of a man down, there was a human shaped pile of rags laying on the sidewalk. There was no victim, no panicked wife... only the hairs on the back of my neck standing up. Ray and Casey were due to arrive in less than five minutes. Five minutes that could have cost a heart attack victim his life, five minutes where I presented the perfect target. As I tried to get on my bike, the first bullet hit me full in the vest. It knocked me to the ground. 

My heart was racing: if I laid still, they might think they got me; if they didn’t, I was an easy target for the killing shot. 

I rolled out of the way. I mean, my helmet’s rated to take some serious impact, but it’s designed to protect me from solid objects at motorcycle speeds, not projectiles... 

I was in serious pain. The vest had stopped the bullet, but the impact had been enough to knock me down. I pulled my pistol, even though I knew they were out of the Walter’s range. 

I reached for my radio and tried to call for back up. That’s when I found out it wasn’t my vest that had taken the brunt of the impact. It was the Motorola... I hit the panic button for all I was worth and found the best cover I could under the circumstances, a nice thick dumpster. 

Ray and Casey got there before the backup team. I was hoping the feds would leave at that point, but no, they started shooting at the truck. Ray pulled it out of there, I’m glad he did. There was no way he could have found me, and even if he did, there was no way I could have gotten there without presenting a good target. 

The response team arrived, with the police, the Federal Marshals, K-9s and helicopters. They found our boys, and again, that should have been it, but as they were being led to a car, one of them broke free and grabbed an officer’s gun. 

I turned when someone screamed 'Down!' And had a really good vision of the barrel of the gun, before Casey tackled me from the side. It all happened in slow motion. We were on our way down when the gun fired. I could hear Casey’s grunt as the bullet went through his vest. 

I could see the look in his eyes as he gasped in pain. We hit the ground as a barrage of shots answered the first one. I didn’t even bother to look to see if they’d gotten him. I was already working on Casey. I got his shirt open and was already assessing his injuries when Ray came with the kit. The bullet had managed to miss everything vital, but he was still one hurting pup. 

I was in the back with him when he came to and looked at me. “Told you... you were a trouble magnet...” 

I smiled. He was going to be all right. “Case hon,” I told him. “I may be a trouble magnet, but I’ve never been shot...” 

He looked very surprised by that, but its true. I’ve been stabbed, shocked, hit, bitten, clubbed, drugged, beaten up, kicked... but I’ve never been shot. 

The doctors say he’s going to be all right, but I stayed with him until he woke up. Figured it was time someone watched over him for a change. 



Monday September 18th 2056 - Visiting friends

I stayed at the hospital until about 9:00, when his ex showed up with their son. I could see the relief in her eyes when she saw him. 

I get the impression that the big reason they broke up was the job. I’ve seen that a lot. High adrenalin, high stress jobs, things you can’t talk about, risks you have to take to get the job done, it isn’t easy on relationships. 

I’d headed out, reflecting on that. My own history with relationships isn’t all that great, but I think its more because I always end up being more of a friend than a girl-friend. I’ve pretty much accepted that as a fact of life. Besides, the last thing I need right now is a relationship. 

I got as far as the elevators when his little boy, Ethan come running up to me. He took my hand and led me back into Casey’s room, telling me that his dad wanted to see me. 

Casey looked at me and smiled. “We just wanted to thank you,” he said. 

I smiled. “Thank me for getting you shot?” 

He chuckled at that, but his wife shook her head. “No... for letting him take care of us... for taking care of him after he got shot... for being there.” 

I smiled. “I’m just sorry y’all ended up involved in this.” 

She smiled at me, almost like she’d expected something like that. “You be careful Jess Miller, Paramedic... material witness.” 

I had to laugh. “You too,” I said then turn to Casey. “You ever want a safer job– Citiwide’s always looking good medics.” 

He said, “thanks but no thanks.” And then made some comment about my job being anything but safe. Turns out he’d been shot at more in the past week than he had in three months. Guess he has a point. 

I stopped by records, but there wasn’t really anything new there. Andrews had a new disk for me, but he paused before giving it to me. 

He tried to get me to think about taking a break from all of this, but I just finished a week-long break. I needed to get back into the routine and I think we both knew it. He gave me the disk and then asked me out to lunch. 

We had burgers, nothing fancy– but he passed me something else he figured I might need. It was a private investigator’s licence and ID. Sometimes I swear the man has my life planned out. 



Tuesday September 19th 2056 - Near miss

Its amazing how quickly you can get used to something. I didn’t really realize how empty the condo was until last night. Sure, the cats were there, but they were sulking in the livingroom. I’d been ignoring them, so now it was their turn to return the favor. 

I called Citiwide’s corporate office to find out how much trouble I was in. For a change, I wasn’t in any. They didn’t like the idea of anyone using their medics for target practice, and since I’d almost been killed after the area was supposedly secured, they figured I could start back to work whenever I was ready. 

Personally I get the feeling that Casey and his bosses had come in on my side with this. Once that was settled, I called in to the station to get a report on how things actually were. They needed me back as soon as possible, no surprise there, but they also needed me to step up Ray’s training. The daytime calls were building up and one motorcycle didn’t cut it. 

I thought about that as I started my rounds on the John Doe check. Ray’s problem is that he can’t loosen up long enough to get the feeling for it. We need him up to speed, but we need him up to speed and uninjured. I mean, the medical part isn’t really a problem, Ray’s good at improvising– the big problem is the bike. By the time I’d reached the morgue, I’d seriously begun to consider the simulator solution. 

Dr. Chen was happy to see me. He told me he was glad things were back to normal. He asked me if Andrews had turned me into his lackey yet, so I showed him my badge. He shook his head. 

“Like I told you Jess,” he sighed. “You’re going to end up with his job.” 

I shook my head. “Nope,” I answered. “I’m a medic.” 

It felt good to say it. I am what I am, and with everything else that’s been going on– its really good to have that back. 

The Hospital check was a bust, almost. Seems there was a John Doe at McChord that matched Alan’s description. He was there last week, but gone by Sunday. They never got his real name, but I got his medicals... 

I really don’t want to get my hopes up, but it’s the closest I’ve gotten to a clue in a while. Everything was inconclusive, of course. I spent the rest of the day trying not to think about it, not to get my hopes up. I finished the check and decided to immerse myself in my work, or at least in a VR version of it. I ended up going to the arcade I’d seen after trying to get Ray to do some dirt biking. 

I figure if I can’t get him to loosen up in reality, maybe a little virtual is just the thing he needs. I’ve got an appointment to go back there tomorrow. 



Wednesday September 20st 2056 - Going virtual

I must have reviewed the McChord case twelve times last night, and it was still rolling around in my head when I went to check in on Casey. He was looking a lot better– well except for looking pathetically bored. 

When I got there he’d used just about every scrap of paper in reach and folded into some intricate piece of origami. He looked up at me and smiled. 

“You sleep okay?” He asked me. 

I had to chuckle. I’d slept all right for a change, he on the other hand looked like he hadn’t and I said as much. 

He chuckled. “Guilty,” he admitted. “I hate hospitals.” 

I could understand that completely. “Origami,” I commented as I nodded to the pile of paper animals and boats. 

“Only when I’m bored,” he answered. 

I looked at the pile and then back at him. “That bad?” 

He nodded. “Teresa left about an hour after you did, haven’t seen her since.” 

I looked at him in surprise. They’d seemed, like they’d talk more than that. “So,” I asked changing the subject. “When do you get out?” 

“Tomorrow morning,” he sighed. I could tell that was 24 hours too long, probably 48 judging by the origami. 

“Can I get you anything?” 

He smiled. “This is perfect,” he told me. “Its nice to have a friend to talk to.” 

I knew what he meant. We talked for a while, but as the conversation drifted off, I started thinking about the JD at McChord. 

“You find something,” he asked. I was startled, but that’s Casey. Man doesn’t miss a thing. 

“Maybe,” I told him. “Maybe not.” 

There are a lot of people who match Alan’s general description. The big difference was this guy’d been mildly cybered. Alan could have had surgery, but he was always talking about how it interfered with the flow of energy. Matt always agreed with that, saying something about it interfering with the flow of one’s Chi. 

I handed him the folder, figure its always good to have someone a little more subjective review things. 

He finished reading it and handed it back to me nodded. “Nothing concrete,” he agreed. “Hell of a break.” 

I nodded. “A break that is no break.” 

He nodded, then asked what I was up to. I told him about my appointment at the arcade. 

He chuckled. “Good luck, sounds like if it works, you’ll have a useful tool for training others.” 

I shook my head and started laughing. “My live, as a video game.” 

“Just be careful,” he urged. 

I looked at him a moment and grinned. “I’ll check in on you when I’m done.” 

He told me I didn’t have to, but I could see that he could definitely use the company. 

The arcade was an interesting trip. The manager turned me over to one of his techs and he led me to one of the simulator rooms. The tech introduced himself as “PushCiti” and got to work laying out a network of cables as he had me explain exactly what I was trying to do. 

He nodded to himself as I explained what I did and how I was trying to train my partner. When I finished he looked at me and began explaining his equipment. 

“What I’m going to do, is place this net over your head. It’ll pick up your brain impulses, and translate them into data. This first session will let us get a preliminary feel for the project and allow us to adjust the equipment.” 

He sounded bored with the procedure, but enamored with the equipment. 

I grinned. “Would this help?” I asked as I uncovered my data and chip jacks. 

This time he was surprised. “You deck?” he asked me. 

“Only minor stuff,” I admitted. “Reports, procedures, news feeds.” 

He looked at me in surprise as he leaned closer. “You’ve got a 1st rate piece of ware there, and all you do is file reports???” 

I shrugged. “I wanted to leave my options open.” 

He grinned at that, then got to work. We got a wire frame done of the simulator, but by the end he was seriously getting into it. He understood the idea of sudden hazards, road and weather conditions. Turns out he’d done motorcycle simulations, but never one this– strenuous, and never one where you were trying to get somewhere without getting hit. Usually it was some sort of evasion. 

He told me he’d have a first pass in about a week, and then he also told me to stop by sometime and he’d show me how to really “use that thing right.” 

I looked at him for a minute and then smiled when I realized he was talking about the datajack. 

Mission accomplished, I headed back to the hospital and spent the rest of the evening with Casey. His wife hasn’t been back. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Fourteen

Thursday September 21st 2056 - Third wheel

I checked on Casey in the morning; Therese was there to drive him home. I figured they have things they need to discuss, so I vamoosed. With nothing better to do until shift started, I headed back to Lynwood and the clinic. 

I figured it was about time I checked in on Trina and see how things were going there. I think it’s the first time I really noticed the work people had done when they rebuilt the clinic. The walls were ever so slightly thicker, and the glass had been replaced with some sort of Poly that looked virtually unbreakable. 

It was amazingly well done, and barely noticeable. I started feeling guilty about not being there all that much, but that didn’t last long. It never does where Trina’s concerned. 

I gave her the low down on everything that happened. She made me sit on an exam table as she checked me out herself. When she was satisfied that no lasting damage had been done, she let me off the hook, and the table. 

I helped out until 4:00 and then headed for the station. It felt good to ride there on my own– good, and yet slightly... wrong. Its amazing how quickly I got used to having company. I got to the station and reported in for duty. Ray was really relieved to see me, after a week of Walter I can understand. 

“You ready to work, Miller?” Cap growled at me. “Or are you just visiting these poor slobs?” 

“I’m here to work sir,” I answered with a nod. 

“‘Bout time,” he was still growling, but I could see the smile on his face. “Got anything on the side I should know about?” 

I thought for a moment. “Not that I know of.” 

“Good,” he answered. “Let’s see if we can get some work done around here then.” 

It was nice to lose myself in routine. We reviewed the day’s cases and Ray brought me up to speed on what I’d missed. 

He noticed I was still wearing my vest, but didn’t say anything. Then I noticed he was wearing his too. We both got a laugh out of that. I briefed him on the simulator and he agreed that it was probably a good idea. The only problem is when you’re in a simulator, you know it’s a simulator. You aren’t going to die. In the real world, you could. 

We both know that, but we also both know that the more you do something the more second nature it becomes and sometimes that’s what keeps you from going down. 

It was a good night’s work. Seven accidents, a stabbing, a woman having trouble breathing and only one cardiac. I was back in action, and loving every minute of it. 



Friday September 22rd 2056 - Always on duty

The day started out quietly. I’d forgotten what that could be like. I woke up around 2:00, stopped by the clinic, spent an hour helping out, then headed on in to work. I was taking my time, enjoying a nice sunny day. 

I had my scanner going, so I heard the call: a shooting about 5 blocks from where I was. I wasn’t officially on duty, but lets face it, I was on duty. I was close enough that I got there even before DocWagon. Now that’s rare. 

With all their equipment and money, they can afford to be anywhere, anytime– full response, full cover. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I’d been tempted to join them. Better hours, better pay– but I like to feel like I’m helping people, not just the people who can pay. 

When I got there, the man who looked like he’d done the shooting had been dispatched by a rather angry looking Asian man. He was still holding his sword in what Matt called a ready stance. Something that doesn’t look too threatening, but can be in a matter of seconds. 

As I moved forward to check on his companion, he stepped between us. “DocWagon has been called.” 

I nodded, then shook my head. “They’ll be here, but in the meantime, I’m a paramedic,” I carefully pulled out my ID and showed it to him. He was singularly unimpressed. I could tell by the sound of his companion’s breathing that he had a sucking chest wound. Once you’ve heard it, you never forget that sound. 

“Look,” I told him. “Your friend has a sucking chest wound. The sooner treatment is started, the better off he’ll be.” 

I studied him for a moment and realized that he was not this man’s friend, but his bodyguard. It was just something in the way he carried himself, reminded me of a guy I used to date in Baltimore. 

“My guess is, you’re sworn to protect him,” I watched as he made a half nod at my statement. “I’ve sworn to preserve life... right now, our goals are the same...” 

I could see him waver for a moment, and then finally he nodded. I was immediately on my knees working on his boss. It wasn’t easy to ignore the sword that was carefully placed so that he could dispatch me, should the need arise, but I did my best. 

I’d gotten the entry and exit wounds sealed and was about to administer Oxygen when the DocWagon, High Threat Response Team (tm) showed up. 

One of their security types demanded that I move away from the victim. I looked at him and sighed. “Chest wound, pulse 40 and thready, pupils non-reactive... get a medic, NOW!” 

I can at least say, he was bright enough to figure out what was going on. He gave the all clear as the bodyguard sheathed his sword. Three of their medics piled out and took over as I filed out an incident report and handed them a copy. 

Then they were gone and I was left to gather up my gear and head on in to work. After that... things seemed rather slow. 



Saturday September 23rd 2056 - Street Fire

I got to visit Mike on the way home. We watched a few cartoons and had breakfast. It was a nice bit of normalcy in an otherwise chaotic day. Mrs. Walker suggested I just stay there and get some rest before my shift starts. I didn't plan on it, but I was already drifting. 

When I woke up, she had a simple breakfast waiting for me. She had that ‘mom up to something grin' again, and when I got to my bike, I could tell what she'd been up to. My bike had that same ‘feel' to it as my uniform. There was nothing visible, but I could feel the magic surrounding it. It was almost as if the bike had taken on a limited life of its own. 

I looked at her and sighed. "You're going to try and take care of me in spite of myself, aren't you?" 

She smiled and grinned. "It is a mother's job," she told me softly. "And you child, need more protecting than most." 

I had to laugh at that one. It didn't used to be true. I did have a normal life once. I think I was twelve at the time. Fortunately my luck, fickle though it may be, may get me in trouble, but its also managed to keep me alive. I guess I can't complain too much. 

As I got on the bike, I could see Mrs. Walker's satisfied smile. She could tell I was still wearing my vest. 

When I got to the station, I clocked in and began working on the bike. I'm half tempted to take it over to Council Island and let Mrs. Walker give it the once over, especially after the way the rest of the shift went. 

In the evening we had the usual problem with people enjoying the weekend a little too much. I could never understand the need to impair oneself in order to have a good time. The problem with a lot of the ‘recreational chemicals,' is the fact that everything is impaired, especially judgement. 

Things that would normally be a minor irritation become unbearable, an injustice or insult that must be handled right then and there. Problem is, when people go into that mode, even the medic is the enemy. 

I managed to deal with most of them rather well. One advantage to my size and demeanor- most of the time it gets through to some functioning part of their mind that I am smaller than they are, someone to be protected. Most of the time. 

One of our patients was actually smaller than me, smaller and feistier. Turns out that she was also not really human. She was a paranormal. Nothing like working on a woman who'd been in a bar brawl and have her suddenly come to- and change. One minute I'm working on a concussion with some minor cuts and bruises, next I'm trying to keep from being bitten by a very ticked off Wolf. 

Sometimes I really hate what's happened to the world. I don't have any problem with Meta humans, magic can be a bit freaky, but right then I was really beginning to dislike shape shifters. 

The only good thing was the fact that when she shifted to her normal form, the wolf's physiology didn't seem effected by the chemicals that had gotten her human form into such trouble. As soon as she got a good idea of what was going on, she calmed down and trotted off. 

I wish I could have shaken the adrenalin rush as easily. I was still trembling when I went back to work with Ray on the other combatant. 

"Where's yours?" he asked without looking up. 

After a pause I said, "she refused treatment." 

It took me a little while to shake it off, but I wasn't given much time to think about it. As soon as we called in that we were back in service, we were on another run. 

The evening revelers gave way to the hardcore trouble makers. One gang fight, two drive-by shootings, three stabbing and a Molotov related fire with injuries. 

Fortunately they got tired too. We were finally looking forward to that 3 hour period between exhaustion and morning. 

The calls had died down, when Cap came in with a police scanner. Lone Star was in serious pursuit, along with security from Ares. Someone had broken out of their main office and was tearing up the town trying to put some distance between them and their pursuers. 

That meant even more work for us. There had already been 3 accidents with PI reported, and from the sounds of things, a lot more coming. They were heading our way, and as we headed towards the rig, Cap held up his hand. 

"Watch it boys and girls," he commented. "Sounds like the Ares folks want them badly enough that they're actually taking on the Star on this one." 

I turned in surprise. Why would a security team try and take out the Star? They were on the same side, weren't they?--Unless... 

I felt my stomach fall with that thought. "Unless," how can one word evoke so much terror? It meant the suspects had something that they did not want to be found. Something that shouldn't have gotten out of their precious little base. Something that if we ended up too close, could make us the victims of 'friendly fire.' 

Whoever these actors were, it was a good bet they were desperate. They're escape was anything but subtle. Even as we prepped our equipment, I couldn't help but wonder-- what else was going on while everybody was concentrating on this. I couldn't help but think of Fin and the little-- incident with Aztechnology. The explosion had be a diversionary thing, cover for the real action. I wondered if this was the case, or if somebody's luck was about to come crashing in headlong into mine. At least with Fin, whatever he'd done was relatively quiet, as was Aztechnology's retribution, this was so public it wasn't funny... 

There were another two accidents, one involving the lead Lone Star Car and an Ares security team, by the time they reached our district, all hell was breaking lose. We started rolling, figuring on being mobile when the guano really started flying. 

It didn't take long for it to happen either. We were paralleling the action, trying to avoid becoming causalities ourselves, while remaining available to help those who already were. That's when I got an object lesson on the lethal capabilities of some of the technology available. 

As I paralleled the action, I heard a faint buzz, that turned into a roar as a remote performed strafing runs down the alley I was following, like I didn't have enough to evade already. 

I swerved up a side street, which took me a lot closer to the pursuit than I wanted to be. The remote was doing its level best to stay with me, and I was doing my best to lose it, and steer clear of the ongoing carnage ahead. I was running out of room and about to willfully dump the bike rather than go any further. Right before I did, it buzzed past me and started adding to the chaos ahead. 

It was over quickly with the getaway car out distancing themselves from the Star as the drone held them off. I waited until I heard the all clear, which was given from an Ares helicopter. As I pulled out of the alleyway to survey the damage, I could see the car in flames-- and an Ares team cleaning up the area. 

When I approached them, I was warned off. This was their jurisdiction. It didn't seem wise to argue with the hardware the man was packing, so I went back and worked my way through triaging the rest of the scene. 

Most of the injuries were minor, whiplash, fractured bones. We had a couple of extractions to do. By the time we finished, Ares had already cleaned up the scene below. It was almost as if nothing had happened. 

I couldn't help but feel a chill. That could have been the boys, or Fin– or even me, and it was all for nothing. 



Sunday September 24th 2056 - Hell Hounds, Ancients and medics... oh my.

Yesterday’s clean up lasted well into the morning shift. By the time we were done filing reports and cleaning up, it was too late to go home. Staying was out of the question. Sure I could have crashed on one of the bunks, but I know me. If I’m there and a call comes in, I’m not going to sleep. 

I ended up crashing over at Ray’s. He’s got an apartment about 3 blocks from the station. It was a one bedroom quasi efficiency apartment. There was a semi wall between the sleeping room and the main room. I could hear him snoring in the other room. I was tired enough that it actually lulled me to sleep. 

When I woke up Ray was in the shower. I hadn’t brushed my teeth in over twenty four hours and they felt like they were wearing mittens. 

Yeah, I can look at a multiple car pile up with fatal and critical injuries, attend autopsies... but man... please let me brush my teeth! 

Guess we all have our pet quirks. 

While I was pondering this Ray finished his shower and tossed me a towel. After a shower and a quick bite, we were heading back to the station. We drove by the area where the chase had ended, but it was almost as if it had never happened. There were some signs of scorched pavement, where the car, and those in it had met their end, but that was it. 

Ray nodded to me and I turned on the scanner. Best way I know to find out what’s going on in the world. The police calls were low, which is a good sign. It is after all Sunday afternoon. For some people it does make a difference, but for us– its another day on the job. There was nothing there or on the radio about last night’s chase, making it sound like it was a slow night for us, but we’d been there, we knew better. 

Ray looked at me, knowing that my curiosity was running a mile a minute. He just shook his head. “Jess– one of these day’s your luck is going to run out, and I don’t want to be in the same state when it does.” 

I tried to smile innocently at him, but we both knew it wasn’t working. 

“I’ll send you a letter when it does,” I promised. 

He chuckled. “Wonder what tonight has in store for us,” he muttered as he hit the gas and took us out of the area. 

“If my luck holds true to form, either World War III or an ‘Injured Cat in tree’ call, lets see how things went for first shift before we decide.” 

It didn’t take us long to figure out what kind of day they’d had. Every vehicle had been serviced, washed, and waxed. Yeah, we get the hard night and they get the easy stuff. Figures. 

Ray and I just looked at each other and in unison agreed: “World War III.” 

I think if I worked in a normal place, no one would have understood the exchange, but Walter looked up at us and sighed. “Come on kids, it can’t be that bad...” 

We listened to their briefing and got more and more concerned about our shift. They’d gotten the CIT call– that could only mean trouble for us. 

I think, because we expected it, the trouble never really got started. There was a minor gang skirmish between the 405 Hell Hounds and the Ancients. It was more a like a rolling gang war, where they’d fight in one place for a few minutes, then drive on to the next target area. Keeping the battle on the run so that nobody could catch up with them. 

We caught up with the ones that were unable to keep up. We treated, or tried to treat the injured, but neither side wanted anything to do with us, probably since we’d have to report their injuries, but still– 

One of the Ancients quaintly told me that he did not need the assistance of one whose parents had been of questionable lineage. He tried to walk away, and got maybe three steps before blood loss caught up with him. 

“I think you do,” I told him when he came to. 

He groaned, but at least this time, we were able to take care of him. 

They finally got tired of their game, but by then 5 Hell Hounds and 3 Ancients had been sidelined. And I thought football was rough. 



Monday September 25th 2056 - An easy job.

I dropped by the station and records on the way home. Doughnuts in hand I waited behind a mob of people in front of the desk sergeant. It was the most chaotic I’d seen the place since I’d been here. 

As one man yelled incoherently at the hapless sergeant, he looked up from his books and called out my name. Surprised, I moved forward. He tossed me my pass and told me that Andrews wanted to see me when I was done. 

That only seemed to annoy the first man more, but the sergeant seemed immune to his abuse. As he buzzed me in, I could see him give me a weary smile. I nodded commiseratively and headed for records. 

The crowd in front of me was almost as bad. I understand how they feel, but taking it out on the folks trying to help isn’t going to get you anywhere. I looked guiltily at my doughnuts for a moment and shook my head. I reminded myself that it wasn’t a bribe, just a bit of civility in an otherwise uncivilized world. 

Okay, the gentleman, and elf, in front of me probably had enough civilization and culture for the rest of us and then some, but even he was at his wits end. He got to the counter and almost lost his cool when Saunders explained to him that he had to fill out the request forms to the left before he could be processed. 

Instead of getting louder, like the man next to him, he grew more civilized, more cultured, more formal. I could see the look in his eyes as he turned to go file his forms knowing that he would have to start all over again with the line. 

I gave Saunders a wink, and the bag of doughnuts. “Watch these for me, will ya?” I asked and then went over to the counter where the man was busy being overwhelmed by the form. 

“It’s a bit complicated at first,” I commented gently. “But after you fill out enough of them, you get used to it.” 

He looked at me, a raised eyebrow the only indication that I’d made him even the slightest bit curious. He sighed. “I do not need the help of [translated: a woman of questionable parentage]” 

I just love the way you can say something like that in their language and make it sound so– melodious. 

I just grinned. “My parents were married when I was conceived,” I informed him. “They just couldn’t stay that way.” 

That did surprise him. I didn’t think expected a round-eared, Homo Sapiens-Sapiens to understand him, let alone respond. 

Lets face it, you learn a lot of interesting words in the back of an ambulance where you’re treating someone. This can come in handy at times. 

He lightened up slightly, but not much. I showed him the key parts of the form, explained that the more information he supplied the easier it would be to check. And I passed on the wisdom that Saunders had given me. “You may also want to check the hospitals.” 

He studied me for a moment. “Is that not Lone Star’s job?” 

I nodded. “Problem is, they don’t have that much time in the day to check everything. Some things do fall through the cracks, and every little bit helps. There were,” I paused to scan the disk Andrews gave me. “47 new missing person’s cases last week and only 5 old ones cleared from the week before.” 

He studied me for a minute. “Then you help... search for missing persons?” I could see the hope in his eyes. 

“Not that much,” I said softly. “But if I see him, I’ll let you know.” 

“I can pay you,” he offered. “Please.” He nodded and pulled out a likeness of his brother, the missing person. 

I looked at the picture for a moment and then at him. Before I could say a thing, he was offering me money. “1000 credits for anything you find on him.” 

I smiled and shook my head, he didn’t need to pay me for the information that followed. “As of 4:00 AM he was at University Hospital.” 

He looked at me in a combination of confusion and indignation. I could tell he thought I was belittling his situation. 

I sighed, and met his gaze. “I’m a paramedic,” I explained. “My partner and I took him to University.” 

He gasped slightly. “Where... how... what....?” 

It was good to know that his facade could be broken. “Downtown, he was in a gang fight, he was stabbed. He’s going to be fine, but he needs to rest and regain his strength.” 

He nodded and pulled out a credstick. I had to wave him off on that. “All part of what I do,” I told him. I could see that he wanted to thank me, but that he also wanted to see his brother. “Go on... “ I urged. 

Then it was back in line for Saunders. Nothing new– except somebody else had noticed the case at McChord. I could see Saunders was trying to encourage me, but we both knew how little that really meant. 

We had breakfast and then I headed upstairs to see Andrews. He had the new list and a warning. Seems some Yaks have been looking for me. 

This one surprised even me. “I haven’t ticked anyone off lately, I swear...” 

I’m not sure if I was trying to convince myself or him. 

“Just be careful Jess,” he urged. 

“I thought I was before I came here,” I answered in a half complaint. 

He laughed, but I knew we were both worried about it. As if I didn’t have enough to worry about. That was enough for me. I headed home and buried my head under the pillow wishing for the roller coaster to stop so I could get off and catch my breath. 



Tuesday September 26th 2056 - Just another day

I got up around 8:00 this morning and started going through things at the condo. Mario had been taking care of the cats for me, but there’s so much else I’ve been neglecting. The mail had piled up and the cats were not happy with me. I haven’t been around much, and when I have, I’ve been preoccupied. Its not like I really had a choice in the matter, but still... 

I was amazed by the amount of dust and almost empty condo can collect in a week. Dusting and vacuuming helped me get my head together enough for the rest of the day. Once I was ready to head out, I reviewed the open cases and compared them to the ones already on file. There were no changes. 

That in itself was a relief. I headed out with a new list and a renewed vigor. It was good to be doing something, even if it did seem futile most of the time. 

Dr. Chen was his usual self. He seemed both relieved to see me and to see that I was alone. He made a comment about my ‘shadow’ and I told him that I’d send along his regards. I was able to identify one of Andrews’ missing persons, a woman about 40. 

After a rather futile afternoon I dropped by the arcade. PC was happy to see me– well, he was happy to show off the progress on the simulator. He said he’d tried it out himself and its real enough that he doesn’t envy me my job. 

I checked it out, it was just want the doctor ordered. I could feel every bump, push, slide... I gave him the thumbs up and he grinned. He figures he can have a ‘helmet’ version later on this week. I gave Ray a call about it. 

He didn’t sound quite as excited about it, but he’s willing to give it a try. We’ve got a date for tomorrow night to try it out. 

That finished, I stopped by Casey’s to see how he was doing. Therese’s car was in the driveway, so I figured it probably wasn’t a good time to visit. Its funny– I think it the first night I really felt alone since I got here. 



Wednesday September 27th 2056 - Quiet reflections.

The day went rather slowly. Funny how that happens where there’s no international conspiracy following you around everywhere you go. I wondered if this was how things were for normal people as I headed over to the clinic. 

Yeah, it was about then that I realized that my life was anything but normal, but it helps pass the time. At least I’m meeting my neighbors, and a lot of them seem more– receptive to me now. I still get an occasional glare but for the most part people seem to have gotten used to me. 

I am worried about Trina though. Ever since the incident with Doc Rivers– she hasn’t left the clinic. I don’t know if she’ll ever trust anybody to ‘fill in’ for her. Not that I can really blame her, but she really needs to take some time off. 

Hell, I’d take some time off if I knew how. 

I met Ray at the arcade around 7:00 and we spent the next few hours tweaking the input/output until we had something that was realistic enough to satisfy all of us. The only thing it lacks is pain feedback, which is a good idea since the entire idea is to get Ray to relax. 

When we finished I drove by Casey’s place again. Therese’s car was still there. Guess they figured things out. 

Ah well, tomorrow’s a work day. 

A Year In Seattle

Week fifteen

Thursday September 28th 2056 - Ready to roll.

I should have known it was too good to last. The second bike is here, which means we don’t have to ride tandem (which with the moves we make is suicidal and contrary to popular belief, I’m not suicidal.), or have him follow on my bike– we can do this thing right. 

First item of business was going over the bike, making sure everything was fine tuned for Ray and making sure it was stocked properly, and so that Ray knew where everything was. Then we got our first call. 

We headed out, me in the lead. It was a rainy evening– but then it always seems that way. Dark, oppressive– wet. I don’t know how many accidents we have because of the rain-- people driving too fast, hydroplaning; people not stopping fast enough on slippery roads. Then when the sun does shine we end up having accidents because people just aren’t used to the light. 

The roads were slightly more treacherous than usual, I did okay, but Ray went down– not too hard, but hard enough. The protective gear took the brunt of it like its supposed to, but I know he’s going to be stiff in the morning. He signaled me that he was fine and I continued on my way. 

He caught up with me about two minutes before the ambulance arrived. We did a good job of handling it all things considered– but his bike’s going to need some work before it goes out again. I told him that I’d figured out his plan and it wasn’t going to work. 

He just glared at me and shook his head. I’ve seen that look before, just never on his face. Doubt. He’s wondering if he can do this on a nightly basis– we all go through that stage. Sometimes it hits later on, but its always there, lurking. Some people like the job because of the adrenalin– Ray’s never been that type... he does it ‘cause its what he is. 

He’s not a daredevil, he’s not an adrenalin junkie– what he is is one of the best medics on Citiwide’s payroll. I don’t blame him for wanting to think this through, it’s a bit of a jump. But its not like Walter thinks– we aren’t the ‘gunslingers of modern medicine’ or some bastardization of the true calling. We’re an adaptation. 

Ray’s just realized how dangerous the job really can be and our job is dangerous enough as it is. Seems more and more people don’t care about the lights or the siren. Sometimes. 

We got another call and Ray got up, looked me in the eyes and told me he was taking it. Just as simple as that. I could almost see it click for him. He found his reason, whatever it may be, and he just decided. 

I know Ray– once he made that decision everything fell into place. Now that his heart and mind are in it, everything else will follow. 

Fire District 97 – rescue division, is online and ready to serve. 



Friday September 29th 2056 - Jess Miller- the video game.

Ray and I started early this morning(afternoon). We took a ride down to the arcade and found out that my life *did* make an interesting video game. At least the motor-medic part of it. I don’t think people would believe it if we threw in the other things that have been happening lately. 

Some of the people playing it had a hard enough time believing that what they had was real. I think the simulation may have gotten some people interested in the riding part of it at least. I just wonder how many of them wouldn’t like the rest of the job. 

I explained to PC what had happened and he nodded as I described the incident. What it all boiled down to was the feel of the road against the tires. Knowing what you can handle and what you can’t. Three very different variables– four actually. The weather conditions, the road, the bike and the rider’s response. 

PC nodded and thought about it for a moment. I swear he looked like a cartoon character with a lightbulb over his head when he came up with a solution– he began coding for different bike types and then designing an input device so he could gage different rider’s responses. 

We left him there, lost in his algorithms. He told us distractedly to come back Tuesday and he’d have something for us. I’m just waiting for Citiwide to get the bill. 

When we got in, Walter gave us a rundown on the calls they’d covered. From the looks of things everybody’s just waiting for us. Sometimes it feels that way. 

Guy about to speed home, checks his watch and decides to wait thinking, ‘Jess and Ray’ll be on in an hour, why don’t I wait for them and give them something really interesting to work on.’ 

Sometimes that’s the way it seems. Its almost as if there’s a set number of accidents planned for the day and if they don’t get them out of the way in the morning we’re dealing with them all night. 

It was all in the radio calls. All night. It wasn’t just us, every district seemed swamped. Every time we’d clear, we were rolling again. My bike got a full work out, and Ray handled his share of calls on it. 

When end of shift rolled around I looked at him and nodded. “Congratulations,” I sighed. “You’re a moto-medic.” 

He smiled at me, but he looked like I felt: exhausted. 

After shift I went to Council Island and fell asleep in front of the trid with Mike. 



Saturday September 30th 2056 - Open mouth– insert foot

I hadn’t meant to spend the night/day, but instead I woke up on the couch, wrapped up in one of the throw blankets. Mrs. Walker was fixing breakfast/dinner and insisted that I at least have something light before I headed back in. 

When I got to the station, Therse’s car was there. It was a bit of a surprise, but not as much of a surprise as seeing Casey up and about. Guess he was tired of being the invalid. When I saw him over talking to Ray, I smiled. He was looking a lot better than the last time I’d seen him. 

“Jess,” he called. 

I smiled and waved, still looking around for Therese. “Hey Case,” I called as I finally joined them. I could have kicked myself when I asked where she was. His face fell slightly and I could feel the slight chill to his voice. 

“She headed back east,” he answered stiffly. “Figured it was probably for the best.” 

I bit my lip. I was kinda hoping that they’d managed to work things out, especially with how much time they were spending together. “Sorry,” I said. 

He nodded. “She’d pretty much planned on leaving once I gave her the all clear on the case,” he added with a sigh. 

“But...” I looked at him and thought about the car out in front of his place. It didn’t really make sense. “She left you her car?” 

He chuckled. “Yeah, well– it would have cost her too much to ship it and I’m still in no shape for my bike.” 

If I hadn’t been feeling stupid before, the next question sewed it up completely. “When did she ...” 

“Last Sunday night,” he sighed. “Was kinda hoping to see you...” 

I felt like a complete and utter idiot. Here I’d been ‘giving them room’ all the while, they’d given themselves several thousand miles of room. What can I say– I blew it. Chalk another one up to bad breaks. 

Thing was– I didn’t want to just mark this one off as a mistake and move on. I wanted him to know how I felt. Only problem is... I’m not sure how I feel any more. I mean... I like Case. But when I thought he had a chance with Therese I was happy for him, if a bit let down myself. 

Ah, hell! I can’t figure out any of this. I am so much better with accidents and trauma than I’ll ever be with relationships and I should probably leave it at that. I mean– I’ve already blown it, why not just admit it and move on. 

The rest of the conversation was cut short by another call. It was a messy one that took up a good two hours of our time, but as we were heading back to the station Ray looked at me and shook his head. 

“What?” 

He just smiled and let out a long sigh. “Jess, I know you. Its not like you to not visit the man...What gives?” he said. 

I had to shake my head and chuckle. “I did– but Therese’s car was in the driveway. I kinda figured they’d patched things up.” 

He looked at me and chuckled. “Now, that’s more like the Jess I know.” 

“Yep, putting two and two together and getting 3.5.” 

We drove to the station in silence. Ray was about to say something when I noticed two men standing next to my bike. I could tell by the way they stood that the taller of the two men was protecting the first. I didn’t recognize him, but I did recognize the man he was guarding. 

“Jess,” Ray warned. “Those two are Yakuza.” 

I nodded. “One of them was a patient of mine,” I added as I exited the truck and headed over towards them warily. 

“Jessica Miller?” the man I’d treated asked questioningly. 

“That’s me,” I answered with a slight nod. 

His body guard didn’t like my response, but that’s fine by me. I wondered briefly about the body guard that had been with him the other night and realized that the chances of seeing him again were very slim– the man had failed to protect his boss, and that is not something that they would or could ever forgive. 

“I wanted to say thank you, for helping me. Had you not happened by when you did...” 

“It’s no problem,” I answered evenly. 

“Most people would have left me to the services I had paid for...” 

It was probably true, but then again, I’m not most people. “I was just fighting my old enemies,” I told him. 

He studied me for a moment then nodded. “Then you are of the old school, you do not do this for money.” 

It wasn’t a question but a statement. I could see the respect in his eyes. The phrase ‘Jess Miller, Samurai Medic,’ ran through my mind. I nodded. 

“It is good to know that there are those who still fight their enemies wherever they are found– but you face an enemy you cannot defeat, he will always win in the end.” 

That earned a half smile from me. “Death is sometimes my ally against the others– but I’ll still fight him as long as I am able.” 

He nodded approvingly. “Then Jessica Miller, I will leave you to your battle. Should you ever need anything– please think of me...” 

A slight chill went up my spine. From what little I knew of the Yakuza, I knew that accepting his offer would mean– becoming theirs? I’m not really sure of all their codes and traditions, but I know that it was nowhere I wanted to be. 

I bowed slightly. “There is no need,” I stated. “I was merely...” 

“Fighting your own demons,” he answered with a nod. “Thank you just the same.” 

He left me there with a very perplexed look on my face and an awful lot to think about. 



Sunday October 1st 2056 - Nothing to do and all day to do it

Sometimes I hate my life. 

I thought I had everything figured out, all nice and neat. Casey’s thrown that whole idea out the window. All right, Casey, Andrews, the Yakuza... and everybody else in the confusing excuse for a city. 

I don’t know if was just the fact that I’d grown up in Baltimore or what, but I never had the problems there I’ve had in here three months. Three months... Its hard to believe... 

I’ve done so much, had so much happen– and still I have nothing on the boys. Needless to say, I’ve been thinking a lot about what’s been happening, or hasn’t been happening. I’m not getting anywhere with my search. 

I’ve cleaned up their apartment, taken care of their cats– but I’m no closer to what they were doing, or even who they’d become. Its time to try something different. 

Problem is– I have no idea what I need to do. I only know what hasn’t worked so far. Even the case load matched my mood. 

Nothing. 

No calls, no clues, no direction– nothing but a sinking feeling that I’m fighting my way upstream and what’s waiting on the other side isn’t any better or more helpful than what I’ve already been through. Just another case of “you can’t win, you can’t break even and you can’t get out of the game.” 

Sure, I’ve made friends. Some of them are probably closer to me that the boys ever were, or could be– but that’s not why I’m here. There’s so much I want, and I’m beginning to see that I’m not going to get it. 



Monday October 2nd 2056 - First Case

I wasn’t much company when I stopped by the police station, but at least I’d gotten some sleep. Ray knew I wasn’t having a good day, but he knew better than to try and help me. There wasn’t all that much he could have done other than annoy me. 

Hell, if I could have, I’d have avoided me. I was that bad. I was heading for records when Andrews stopped me. One look and he knew that I wasn’t doing all that great. Instead of offering advice or hollow condolences, he offered me a job. 

It’s the Mario method of dealing with things you can’t do something about... find something you can do something about and do it. 

He introduced me to a woman who was looking for her brother. He’d only been missing 12 hours, so he couldn’t do anything about it officially. Unofficially he could put her together with me and see what we came up with. 

Hell of a recommendation though. ‘Ms. Philips, this is Jess... she can’t find her own brothers, but maybe she can help you find yours...’ 

He didn’t say it, he didn’t mean it– but that’s the way I felt about whole thing. I paused and then nodded. “You’ll have to excuse me Ms. Philips,” I apologized. “Its been a very long night for me. Why do you think your brother is missing?” 

She started to get angry, I could see it in her eyes. She’d been to the Star, and told that they couldn’t do anything for another 12 hours, and now the detective they’d recommended to her was questioning the matter as well. 

“I don’t think... I know,” she snapped. 

“Fine,” I sighed. “How do you *know* your brother is missing?” 

She stared at me for a minute then finally told her story. I could tell she was tired of telling it, but I held her to it, asking questions when she trailed off. At first she was still angry, but as the questions continued, she realized I wasn’t questioning her, but looking for more details. 

Her brother had called her out of the blue after almost six months of no communication. He’d set up a dinner date for Sunday Night, then nothing. 

He never showed at the restaurant. When she stopped by his apartment it was empty. She stopped by his office and they claimed he never worked there. 

I took notes then looked at her. “I can’t make any guarantees,” I warned her. “What I can do is get the groundwork done so that when the police can officially consider him missing, the information is already there for them.” 

She looked at me a moment and then nodded. I’m not the type to snow somebody, I know how hard it can be trying to find someone here, encouragement is one thing, false hopes are another, and I’m not going to bolster them in someone else. We’ve got more than enough to deal with. 

“Okay,” I told her, then I retold her story from what I’d gotten from her story. 

“Your brother is a molecular biologist for Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals. He’s been working there for some eight years on a project he hasn’t been able to talk about. You two used to be really close, but with work and everything you’ve drifted further and further apart. Three days ago he calls without any real explanation asking you to meet him at Trattoria Pagliacci’s for dinner last night. Reservations were placed on or around the time he called you.” 

I paused as I thought about the story, knowing what not knowing was doing to her. I could see the tension as I repeated back what she’d told me. She nodded and I continued. “When you showed up, he wasn’t there. You waited...” I paused as I reviewed the notes I’d made. “... two hours, then called his apartment, unsure if you’d made a mistake. There was no answer.” 

“No...” she corrected softly. “There was nothing. I got that annoying tone and recorded voice that said that number was not in use.” 

I nodded, updating my notes and then continuing. “You took a cab to his apartment and it was empty.... then you waited for records to open here and reported what had happened.” 

She nodded. “I just know something’s happened. He wouldn’t just not show up...” 

I nodded. “I’ll see what I can do,” I promised. “Let me talk to Andrews.” 

She waited in the interrogation room we’d commandeered while I tracked him down and got the details from him. 

“There’s a good possibility he either had a breakthrough or another job offer. Wanted to share the good news with his sister,” he looked around for a moment. “He could have ended up working for another company... willingly or otherwise.” 

“Or the same company, on a shorter leash,” I added grimly. 

“Now you’re thinking like a Seattle detective,” he told me encouragingly. “You taking the job?” 

I looked at him with ‘the look.’ “You knew I’d take it,” I grumbled. “There goes that nap I was planning.” 

He smiled. “I knew that permit would come in handy.” 

I sighed. “Could you at least tell me what the going rate for a gumshoe is?” 

He looked at me for a moment and then shook his head. “You really don’t know do you?” 

I shook my head. “Medic rates, sure– those I know and study... You’re the one that set me up with the detective stint.” 

“Simple case... go for 200-500/day plus expenses... “ 

“Andrews, if there’s one thing I’ve learned since I got here, there’s no such thing as a simple case,” I sighed. 

“Well, there is that,” he agreed. As I turned to go, he gave me an updated disk, and I once again compared it to the last. There had been one case that had been updated with more details, two open cases had been closed and seven more had been added. 

That done I finished the formalities with Ms. Philips. We agreed on 350/day with the understanding that, unless I came up with anything, would be simply for one day– to do the groundwork for the Star and to make sure that the trail didn’t grow cold while we waited for them to take over. 

She went back to her place where her brother could call her in case something had come up, and where I could contact her if need be. I waited about 10 minutes after she left then headed out. 

My first stop was the arcade. I needed to talk to PC about the simulator and it gave me the perfect reason to be there. I told him some of what I needed and supplied the theory I needed to get it. 

Then he took my pocket unit and went over it, muttering under his breath about people working with off the shelf units with factory installed tracing chips. He asked me how I’d lasted as long as I had. 

I reminded him that I was a medic-- that I used the jack for checking e-mail, file transfers and filing my reports in a timely fashion. I could tell by the look he’d given me that he hadn’t believed me the first time I’d told him. 

As I was leaving, he told me to come back sometime, and he’d set me up with something a little less testosteronally challenged. 

Next I checked the hospitals between his place, his work and Trattoria Pagliacci. I didn’t find him, but I did find one of Andrews’ cases. I called it in and then headed over to a restaurant PC had suggested. ‘Blue’s’ A place that caters to the matrix set. 

I ‘decked’ in, if you can call it decking with the equipment I was using. Lets face it, I wasn’t doing anything exciting or intrinsically difficult. I was checking the man’s records. Phone, address, employment... simple things that should have been in the book. 

Should have. It was as if Darwin Philips had never existed. Seeing that, I looked up Elaine Philips, his sister. At least she checked out 

While I was in the system, I made an appointment to look at his apartment, which according to the system has been available for over a month. 

The apartment, as she said was empty. But it looked more like it had been empty for over a month, like management said, rather than his sister. It smelled of relatively new paint, but it wasn’t fresh. I thought about it and realized that the trail may be older than the 12, now 18 hours, we’d thought. 

I took the elevator to my bike, noting the empty space for apartment 124-A. It just wasn’t adding up. I reported my findings, or lack thereof. Then took some time to weigh my options. I’d finished the groundwork, except for checking with his employers. 

After doing as much as I could for the time being, I headed over to Elaine Philip’s place. She wasn’t happy with the results, I wasn’t happy taking her money. She told me that a deal was a deal, and I had done the groundwork that would hopefully speed things up. I stayed with her until he was officially missing and then turned the case over to Andrews. 

I just wish I could let it rest. 



Tuesday October 3rd 2056 - The way of the decker

I was still a bit groggy when I got up and headed over to Dr. Chen’s. I figured it wouldn’t hurt anything to add the Philip’s case to my search. There was nothing new. 

I finished up the hospitals and even ran by Renraku– not that they let me in mind you. There was no emergency and no reason for them to let me in. I checked in with Andrews and he told me not to worry about it, that I’d done a good job. 

I’d done nothing. Well, that’s not entirely true. I’d done plenty, I just came up empty. It was too much for me. The trail was only twenty-four hours old, officially, probably more like 72 hours. That’s if we take it from the last time Elaine had talked to him. 

Someone must have seen him, must have known him. I went back to the arcade and took PC up on his offer. 

It was indeed an interesting trip. And the man had a simulation of the whole thing setup. I guess it was easier for him to program it than to try and find the words to describe it to me. It was like nothing I’ve ever experienced. It was real, and unreal at the same time. Once he was sure I wouldn’t embarrass him, he showed me around a few of the ‘lightweight’ areas. Places I could go with my skill level and equipment. He showed me some of what I needed, then we exited. 

He nodded at me. “Now... you wanna find out what we can about this?” 

I looked at him. “But we’ve checked... everything haven’t we?” 

“Jess... Jess... “ He sighed shaking his head. “What we looked at... that was just the tip of the ic-burg.” 

I didn’t get his joke at the time, but by the end of his little tour, I understood it all too well. I got to watch what he was doing through a hitcher jack. He knew the ins and outs of security like I knew my way around an accident scene. No doubt he’d done this before. We bounced around through connections until we’d worked our way through to Darwin Philip’s alleged domicile. (I always wanted to say that.) He reviewed information for the last week. Records, visits, backups and finally security tapes. 

Darwin Philips may not exist on their records now, but he was there a week ago. 

PC warned me that the information he’d gathered wasn’t admissible in court, and for that matter, I could be in serious trouble if they even knew I was involved with what he’d just done. He didn’t have to tell me that, or the fact that he didn’t do what he’d just done. 

No, it was just proof that somebody was hiding something somewhere. The question was what and why. Philips’ building’s part of district 43 which gave me an idea. 

I made a few phone calls and traded my way onto tomorrow night’s shift in District 43. PC may be able to go through their computer system, but you’d be surprised where a medic can go. 



Wednesday October 4th 2056 - The way of the medic.

I didn't have much time to sleep, I had too much else to do. I headed out early since I didn't know the people of the 43rd except in passing and I wanted to be sure I was familiar with the area. I wasn't officially there. I was a 'ride on', but since I am also a paramedic, I was expected to perform when needed. 

I swung by Elaine Philips' place on the way in. Everything seemed nice and peaceful there, but I know what she was going through. 

The shift wasn't that hard, and it was only an eight hour shift, but I got to talk to the guys and find out more about the area and about Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals. Seems they've had a series of accidents recently. Citiwide has been called there eight times in the past three weeks. By the time they were allowed into the lab, the patient had already been stabilized and ready for transport. 

I ended up checking the call load for the past year, and there had been nothing before the batch of calls they'd recieved. After the shift was over, I stopped by the hospital where all the patients had been taken. It was a little late, but the duty nurse had heard of me. She let me look through their John Doe cases and I managed to check a few of the other cases out before it was time for me to leave. 

The two cases I did get a look at were both for chemical burns. One had been treated and released, the other... cremated before an autopsy could be performed. 

I passed the information on to Andrews, filed a copy in my safety deposit box and went to bed. No matter what I come up with from here on out, I still have my real job to do. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Sixteen

Thursday October 5th 2056 - Look for the union label.

I checked in with Andrews and Ms. Philips first thing in the morning, of course, my idea of ‘first thing in the morning' is 2:00 PM. Andrews understood, he knows my schedule. Ms. Philips on the other hand... I think it was a combination of things: not getting anywhere in her search; the fact that the one day I was working the case had come and gone without result; the fact that I was updating her at 2:00 instead of ‘first thing in the morning.' (Which for her, like most people is probably before 8:00.) 

Next I checked with dispatch. There hadn't been any calls from Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals, but I figured the day was still young. I wondered if their safety record imploding on itself had anything to do with Darwin's disappearance but somehow I doubt any calls from them will involve him. 

Especially after all the work someone's done to make it seem like he's never been where ever it was he's been. 

I stopped by Blue's and got a quick bite and a quick matrix connection. I had never thought to use it for the daily news feeds, but it was great for that as well. I also hit the pharmaceutical company's main business page and read their public history information, and their white papers on ongoing projects. 

Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, but then again- eight accidents in three weeks is anything but ordinary. 

Ray knew something was up as soon as he saw me. He rolled his eyes slightly when I told him what was happening. 

"Jess," he told me. "You took the job for one day... you did the legwork so that everything was ready when he was officially declared missing... that should have been the end of the matter." 

I nodded, started to object when he continued. 

"But a lab having a sudden rash of accidents... maybe what they need is a safety inspection." 

I studied him for a few moments and snorted. "Yeah, but they wouldn't even let the medics in the pick the people up... they prepped them and brought them out to the ambulance... you think they're going to let us in for an inspection?" 

Ray grinned at me and winked. "Its not a question of them letting us in my dear... but the union..." 

He surprised me with that. That's what I love about Ray. If there's a way.. he'll find it and he'll do it with style. Three phone calls to the union and one return call and we have an appointment at Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals in the morning. 



Friday October 6th 2056 - Accident Number 9 op. 11

I don't know what I was expecting at Paren Dee & Nebula, but I can tell you it wasn't what I found. The halls were pristine and the labs they showed us were completely normal. A representative from the union greeted us at the gate. 

Needless to say, he knew Ray- and he'd heard of me. 

"So you're Citiwide's new motorcycle medic," he commented as he shook my hand. 

I had to grin. "Nah, I'm the old motorcycle medic... Ray here, he's the new one." 

He chuckled and made a slight joke about old dogs. Once he was sure we were ready he showed his credentials and ours, the guard opened the gate for us. He did not look happy to see us. As we walked back I stiffened slightly- I swear I heard a low growl come from him, like a large cat. 

He turned slightly, with almost cat-like grace and looked at me from the corner of his eyes. It was very unsettling. 

Very quickly we were met by a representative of the company, definitely a PR man by trade. Made all the big friendly gestures, the friendly, if slightly sexist joke to ‘lighten things up.' With him was a representative from the local union, one who worked in the labs. 

We asked them about their record, safety devices. They showed us the wash basins, emergency shower, the hoods. We tested them out. Ray and I both noting how they PR man and the inside union guy were exchanging looks. It was like they were asking how to appear co-operative and yet give us nothing. 

Ray and I just went on as if we hadn't seen it, but we didn't let them slip past the lab where the accidents occurred. When we reached that door we stopped. "How about this one," Ray asked as he nodded towards the door. 

"Oh... that one's closed for renovations. Getting the latest and greatest in safety," the PR man told us with all the genuineness and believability of a used car salesman. 

We nodded at each other and started moving towards the door as accident number 9 went into full swing. Ray and I were pushed against the far wall by the concussion as the sprinkler system kicked on. We stumbled to our feet as the first victim staggered through the doorway. 

The PR man screamed. 

Saying that chaos reined would have been an understatement. In the next 5 minutes, it was all Ray and I could do to remember to breath through our re-breathers. Slipping them on was second nature, but relying on them is another. 

The PR man tried to stop us as we headed towards the door. Security was already streaming in to ‘contain the area.’ 

That would have been fine if their containment meant protecting people, but all they were concerned about was securing the area– keeping us from seeing any propriety production methods. 

Without even thinking about it, Ray took over, occupying security, the PR man and his crony by ordering them to close off the area and to help with the injured,.while ordering his buddy and me into the room to assess the situation and triage the people inside the room. 

We headed in while he was directing traffic. There were five people in the lab, and they did not look good. The explosion seemed to be centered along the far wall, dangerously close to the gas tanks. Chromatography was off the scale-- that meant our first priority was to cut off the gas supply and let the hoods do their job. 

As the gas was vented from the room, security had recovered from Ray’s ‘attack’ and were back in control. They ushered us out along with the injured, but not before we saw the project itself. 

Now, I’m not exactly sure since my bio-chem’s pretty much limited to emergency medicine and some minor ‘wilderness medicine’, but what they were working on sure looked... wrong. I’ll bet if I slot a chip on Bio-chem procedures and pharmaceuticals I won’t find anything like it– anywhere. 

As we finished stabilizing the victims for transit, the PR man was talking charges of trespass– we were talking about sabotage. 

That at least got him to shut up. He may have jurisdiction of how injured accident victim’s are transported out of their facility, but the Star had jurisdiction over violent crimes, and Citiwide had jurisdiction over Arson investigations. Looks like everybody is now in on this one. 

He wasn’t too pleased, but I didn’t really care. They had a serious problem and all they cared about was their proprietary little process. Security hadn’t secured anything, just kept everything quiet, and because of that, seven more people were injured, two seriously. 

That comes under negligence, and I know Ray’s Union friend was taking notes. Once the investigators arrived and Ray and I filed our reports, the 43rd had taken over the arson side of the investigation. The Star told us they’d get copies of our report and call us if they had any questions. 

I had plenty of questions, but I couldn’t ask them there. I headed over to the hospital to check in on our patients. The guard who had waved us in was conspicuously missing. This seemed to confirm in my mind that something was definitely up, and someone a hell of a lot bigger than Paren Dee & Nebula. 

I wasn’t able to talk to any of the folks from Paren Dee & Nebula, but I passed the information on to Andrews and headed home. 

Six hours later, I was back at the station. I smiled when I saw that the trucks were grimy and Walter was sacked out on the couch. They’d had a tough day, which boded well for us. 



Saturday October 7th 2056 - Jess's special

It wasn’t as slow a night as I’d have liked, but it was slow. Just a long series of “normal” runs. If there is such a thing. After shift I went home for a change and played with the cats before going to bed. In the fridge I found another note from Fin. 

You’d figure by now I was used to it, but no... 

It was a warning about the case, and how it was putting me at risk with Aztechnologies. I think it’s a little late to be worrying about that since *he* was the one who got me on their ‘this person could be trouble’ list to begin with. 

At least he confirmed that I wasn’t just being paranoid about that guard. And another bright side, I guess, is the fact that I know he’s all right. All right and breaking into the condo– again. 

I don’t know how he does it and I’m not sure I want to. I mean, I’ve been using the security measures the boys built in ever since Casey showed me where they were and how they worked. I thought about getting Casey to give the place another going over– but I think I’ve already messed that up and I don’t think either of us need to rehash it. 

Oddly enough its not easy to sleep after finding a warning message taped to the milk in your fridge, in the middle of your supposedly secure home– but I’m learning. 

I woke up around three, gave the apartment a once over with a dust rag, grabbed my bagel from the diner and headed in. 

They tell that bagel’s have gotten very popular with the ‘on the run’ crowd. 

I got to the station a little early and checked in with Andrews– there were some new developments with the Darwin Philips case and he briefed me on them. It was nothing concrete, but it was looking like industrial espionage and ... recruiting. I told him my suspicions about Aztenchonology and he agreed with me, but, as he was quick to point out, suspicion doesn’t get you anything in this business. 

I didn’t get to the finish the call before Ray and I were on a call. As a matter of fact it was midnight before I got to my bagel. In the bottom of the bag was a new menu for the diner... added to the breakfast list.. “Jess’s special” 



Sunday October 8th 2056 - Pay outs

Well, there wasn’t a note waiting for me this time when I got home-- Fin was there in person. 

He was looking a little bit different than he did the last time I saw him– before he got mauled that is. I couldn’t put my finger on it at first, but as I hugged him, I realized he’d bulked up some. I knew that the only way he could have done that so quickly was with some surgical help. I bit my lip rather than comment. Some of the enhancements out there can be pretty dangerous, but then again, not having enough strength is probably what got him hurt. 

I locked the door, then flopped into the couch and gestured towards one of the seats. 

“So...” I prompted. 

“So...” he sighed as he eased himself into the chair. I could tell by the way he moved, he’d gone for enhancement. I’d learned a few things about the process in our med classes. Fluid movements, stronger ligaments were just a few signs that the patient was more than standard issue... and that meant some very different treatment procedures when treating damage. Cyberware’s even worse. I keep several chips on that handy, just in case... 

Guess we all do what we have to remain competitive; to stay alive– that’s the real key. 

He studied me for a while and then let his breath out slowly. “Jess... you know I wouldn’t have involved you if it hadn’t been important... and... I never gave you your payment for what you did.” 

I stared at him in surprise. “Fin,” I told him. “What I did– I did because you asked me. I know you wanted to try and protect me, and all your alibis would have worked in dealing with the Star in s standard investigation, but Aztechnologies aren’t people to be trifled with.” 

Even I know that. I mean, I may be naive, but I’m not stupid. 

He sighed. “Yeah, but I figured it was worth what we were getting.” 

I shook my head. “Nothing’s worth what you and the others went through. You could have been killed...” 

He gave me a smile. “But we aren’t... and it was worth it,” he told me. 

I was so sure he didn’t get it, but it turned out I was the one who didn’t get it. He handed me a data chip and told me to take a look. 

It had been worth it. And my payment was specifically designed for me. It was a case file, dated 7/23/56. A team of seven shadow runners had raided one of their ‘off base’ storage facilities. Two of the people were very familiar. Their general builds were too familiar to miss-- Matt and Alan. I looked at him with a combination of gratitude and surprise. 

He smiled, “I figured you’d want to see that.” 

I nodded, too surprised to do much else. It was the best news I’d received in a very long time. I tried to ignore the fact that Andy wasn’t there, but it was still possible that he was working with them, safely tucked away somewhere– that’s the way PC says its usually done. 

I was a jumble of emotions. I was tired, worried, confused, happy, and hopeful. 

Fin just watched me for a few moments, then sighed. “And now you’ve got yourself on the wrong side of AZT... again.” 

I shook my head. “It wasn’t my fault!” 

“Jess,” he sighed. “It never is, but they just don’t care. You become a threat to their operations, they let you know.” 

I nodded. “You know that better than me,” I told him. 

“Yeah– at least they didn’t get you.” 

I nodded, as I remembered the leopard and the whisper in my mind. “They almost did,” I told him. “They almost did.” 

His eyes narrowed as he looked at me. “Aw Jess... I’m sorry... I figured we’d covered your tracks well enough.” 

I shook my head. “The guard... he knew my name... knew my curious nature and warned me that it was a dangerous thing.” 

He moved closer then, kneeling beside the couch. “Jess, I’m sorry. I didn’t want to endanger you. I just...” 

“Wanted to get me information on the boys,” I finished for him. “And it was worth it.” 

I could honestly say that. It was worth it for me. I had all but given up hope and now I knew at least two of them were alive as late as July. It gave me hope, but according to the file, they were still on the run, and building up a whole new list of enemies. 

I seemed to be inheriting those enemies. I didn’t sleep that much before shift, but we had a quiet night. When the morning came, I was ready for some sleep, and another review of the files that Fin had given me. 

Hope is alive again. I hadn’t really noticed how much had died inside me, until he gave me a glimpse of what I wanted... they’re out there, and I’m going to find them. 



Monday October 9th 2056 - Will the real Jess Miller, please stand up.

I tried not to get my hopes up. The fact that Aztechnology had a file on my brothers meant only one thing– they were in serious trouble. I’d known that much but at least now some of the trouble had a face. 

Still, no matter how I tried to keep everything bottled up inside, I knew that they were at least alive, and still fighting as recently as two months ago. 

As that fact settled in, more questions started filling my mind. Was their original trouble AZT, or was it something else? Did this ‘raid’ have something to do with what had tried to take them out, or was it just something they did because they didn’t have enough trouble already? And finally, were they really missing, or did they not want to be found? 

I’d been looking for John Doe’s– unidentified people, and for information on them by name. I hadn’t even taken into consideration the fact that they might have been hiding under assumed names. 

I stopped by records on the way home, doubting even more that missing persons would ever be able to help me. As I waited in line I couldn’t help but notice the woman at the front of the line. Saunders looked up at me. I could tell by his expression that something was up. 

Where he took it from there surprised the hell out of me. He focused in on the bag (doughnuts) and yelled ‘Gun.’ Everybody flattened themselves against the ground as he vaulted the counter and hit me with a flying tackle. I have to admit, I was actually more surprised than anybody else there. 

He put me into an arm lock, took the bag in one hand and pinned my arms behind me with the other. He was marching me out of the room like that before anybody could say ‘boo.’ 

Once we were out of records, he hauled me into one of the interrogation rooms and closed the door. Only then did he relax. 

I waited for him to catch his breath and explain. 

“Sorry Jess,” he said between breaths. “Didn’t know how else to get you out of there.” 

This piqued my curiosity. 

He shook his head as he took another deep breath and forced himself to let it out slowly. “That girl in there... head of the line...” 

I nodded. 

“Says she’s from Baltimore– looking for her brothers... Name she gave... yours...” 

That caused a double take. 

He nodded again. “Wanted to know how you wanted to handle it.” 

I thought for a minute. “Well, my options are limited since you hauled me out of there,” I sighed. 

I regretted that almost immediately when I saw the expression on his face. 

“Can you get Andrews in on this?” I asked. 

He nodded, “probably, after all its his case.” 

I smiled. “Okay... lets see what information we can get on her...” 

He sighed. “She’s already given me a false address for contact information so I don’t think she’s planning on coming back.” 

I nodded. “Okay, let me see where Andrews thinks we should take this... and... thanks.” 

He nodded. “Sorry bout the tackle... the doughnuts still good?” 

I rubbed my ribs and chuckled. At least he had his priorities skewed in the normal direction. 

He grinned. “There’s a back door out of here... don’t know if she has any accomplices.” 

I nodded. 

It didn’t take me long to get to Andrews and fill him in on the details. He was almost as intrigued as I was. He squirreled me away in the observation room, with a mage to shield me from any attempts to spy on me. Then Saunders escorted ‘Jessica Miller’ into the room. 

“Miss Miller,” he greeted her standing and offering her his hand. She shook it shyly and then sat down. 

“I understand you’re working on my brother’s case...” 

She sounded so sincere. I mean, if I didn’t know she was lying through her teeth, I’d have almost believed her. Almost. 

“Yes Ma’am,” Andrews answered as he poured himself a cup of coffee and offered her one as well. 

She took it and sipped it demurely. I really didn’t like the way she was looking at him. Neither did the mage. 

“She’s up to something,” he warned me. 

“Tell me something I don’t know,” I answered sotto voce. 

“No, she’s getting ready to try and run something on him magically,” he said as he prepared to counter it. 

I tensed, knowing that he wouldn’t let anything happen to Andrews. Only problem was we had no way of knowing what she was capable of or what she was willing to do. I pulled out a tranq patch from my kit. Being a medic does have its advantages. 

Even I could sense the spell as she started it, her eyes meeting his over her steaming cup. “Sgt. Andrews,” she stated hypnotically. “Please... tell me everything you know about this case.” 

I was about to move when the mage placed a hand on my shoulder and shook his head. “He’s okay... for now...” he said, splitting his concentration between me and Andrews. Realizing I was endangering Andrews calmed me down in a hurry. So I took a deep breath and watched him. 

I could see him stiffen as he began telling her about the case. He sounded as if he was in a trance as he told her everything that was in the file, which wasn’t much. I knew. I’d read it at least seven times when I got here and finally met with the man. 

She nodded. “Very good...” She told him in the same tone. “When I leave here, you will destroy the tapes and forget ever seeing me.” 

Andrews nodded once and then his gaze fell to his coffee. 

She smiled and turned to leave, looking at herself once in the mirror then putting her hand on the door. 

“Aren’t you going to finish your coffee Jess?” he asked. 

I smiled as she whirled around. There was an audible click as the door was locked and the mage opened the side door and entered the room. The woman’s eyes blazed as she stared first at him and then at me. 

“You...” she growled. “You were in records...” 

I nodded. “Case of mistaken identity,” I told her as I tilted my head slightly. “What’s your excuse?” 

The woman looked at all three of us as she tried to regain her composure and weasel her way out of what we’d seen. 

Finally she flounced into a chair. “I want my lawyer.” 

Even as she supposedly surrendered I could feel her preparing for another spell, and I could feel the mage preparing for whatever she offered. I sighed, palming the tranq patch and offered my hand. 

“Allow me to introduce myself,” I offered her my hand. As she shook it reflexively, I placed my other hand, the one with the tranq patch in it, over the back of her hand. “I’m Jess Miller...” 

Her eyes widened slightly, but even as she prepared to grab me, the patch did its job. She slumped forward in her chair and looked at me through glassy eyes. 

Andrews and the mage both looked at me in surprise. I shrugged. It was a child’s dose, not enough to knock her out, but enough to keep her from trying anything. 

Questioning was slow, but she forgot about her lawyer so I guess it was a win. She had been hired to find out as much about the case as she could. She had very little information on the man who’d hired her other than the name: Mr. Johnson. 

Andrews merely raised his eyes and sighed. I looked at him a minute before realizing he must be related to some of my favorite patients, John and Jane Doe. 

‘Mr. Johnson.’ had hired her to come in and pose as a grief stricken sister to three missing men. She had their names and very little else on them. One thing we did realize... this was a very recent addition to the puzzle, since her boss didn’t know that I had already been here for quite some time. 

I don’t know how co-operative she was going to be once the tranquilizer wore off, but Andrews promised me he’d get as much as he could. It wasn’t much– more like a new turn in the maze that probably led to a dead end, but it was something. 

I took my update and headed home, figuring on getting a good morning’s sleep but some road construction outside the condo made that impossible. I ended up sacking out at the clinic. I had meant to help, but I was just too tired. 

Mario woke me up around 7:00 since I was still asleep and the office was closed. He took me home and made me eat spaghetti. After dinner he wanted a full report on everything that had happened since I’d last seen him. It was quite a bit, and we polished off the wine from dinner as I told him what was going on. And I finally told him everything, including the raid on AZT. It felt good to get it all of my chest. 

Mario listened to all of it, nodded at the appropriate times... It felt good to have someone know everything that was going on. Someone I could talk to– especially since I figure I won’t be able to talk to Casey anymore... 



Tuesday October 10th 2056 - Squid Games

I woke up on the couch in Mario’s apartment. A blanket carefully draped over me, and Mario dozing in the chair next to me. 

I yawned and almost rolled over again when I noticed the time. I started to get up and Mario sighed as he shifted position. “Jess, you’ve got to learn to take things easy,” he urged. “How long do you figure you can keep up like this?” 

I noticed the look in his eyes and figured he’d just been through this same conversation with Trina. I looked at him and shrugged. 

“I don’t know,” I answered slowly. “But I can’t just do nothing.” 

He nodded kindly, but then his eyes darkened slightly. “I understand that– but if you kill yourself trying to find them– what good will it do?” 

His question haunted me all the way to the ME’s office. Dr. Chen was waiting for me. I could tell by the way he was showing me around that something was up and told him as much. 

He had a JD that matched Andy’s general description. After the news on the others, it almost made everything seem that much worse. I feel sorry for the man it was– but so grateful it wasn’t Andy. I felt guilty, and relieved. With the worst part of the check over, I moved on. I tried not to think about Mario’s warning, but it was there all day as I went from hospital to hospital. 

I finished most of it and only had a few more clinics to check when I finally called it quits. Mario was right, it wasn’t helping. I decided to go over to the arcade and talk to PC. 

He set me up with a beefed up pocket secretary that would allow me to do limited things in the matrix-- mostly checking public records and references. When I offered to pay he waved it off. Seems ‘MotoMedic’ is a top seller for them. He said it was the least he could do. 

I was on the way out when a testosterone laden road rocket jockey declared himself master of the game. I grinned at PC and he echoed it. 

I beat him hands down. He was shocked until he saw the caduceus on my jacket. I winked at him. It is weird seeing your life as a video game... at least the best parts. There’s no maintenance, no dusting... only the chase. 

Sometimes, that’s what its all about. 



Wednesday October 11th 2056 - 24 / 7

Under the orders of Dr. Mario I have been forced to take the day off and do nothing except take long walks in the park with him and Trina. It reminded me of the first time he took the two of us out. It was when we’d met Doc Rivers. 

One look at Trina and I could see she’d thought about the same thing. Maybe going out wasn’t the best of ideas. 

Trina spent most of the afternoon reviewing cases as Mario and I skipped stones along the water. When Mario tried to pull her away from her work, she shook her head. Then Mario did something I never thought I’d see him do. 

He took her pocket secretary and threw it into the water. She all but screamed at him and he just stared at her. “Trina,” he said. “This trip is for you, a change of scenery, a chance to recharge your batteries...” 

“How can I when you’ve just destroyed everything!?” she demanded. 

He handed her a rock and an ear of corn on the cob. “There is nothing to be done about it now,” he told her. “Now... toss stones.” 

Trina continued to glare at him until he showed her that he had palmed the secretary and told her that she would get it back when, and only when she had taken at least an hour and done nothing with it. 

I think they would have stayed that way if someone hadn’t screamed. She was crying about her baby being in the water. She kept crying, “My baby, my baby.” 

I was already halfway there as Trina started over. I was in the water when she reached the woman and began asking her questions. I think we found out at the same time that her ‘baby’ was a Terrier and it was perfectly happy in the water. 

I swam back ashore and flopped onto the grass, still trying to catch my breath. 

The woman came over and started yelling at me about leaving her baby and ‘What kind of rescuer are you?” 

Just my luck– I’m still getting Cat in tree calls on my day off. After that Mario gave Trina back her unit. I mean, with our profession, we never really are off duty. Still, we did stay and skip stones and enjoy the picnic he’d prepared for us. We may not have been completely ‘off duty’, but we did have fun. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Seventeen

Thursday October 12th 2056 - Hazards of the job

It wasn't until I'd reported for duty that I realized I hadn't heard anything on the Philip's case, or on my evil twin for that matter. I gave Andrews a call, but got his voice mail. Curiouser, when I reviewed my new disk, Philip's wasn't on it. 

I didn't have all that much time to ponder it though, our clientele had other plans for us. It wasn't quite as stressful with Ray splitting the motorcycle calls with me. The sad part about that is the fact that soon we'll be switching to different shifts. Soon we'll be training new moto medics. And it looks like the simulator is going to be an approved part of the training. 

When I finished cleaning up and briefing Walter, I called Andrews at the station I got his voice mail again. It was still a little early so I drove over to the station, planning on waiting for him. 

I was surprised when the desk sergeant signaled me over to the side when I asked to see Andrews. 

"You haven't heard have you?" he asked me softly. 

If that wasn't enough to set me on edge, his expression was. I waited, all the while my stomach sinking. 

"Pete got shot the other day." 

Just like that. 'Pete got shot the other day.' I nodded numbly, wanting to know how it happened., knowing it was probably better I didn't know, but still wanting to know. 

"Is he ... all right?" I finally managed to ask. 

The sergeant nodded. "They say he's going to be fine, but they're keeping him under observation for a few more days." 

I took a deep breath and nodded. "Where?" 

He looked at me for a moment as he tried to figure out what I meant. "Turner Clinic," he answered finally. 

"Turner?" I asked in surprise. The Turner Clinic was not the sort of place you went if you had a choice in the matter. At least I'd learned that much in my travels. It was also in Snohomish, which is kinda out of his way. 

"Do you know what case he was working on?" I asked. 

The sergeant studied me for a few minutes and shook his head. "You'll have to ask him," he told me, knowing full well that I was already on figuring on heading over there. 

I nodded. "Thanks." 

He smiled and told me he'd see me Monday. 

Snohomish was sort of on my way home, in a general sense at least. When I got there I was just in time for visiting hours. It took me a little while to find Andrews, but when I did, I understood why he'd ended up here. 

Judging by his chart, he'd have been dead if they'd tried to take him anywhere else. As it was he was in serious, but stable condition. He was still pretty out of it, but I stayed there until visiting hours were over, dozing in the chair. 

Then it was time to head back to work. 



Friday October 13th 2056 - Things don't always go the way you plan

The night started out slowly, giving me way too much time to think. I began wondering if Andrews getting shot had anything to do with my cases. I'm like that. Somebody I know gets hurt and my first thoughts are: 'What happened?',' Could I have done anything to prevent it?', and after what's been happening lately: 'Was it because of something I'd done?' 

I spent a lot of time wondering if it was my fault. I mean, lets face it, I've made some really wonderful friends and some rather terrifying enemies. The Philips case had AZT written all over it, although shooting someone lacked a certain grace and the element of terror I'd come to expect from them. 

I knew it could be something else, and that the Philips case was now his, but I'd done the ground work, I'd gotten people into Paren Dee... 

Fortunately things picked up as the night progressed and I had less and less time to worry about it. Sometimes I think that's why I stick with the job. Its not the adrenalin, it's the total concentration and focus required to get the job done. 

When you're working on a victim with multiply stab wounds, you can't be thinking about anything except keeping them together, getting them stabilized and getting them out of there ASAFP. It demands your concentration and dedication, nothing else matters until the call is over. 

Almost nothing, its not an unhealthy thing to worry about the person who stabbed your patient, and whether or not they're going to play a roll in you getting him where he's going. The key is to be prepared, but focused on the situation as it unfolds. 

Everything is in flux. Your patient may be stable and everything may look fine right before they go into cardiac arrest- it happens. 

I had a lot to think about, but I had a lot of things to nicely put it on a back burner where it could be viewed objectively. To think that Andrews got shot as a direct result of something I'd done was... egotistical? The world does not revolve around Jess Miller. (If anything it flows past me on its way somewhere else.) 

I was planning on heading over to the hospital when I got a call from Saunders. Andrews had stabilized enough that they were taking him into surgery. He promised he'd call when he knew anything. 

I asked him about the shooting and he told me it was still under investigation, but as soon as he could, he'd tell me about it. I didn't like the sound of that, but I could tell that Saunders didn't like not being able to tell me about it either. 

I decided the best thing for me, (aren't you proud Mario?) was to relax and take my mind off of things for a little while. And for me, that meant Saturday morning trid with Michael. 

When I tried to get on the island, I learned something else that can take your mind off of things- bureaucracy. Unfortunately it can also cause a lot of undo stress. 

When I got there the border guards were busy and seemed to have imported some new help to deal with the deluge. One of the guards I didn't recognize asked me for my blue card, and whether I had an appointment or not. 

I've never had a blue card, just a standing invitation. That had always been find before, but now- before I could answer any of his questions, he decided I looked 'suspicious' and signaled another newbie over to help him deal with this possible threat. 

As one of them started going over my bike, the other continued questioning me. "Who are you?", "What is the purpose of your visit?" 

All in too fast a succession for me to answer, and of course my not answering just added to their suspicions, and the number of guards that were surrounding me. 

My luck, running true to form, left me surrounded by complete strangers who only knew that I was a possible threat. Finally one of them realized that the questions were coming too fast for me to answer. He took it slower, and got really confused by the answers. 

I mean how do you deal with some chick on a bike that's trying to get through security to watch Saturday morning trid? Finally it escalated to the point that one of the older guards arrived. I was never so relieved to have someone call me by name. You should have seen the expression on the mob of guard's faces when he walked up and asked me what the problem was. 

"Jess," he called. "What are you still doing here? Michael's probably figured you aren't coming by now." 

I gave him a relieved smile, he gave me a wink and told me to go on. I could see the surprise and confusion on the faces of the assembled group of guards as he waved me through. 

After that, I vegged in front of the trid with Michael. 



Saturday October 14th 2056 - Keep moving

Once again I ended up sleeping over at the Walkers. I got to talk to Jonathan before I left. I could tell he knew a lot more than he was telling me. 

I gave him a rather hard questioning look and he shrugged. 

"Its all I can tell you Jess," he sighed. "There is more and I'll tell it to you as soon as I can, I promise." 

I nodded, but I was beginning to feel like a little kid where all the adults are talking over your head. On the intellectual level I knew that it was a police matter, but emotionally- they were keeping something from me and I wanted to know what it was. 

I had a few hours before I was due at work so I decided to take a swing around Turner and see how Andrews was doing. When I got there, Casey was waiting for me. 

Just as simple as that. He wasn't there to see Andrews, he was there because he knew I would be. 

"Jess," he said with a slight nod. 

"Case," I answered with a slight smile. "Good to see you're looking better." 

He smiled. "I'd be doing a lot better if I didn't have to be here." 

I nodded. That was something I could completely understand. I wanted so much to ask him what had happened, but I knew that even if he did know, he wouldn't tell me- not until he'd been given the go ahead. 

We had a long talk about other things. Life, my search- the trouble I'd been having with AZT. We very nicely avoided any talk of his wife, relationships or anything like that. I really wish I understood where I stood with the man, but right now we've got a lot more important things to deal with. 

I was mulling that over all the way to the station. Once I got there though, I didn't have too long to stew over it though. Work was hectic and chaotic- in other words, everything I love. By the time was over, we'd treated some 30 odd people... Attended three fires, I say attended because there wasn't all that much for us to do aside from treat smoke inhalation. We helped go through the building and search for people, but there was no one to be found, the fires weren't really all that dangerous. That in itself can be a hazzard. 

I've seen more firefighters get hurt fighting a simple blaze. Its easy, and they get careless. Guess its true for everyone. 



Sunday October 15th 2056 - False trails

I stopped by Turner again on the way home. Andrews was looking better. He was still pretty much out of it, but his chart indicated that he was doing better. I stayed there for an hour before heading on into work. 

We were monitoring the police calls when I heard a traffic stop call for one Alan E. Miller. I stood up looking around. Something told me it couldn't be, but the SIN they relayed was his. I ran into the Chief's office. 

"Chief," I called anxiously. I didn't know where to start. I had to go and check it out, I just had to, but I was on duty. 

He looked at me a minute, and as I waited, I could hear the scanner call continuing in his office. He'd heard it too. 

"Miller" he sighed. "I think somebody did something to the bike- why don't you take it out on a test run." 

I smiled at him and then headed out, it was too good to be true, and that was exactly the case. As I got there, I saw a muzzle flash. I turned towards it, my headlights illuminating the area as the police officer fell to the ground. 

I don't know who the shooter was, but it wasn't my brother. He fired three shots at me, taking out the headlight with the second shot, me with the third. Once again I was very thankful for my vest, and Mrs. Walker's enhancements on it. My chest hurt like a mad dog, and I was flat on my back, but I was suffering from impact damage not penetration. 

It took me a while to force myself upright and call it in. Then I was concentrating on the officer. I shook my head as the APB went off on Alan. 'It wasn't him,' I wanted to scream at them, but it had to wait. The officer was my first concern. I got him stabilized, but it took a while. It took even longer for an ambulance to show up, and even longer for the Star to release the officer to their care. 

They wanted as much information as they could from him, and when they saw my name tag, they didn't want to listen to anything I wanted to say. 

It was a very frustrating call. I couldn't help the man I was supposed to help and I couldn't defend the man who hadn't shot him. They had his name, everyone had heard the police call- open and shut case. 

I could have talked to Andrews about it, but he was still at Turner. As I turned to get on the truck I was detained. The investigating officer held me back. They'd gone from thinking I was covering for my brother to thinking I'd somehow been involved. 

That went away when one of them started to pat me down and little too hard. The officer felt the vest about the same time as she hit one of the slugs. I winced. She looked at me questioningly as I pulled up my shirt. It was the first time I noticed where the bullet had hit- if it wasn't for the vest, I'd probably have been killed. She reported this to the chief investigator as he waited for his team to collect the tapes from the officer's onboard cameras. 

They had two, the more obvious one on the dash and one mounted in the grill work. The dash mounted camera had been destroyed, but the grill one was still functioning. They never got a good view of the shooter like I had, but there was one thing we could agree on, the shooter had been left handed- Alan is right handed. 

It wasn't much, but it put enough question into the matter that they changed the call to 'wanted for questioning in the shooting of an officer.' At least there was that. 

I wasn't up for too much more, and was forced to get checked out before I headed back to the fire house. A flatbed had already returned my bike by the time an officer from Lone Star had dropped me off. 

I was feeling pretty bad about the whole thing, but now more than ever I needed to talk to Andrews. I knew that would have to wait till morning so I went to work replacing the headlight. It was no use- the bullet had it dead center taking out the light and some of the wiring. It's a wonder that bullet didn't go through the rest of the bike and kill me. 

Yet another thing to think about, and yet another mystery to deal with. 



Monday October 16th 2056 - The wrong door

When I got off work I headed over to the station. It was not a good day for Lone Star. I knew that when I saw the flag flying at half mast. I knew they'd lost someone over night. I was afraid it was the officer from last night's shooting. 

Almost as soon as I got in, I found out that wasn't the case. He was still unconscious in ICU- I should have been relieved about that, but when I found Jonathan and Casey waiting for me, I knew it was a lot worse. 

Andrews had died of complications following his last surgery. I know better than most that it can happen. Patient's doing well, goes in for surgery and doesn't come back. It happens- It happened. 

They'd come to console me, to tell me what had happened. I was only half listening. Andrews had become a part of my life, my search. He was an anchor in this insanity and losing him, just as I was maybe getting somewhere, was too much. 

Jonathan was the one who suggested getting me out of the station, away from the chaos. They were both upset by the loss as well, I realize that now, but- I was still in shock. 

We ended up at a pub near the station. It was the local 'police bar' and it seemed to have its share of mourners. People drinking to the memory of lost comrades, to Andrews- and to Martinez, the officer who'd been shot last night. 

I got more than a few stares from those toasting Martinez. Seems a lot of people had heard of me at the station, me and my quest. Now I was involved with the death of one police officer and possibly a second. 

It didn't matter that I had treated Martinez, that Andrews was a friend of sorts. All that mattered was the name Miller and the fact that Martinez had just called in my brother's name. Only it wasn't my brother- or was it? Was I so sure of that that I was blinding myself to what I had really seen? 

I stared woodenly at the beer Jonathan had placed in front of me. I was numb. Finally I looked up at him and then at Casey. "What happened? How did it happen?" 

They knew I meant Andrews and that I didn't mean how did he die, that I understood too well. I needed to know how he'd gotten shot in the first place. They didn't have all the details, but they had enough. 

He'd gone to Shonomish investigating one of his cases. They had no idea which, but as I scanned the list I figured out which was most probable: a woman who had just vanished. Her husband had gone to work one day, and when he got home she was gone. I shared that information with them and they nodded. 

Turns out he'd had a lead on her and was going to talk to her sister, when he knocked on the wrong door. Instead of a worried sister, he'd found an illegal chem lab. 

That was it, with all the dangers he'd faced every day, he'd ended up being killed because he'd ended up at the wrong place at the wrong time. I took a healthy drink from the glass in front of me as I let it all sink in. 

I'd like to think that if it had just been Andrews or Martinez I'd have been able to deal with it, but it was just too much. I could feel myself shutting down. I was numb. I wanted to just have it all go away, but I knew that wouldn't happen. There was too much else going on. 

I was practically oblivious when an officer came over and demanded to know what 'SHE' was doing here. He was drunk, upset and I was the best scapegoat he could fine. Only problem was he meant it, and a lot of the others watched in silent agreement. I think that's what sent me over the edge. 

I'm not sure what happened, but I do know that Casey took me home while Jonathan kept the other officers from following. 

When I woke up, it was all over the news: one cop dead, another in critical condition. Two different shootings in less than a week. Again, the newscasters were giving 'in depth' coverage of the situations. For Andrews they told the story of how he died, for Martinez, how desperately he clung to life- and how he'd been shot by some scummy low-life shady character. I turned it off as they displayed a driver's licence picture of Alan. 

Who ever had ended up with the case had decided my brother's fate with that. He'd gone from suspect, to possible suspect, to public enemy number one, and there was nothing I could do about it. I'd become persona non grata at the police station, and something tells me its going to get a lot worse. 



Tuesday October 17th 2056 - Good-Byes

Now I know its going to get a lot worse before it even thinks of getting better. Jonathan broke the news to me that I had been asked not to attend Andrew's funeral. It was suggested that it might cause trouble. He offered to stay with me, but I knew he needed to say good bye as much as I did, Case too. 

I've never felt so defeated in entire life. It wasn't Alan, it couldn't have been. Part of me wondered if I was deluding myself, but the primal level, the one that had brought me out her in the first place, told me it couldn't be Alan. Alan was a healer, not a killer. I knew that, and I knew he hadn't been the one who'd shot Officer Martinez, but in staying home, it was almost as if I was admitting that my brother had something to do with his shooting, and that I was somehow involved, even if it was just giving him an alibi. 

Jonathan gave be a quick hug, told me that Pete would understand, then left with Case. Casey had no idea how to treat me, but finally opted for a hug. "We'll tell him you wanted to be there," he said softy, then they were gone. 

I wasn't alone for too long though, Mario saw to that. When I told him what had happened, he smiled at me. "I'll take you." 

I shook my head. "What about the police, the request, the..." 

He cut off my questions with a simple indulgent smile. "Jess," he told me in a patient voice. "They won't see you." 

And so, I attended the funeral with Mario. We stood away from the others, I was constantly afraid that the spell would dissipate, or that someone would walk into us, but nothing happened. 

Listening to the priest I realized once again, that the services are for the living... and I was glad I got to hear the words, to see his friends even if they couldn't see me. 

At least I was there. 



Wednesday October 18th 2056 -The third degree

Just when I thought things couldn't get any worse, they did. It was bad enough that I had been practically banned from the station, then, instead of asking me in to answer a few questions, I was brought in-- in handcuffs. (at least I did get a good look at their IDs before they got in.) 

I could tell the officers were hoping that Alan would be there. They did a good job of looking around, but the only people that had been there were me and the cats, who were hiding again. 

I was hustled into an interrogation room where I got to sit and wait while they watched me. When they decided they'd waited long enough, the chief investigator came in. 

"Sorry to keep you waiting Miss Miller." His tone was even, but I could tell he'd already made up his mind about me. 

"No problem," I answered. "But it would be nice if I were un-cuffed." 

He gave me some song and dance about procedure. I pointed out that you cuff suspects, not witnesses. He told me that my status was still under investigation. 

"Miss Miller," he explained. "You have to understand my position on this. Your brother is wanted for shooting one of my officers." 

"I thought we operated on the assumption of innocence until proven guilty," I finally answered. "My brother is wanted as a *suspect* not the shooter." 

He sighed. "It would be so much easier if he turned himself in," he said as if I knew where Alan was and could make him materialize with a simple happy thought. 

I started laughing a very bitter, almost hysterical, laugh. "He's been a missing person's case for over 6 months! I think if he were available, he'd have shown up a lot sooner..." 

I didn't mean to be sarcastic, but in trying to intimidate me, all he was succeeding in doing was annoying me. 

"Miss Miller, I'm not the enemy here," he told me. 

"Neither am I," I answered in as even and controlled a tone as I could manage. "You seem to forget... I got shot last night too..." 

He glared at me and pointed out that I wasn't in the hospital. "It seems you were very lucky Miss Miller." 

This time he emphasized my name as if by some odd association I was as guilty as he'd assumed Alan was. 

"I was wearing my vest," I answered. "And for once, I wasn't moving on the bike." 

He looked at me after that comment. "You were expecting trouble?" 

I let out a sigh. "I've had a lot of people shooting at me lately." 

"Look, even if I was to buy the fact that your vest saved you, there's still the whole matter of you being there in the first place." 

I looked at him. "I've been here just shy of four months looking for my brothers, I hear a scanner call where someone is doing a wants and warrants check on one of them... Of course I'm going to try and find out what's going on." 

"So it was your brother," he said as if he'd caught me in something. 

"The call was for my brother, right down to the SIN, but the man that shot your officer wasn't my brother." 

"Are you sure?" he asked. 

I nodded. "Shooter was left handed, fast, very fast...I focused my headlight on him right after the muzzle flash. He turned, took out my headlight, then me-- if I hadn't been wearing my vest, we wouldn't be having this conversation." 

He studied me for a very long time, then sighed. "Miss Miller, as I see it, either you're giving your brother an alibi, or you're in denial.. either way, you can't be trusted in this. Best case you're a nuisance, worst case an accessory... so I wouldn't be planning any long trips anywhere." 

I looked at him and sighed. "I've told you everything, and right now I'm not going anywhere." 

"I also want your gun." 

I looked at him and shook my head. "You suspect my brother of shooting a police officer so you're going to confiscate my gun. That makes a lot of sense." 

"Look, Miss Miller," his tone was a step lower. "We're going to catch your brother, and if I find out you knew where to find him and you didn't tell me, we'll be coming for you. And if we have your gun, there's a lesser likelihood of something bad happening to you when we come and get you." 

It was insane. Not only did he want my gun, he wanted me to cease and desist on my search for the boys, any active cases I might have and to relinquish all proprietary police information-- the missing persons case files Andrews had given me. I was surprised he didn't take my vest as 'evidence.' 

He hounded me for an hour more with threats about being an accessory and how he wouldn't show his face around here if he were me, then finally cut me lose. 

Of course, there was no offer to take me home and no way for me to get there without my ID short of walking. I ended up walking to the station. Casey caught up to me there and took me home. 

I'm afraid I wasn't much company. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Eighteen

Thursday October 19th 2056 - Coming undone

Casey stayed over at the condo. We had a long talk, most of it about Andrews. Case had known him from when they'd first gone through training together. A lot of history, a lot of good times and now they're all memories. 

I mean, Andrews helped give me focus, he knew what I was going through and he turned it from an obsession into a business for me. He knew people, and he did what he could to help them. Casey was the same way. I wouldn't call either of them Boy Scouts, but they did care and they did what they could. 

Now that Casey wasn't my guardian angel I could see that. I think neither of us really wanted to be alone. So we talked. 

Finally the conversation turned to my current situation. I wanted and needed to prove Alan's innocence, but anything I tried would be misconstrued. Darringer, the primary on the case, had already declared Alan guilty and had pegged me as his accomplice. With Andrews gone, the only friend I even came close to having was Saunders. I didn't even know the man who'd be taking over his cases. 

I had to sit down when I thought about that. It drove home the fact that Andrews was gone. Casey gave me a worried look as I finally broke. He held me, I don't know how long, but he just patiently held me until I'd gotten enough out of my system that I could function again. 

I almost felt like I was drowning. I think I was. Case suggested I call in sick, but I think dwelling on things would only make them worse. 

"Besides," I told him. "By now there's a team of officers on surveillance detail, just waiting for me to change my routine... to prove that I'm in on this." 

He smiled, but we both knew it was a case of 'Ha Ha, only serious.' 

It was too. They were better than the others, taking turns with who was in the lead. Would have worked too, but I'm too paranoid not to expect them. 

Casey tells me I'll get through this, but I don't know anymore. Everything I thought I knew, thought I had nailed down is coming undone and once again, I'm in the middle of it. 



Friday October 20th 2056 - Its good to be a medic

As if I didn't have enough problems, Darringer and his people decided that if they couldn't find Alan, harassing me was the next best thing. They pulled me over on my way to work and said they needed to take me to the station to answer a few more questions. 

Following them wasn't good enough, no... I was to leave my bike there and get into the back of the patrol car and they would take me there. When I objected about leaving my kit, I was handcuffed and thrown into the back of a squad car. 

They of course waited to pull me over until I was in a strange part of town, one of the more run down ones I drive through. They could have stopped me in Lynwood, but no... they wanted to make things as difficult for me as possible. 

Of course, that was only the beginning. They said that since I wasn't being arrested, I didn't get my phone call. I told them to either arrest me or let me go-- it denigrated from there. 

They continued to question me, everything they asked the last time. Over and over again until I wanted to scream. When I asked how long it was going to take, Darringer slammed his fist down on the table and glared at me. 

"Its going to take how ever long it takes to get to the truth." 

I lost it then. "I've told you everything, you're just too hard headed to accept that. You think there's some kind of conspiracy and since you can't find my brother, who's been MISSING since the beginning of THIS YEAR that I'm the next best thing... So you have your people follow me, watch everything I do and then instead of asking me here from home... or the parking lot- they wait until I'm in the worst part of town and I have to leave my first aid kit there." I was seething. 

"And now you're going to play your game where you keep me from work so- What?... They'll fire me? I got news for you Bucko, you want to play your games with me fine... but you keep them to times when I'm not on duty... You keep me from MY WORK and PEOPLE DIE! And you don't want the trouble that will cause..." I glared at him. 

"Gee, Mrs. McMurphy... Sorry your husband died, but the medic who could have gotten to him in time was down at the police station. Why? Oh, because they think her brother's involved in a police shooting and since they can't get to him, they're harassing her... instead of looking for the real shooter." 

My eyes were blazing by the time I finished. I was in no mood for any of this and they were seriously overstepping their bounds now. 

"MS. Miller," Darringer growled. "We are trying to get to the bottom of this. I'm sorry your job is too important to answer a few questions, but if you feel so strongly about it, tell me what I want to know and I'll let you out of here." 

"I've told you the truth," I answered with an exasperated sigh. "What you want to hear... I don't have that information and to be honest... what you want to hear is a load of lies that will make your job easier. You're too blind to believe the truth and therefore you'll never find what you want." 

They held me for another hour before Citywide finally tracked me down through my pager. And when they did come they arrived like the wrath of God himself. Lawyers, officials, they even dragged the Mayor into it. 

I had warned him, but Darringer in his infinite bullheadedness believed that this was another case of a criminal hiding behind power. I just know I'm going to be hearing more from him. 

I got a ride back to my bike. The officers seemed let down that the bike and the kit were still there. I waved good-bye to them and then looked at the tokens and smiled. Safe passage had its advantages. 

I bowed slightly to one of the kids hanging out near the corner. He winked at me. Sometimes... its very good to be a medic! 



Saturday October 21th 2056 - Victim of circumstial evidence

Well, Darringer and his cronies have been following me around for a few days now. I can tell they've been in the condo when I've been at work going through everything. I'm thinking of leaving my journal out so they can see what clandestine things I've been up to. 

I didn't go to Council Island after shift. Figured they'd construe that as 'leaving town,' especially since Darringer wants to construe anything I do as a threat or an admission of guilt. My refusal to tell him the truth as he sees it, means I'm guilty. The fact that I'm still breathing means I'm guilty. But somehow, if I were to die tonight, he'd take it to mean I was guilty. 

They'd been all through my apartment though and that was enough to creep me out a bit. Unlike Fin through, I did catch them on tape. Of course they were planting bugs and cameras, he just raids my fridge without triggering anything. 

Its really hard not to act self conscious when you know they're watching, up close a personal- and its very hard not to make faces at the hidden cameras when you know they're there. I tried taking a shower and getting some sleep, but it was a lot harder than it is when Fin does it. 

Fin at least leaves his message leaving to the fridge and kitchen area. This was a whole new level of invasion. At least they left the bathroom alone. I woke up two hours later when the phone rang. More good news. Aaron managed to con his way out of the mental ward. They'd released him without a trial, without a victim impact statement. 

According to my friend on the force back home, they'd subpoenaed me, but the police here had told them that I didn't have anything to say in the matter. So now I've got a whole new mess of trouble to worry about. Maybe Aaron's learned, maybe he'll stay put. Maybe he'll take up origami, but somehow- that's not his style. 

I am not going to go to pieces. That's his power trip and Darringer is trying to do the same thing to me. He can call it whatever he wants, but he's as much a stalker as Aaron is. 

I tried to get some sleep, but it wasn't working. Figured some warm milk and honey would help. That's when I found Fin's contribution to the chaos. Just a friendly warning from him that I'm being watched. 

I remember thinking, 'thanks Fin! Should I wave at the cameras?' 

I finally got to sleep but it wasn't restful. Needless to say I was looking and feeling my all UCASian best when I got there. Ray noticed it immediately, he said I had my 'Aaron' face on. I hadn't told him too much about Aaron, but I gave him an earful tonight. 

He'd started off seeming nice and normal. We drifted apart like I tend to do when the guy I'm dating and I realize we have more in common as friends than we do as anything else. Except with Aaron I became a combination of evil succubus and unobtainable angel; something to be possessed, controlled- destroyed. He just kind of stepped over the edge and became my all encompassing nightmare. 

And now he was on the loose again, because some cop had it in for Alan and through some abstract guilt by association, me too. 

I was in rare form on call though. The only time things like this don't bother me is when I'm on a call. With my luck it figures it would be an officer down call. 

I got there first. Talk about cold shoulder. I think the only one there that was glad to see me was the officer and even he wasn't all too keen on the idea. I didn't care. They didn't matter, their opinions didn't matter. All that mattered was the man and his injuries- and my old battle with my old enemies: Pain, Suffering and Death. 

Them at least I understand. They're indiscriminate, they don't hold grudges, they're just a fact of life, and I can fight them with the best of them. It was a good call sending me. Good at least for the officer, but at the hospital, Darringer was waiting for me. 

Somehow he blamed this on me too. Another good officer lay there bleeding because of me. Technically I guess he's right. Martinez and now Corveli were in the hospital because of me and my work. What he didn't seem to get was if it weren't for me, they'd be in the morgue. 

I really need to talk to Case, or Jonathan. What I really want is to talk to Andrews- or Alan. But that's just not going to happen. 



Sunday October 22nd 2056 - Its not paranoia when they are out to get you.

Casey was waiting for me at the condo. Judging by his expression, Ray had told him everything that's been happening. Especially about Aaron. I really wanted to talk to him, but not in the condo. Not with all the tapes and bugs. I didn't want Darringer to know he was getting to me, and I definitely didn't want him thinking that Case was somehow involved in this. 

Casey just shook his head and led me to his car- Therese's car. "You're coming with me Jess," he informed me. "You need to get out of here." 

He was right of course, but I felt like I was being a lot more of a burden than I should. I mean the last thing he needs is for Darringer to come down on him like he's been on me. 

Case just smiled. "Jess- I've met a dozen Darringer's in my time. Had them try and pull a number on me, and after everything they did, when they found out they were wrong, you know what happened?" 

I shook my head. 

"Absolutely nothing. My life didn't change, they never apologized. Life just went on. What matters right now is he's pushing all the right buttons. He's endangering you, and he's keeping you from resting and that's even worse because if you get punchy, some one's going to get hurt, and its probably going to be the kid on the bike." 

I thought about that as we drove back to his place. He already had the couch in his office setup for me. "Get some rest. We'll talk after," he told me. 

I thought it would be hard getting to sleep, but with Case there, I slept like a baby. Good thing too, cause work was one of those days. 

We had a psychiatric case, just transporting him. Paranoid Schizophrenic, thought everyone was out to get him, people following him everywhere. Kinda know how he feels. 

Casey picked me up and took me home again. I can tell he's been working on this for me, but how much can he take? 

How much more can I take? 



Monday October 23rd 2056 - Pariah

I wanted to go to the station this morning, try and take back my life. But it wasn't to be. Casey had already tested the waters and told me I wouldn't be welcomed. Martinez was still comatose and unless he regained consciousness I was probably going to remain a pariah. 

Casey did his best to help me through this, but I just couldn't get him to understand. My 'crusade', as Fin had labeled it, was the only thing that kept me going. Having that taken away from me, losing Andrews- it was too much. 

And then, as if that wasn't enough, there's the fact that Aaron is on the loose again. I really need something to concentrate on otherwise its going send me right over the edge. 

I haven't done anything wrong, but that means nothing. It isn't fair, but then life isn't fair. At least there's balance. 

I felt confused, betrayed. I was drowning in all the loss and all the doubt. Casey was there for me, if I'd have let him he could have helped me-- but instead he bore the brunt of my anger and hurt. 

I ended up trying to walking out on him. I knew if I stayed there I'd regret everything I said and did. Like I said, I tried-- he wasn't cooperating. With all the police following me it wasn't like I could really go anywhere anyway. 

Case was a blessing, but at the time I was so ticked off about everything, and he was unfortunate enough to be the one telling me just how bad it was. When I finished he just smiled and handed me a deck of cards. 

Just like that. He didn't take it personally. He just let me vent my spleen, get everything out of my system. It helped. I still don't know what I'm going to do about my situation, but I'm pretty sure its not going to be roll over and let them win. 



Tuesday October 24th 2056 - Maybe not everybody

Today we got a visit from Daniels and Cummings. This time they didn't opt for good cop/bad cop, they just asked to come in and told things to us straight and expected the same in return. 

It was refreshing because, unlike Darringer, they actually listened. I was surprised to say the least. They told me that everything Darringer had to date on Alan was purely circumstantial, but very strong. 

They had Martinez's call, the wants and warrants check on Alan and his licence which was left at the scene. The film that had survived was to grainy and shadowy to really give them information one way or the other. There was nothing, except that the shooter was left handed and his movements were fast, smooth and sure. 

They didn't have to tell me a thing on that. He'd taken out my headlight and me in very fast succession. If it hadn't been for my vest, and I'm pretty sure Mrs. Walker's enhancements, I'd be lucky to be where Martinez is. 

When they finished, I got to tell my side of the story. Daniels and Cummings knew about my brothers' case, knew that was why I was there, so I didn't get the repetitive "awfully convenient you being there" line of questioning. 

I filled them in on the dirty pool Darringer'd been playing and they nodded. 

"Thought there had to be a good reason for you not being at Andrew's funeral," Daniels said gruffly. "Glad that feeling was right." 

I nodded then admitted to being there, just not being seen. That surprised them and Casey. He gave me an "You did what?" look, but I could see the understanding there too. He'd seen what all of this had done, was doing, to me. 

I also filled Daniels and Cummings in on Darringer's campaign against me, trying to get me to lead him to Alan- or to force Alan out of hiding. I also told him about Darring's warning that Alan's not being available for questioning was only going to make things worse. 

They got a chuckle out of that. Like I said, they were familiar with the case. They were none too happy when I told them about my own personal hell being released because 'some one' at the local star had decided that I didn't have anything to say and that *I* had said as much. 

One thing about Daniels and Cummings, they may be two of the biggest self righteous jerks I've ever had the displeasure of meeting-- they definitely believe that the ends justifies the means, but when they see injustices from their own department, they act. 

They told me there wasn't much they could do about my general status, not until Martinez woke up. They tried to convince me it was a question of when, but we all knew that wasn't the way things were probably going to go- not after this long. 

Still it was nice to know they were on my side on this. I could tell that the jury was still out on Alan, but they believed I was innocent and that my involvement was purely professional. That and the fact that they knew I wasn't trying to protect Alan. 

I wish I could be so sure now. Its been long enough that the doubt has gotten rooted rather well. I don't know anymore, but at least everybody's not out to get me. 



Wednesday October 25th 2056 - My lawyer can beat up your lawyer

Casey had to go to work today so I had him drop me off at my place. I don't mind hanging out at his place, especially when he's around, but if I have to be by myself, I feel a lot safer in my own home. Or at least I did until I remembered all the cameras and bugs. 

That made me change my mind. I decided to do the John Doe check at the hospitals. I mean, the Star has no jurisdiction there, and as far as I knew, they weren't mad at me. I figured I'd find out if the Star's suspicion had been passed on to them. 

It didn't matter though, before I could get out of the neighborhood I was pulled over on a "routine traffic stop." Routine if you're an axe murderess with bad hair. 

They went through every compartment of my first aid kit, scattering the contents, opening the sterile bandages to make sure I wasn't hiding anything- basically rendering it useless. Then they decided to search for hidden pockets. 

When they finished the told me to 'have a nice day,' and 'sorry for the inconvenience.' 

Yeah, right. I told them I understood, then went to the company supplied lawyer and filled him in on it. He dutifully took notes and asked me if there had been any other peculiarities, signs of harassment. 

He already knew about the wrongful detention and the interfering with a medic performing her duty. I filled him in on the bugs and cameras, and Aaron. The cameras I could almost deal with, but Aaron was another story. 

He took notes about the invasion of my home. Asked for details on Aaron, the case- why that constituted reckless endangerment. I didn't want to start a protracted legal battle but this has to stop. 

He also asked for an estimate of the damage done with the first aid kit. He was surprised at the cost of replacement, until I pointed out that it was highly specialized and comparable to the kit I used at work. 

On the way home I was once again 'invited' to come downtown. This time I knew my rights, as briefed by the company lawyer. Of course, when I demanded to have my lawyer present Darringer tried to scare me out of it by telling him that I didn't need a lawyer if I had nothing to hide. 

I told him that might be the case if he would actually believe me when I talked to him, but in his book I was guilty and therefore everything I did regardless of what it was, only confirmed my guilt to him. 

He tried to tell me how he wasn't letting his personal feelings get in the way of doing his job. I told him I needed my lawyer. He told me how much easier it would be if I just told him the truth. I told him I needed my lawyer. I swear it pretty much denigrated into him trying to yell at me and instead of me sticking my fingers in my ears and going "LaLaLaLALA" I just kept saying "I think I need my lawyer." 

I finally got my lawyer, he told Darringer that unless he had something new to discuss with me, he was to leave me alone, and he promised that I'd be seeing him again. 

Darling man. He was dangling his handcuffs from one finger as he said it. 

I had the urge to yell something like "My lawyer can beat up your lawyer," but at least this bout was over and depending on who you listened to, the good guys won. 

But, my lawyer wasn't finished. He took me back to my apartment, knowing the place was bugged and camera-ed. That's when I really began to appreciate his deviousness. 

He went over everything I'd told him at his office over nice soothing cups of tea. He told me that I had nothing to fear and this harassment was just that. He told me to not let it get to me. I noticed he very carefully avoided discussing Aaron. Probably trying to find out who had informed the Baltimore Division that I didn't want to file a victim impact statement on him. 

That was the most damaging and damning thing. That was the one that could very well get me killed. I'm hoping it was Darringer and somebody is stoking up the fire. 

A Year In Seattle

WeekNineteen

Thursday October 26th 2056 - Getting closer

I got a phone call early this morning. Well it was noon, but for me that's the middle of the night. Especially when I'm getting ready to start my work week. 

There was no one on the other end, no voice and only a shadowy image. "Yeah, right," I said when he didn't say anything and hung up. The Caller ID system identified it as a pay phone somewhere in Chicago. 

I tried not to think about it knowing it could have been a wrong number- or something I really didn't want to have to think about. This is how Aaron started the last time. A series of phone calls as he got closer and closer to home. 

Two hours later I got another call. Same thing, only this time, the shadowy figure held out a newspaper clipping out. The headline read "Paramedic Murdered." 

I could feel the adrenalin starting to kick in, but I wasn't going to let my caller see it. That was what this was all about- a game of cat and mouse, with the cat toying with his prey. Wonder if he knows that mice have teeth too? 

Whoever it was, they were still calling from Chicago. After the second call I picked up the receiver. There should have been someone on the other line. Then I remembered Darringer. He'd probably canceled the tap there. The one that would have protected me. I pulled out my incident folder. Noted the times and locations of the calls. Included a recording from the phone. 

It would have been nice if I could have called the police. After thinking about it, I made two phone calls. The message was the same on each. "Aaron is out." 

The first call was to Nick, the man who'd taught me a thing or two about self defense and demolitions. We dated once, then went the long, well worn trail of just being friends. Seems to be the story of my life. The good part is, its usually good friends. Nick's another brother in a long line of relationships that didn't quite work out. 

After Aaron, the first time, I'd looked him up. He told me what to do, how to protect myself as much as possible, and to call him if Aaron every started again. There hadn't been time or need the last time, but now I was calling. 

The second call was to my lawyer/case worker back in Baltimore. I logged the calls with her, but according to her records, and those of the courts, I had been informed of his impending release and I had decided not to pursue the case. In other words, I was on my own. 

It was about then I remembered that Darringer had confiscated my gun. I called the company lawyer, told him about the phone calls. He tried to act nonchalant, but I could see the worry in his eyes. Nice to know he's not only devious, but cares too. 

Now its even more important that I get myself cleared of these allegations, otherwise I'm going to be out on a pier all by myself... again. 

Definitely not the frame of mind I wanted to be going to work with, but it was there all night. Ray understood, recognized it almost immediately, but also recognized the fact that I did not want to talk about it. 

Work kept be busy enough, but by the time I'd gotten home, there'd been three more calls. The latest- Denver. He's getting closer. 



Friday October 27th 2056 - Protection in numbers.

I didn't sleep all that well, big surprise there. The phone rang at noon and then again at three. I let the machine pick up and simply covered my head and pretended they didn't exist. 

With Casey still at work and Jonathan doing whatever it is he does, I realized I was pretty much on my own for now. I got up around three thirty, unable to sleep any more. I checked the tape. 

He's made it to LA. 

I filed the messages, copied the folder. One for me, one for the box and one for the police- if and when they'll take it. 

They followed me to the bank, figure they'll see about getting a search warrant for the box. Which means they'll get a copy of this journal. Maybe somebody will figure it out before Aaron gets here. Before I end up another statistic. I mean, the man's got to get it right one of these times. 

When I got to work, Ray was waiting for me. He handed me his backup pistol. "You know what to do with that." 

I smiled and nodded. It wasn't registered, but I did have a license to carry. That hadn't been revoked, that I know of. 

I was jumpy enough that I think Ray was regretting lending me the gun. Nothing worse than a nervous wreck than an armed nervous wreck, with reason to be nervous. I knew Aaron wouldn't try anything while I was with people. He liked to corner me when I was alone. Still its possible he could have changed his MO. 

When I got off work, there was a shadowy figure who loomed under a street lamp just long enough for me to see him. I pretended not to see him as I reviewed my options. I could pretend to forget something, go back inside. I could get on the bike and go to the police (yeah, right). I could get on my bike and just ride out, get away. 

None of the really did anything about the problem and for all I know the figure was someone other than Aaron. It all boiled down to one little nervous breakdown just waiting to happen. I sighed, looked at my bike and headed back inside. 

Figure I'll just stay right here, with a lot of people. 



Saturday October 28th 2056 - In the Nick of time.

I finally fell asleep, but as I drifted I had the feeling that someone was in the room. It was one of those times when I was half asleep and everything seemed to move in odd jumps. I was exhausted and yet I wanted to move. 

I couldn't. 

For a few moments I wasn't sure if it was a dream, or there was actually someone there... then I felt them draw closer. I tried to scream, but all that came out was a low moan as I forced myself to move. 

I brought Ray's gun up forcing myself to focus on the man looming over me- it was Nick. 

I shuddered with a combination of relief and tension as I lowered the gun and flicked the safety back on. 

"Jess," he said. His voice was slow and even as he held out his hand for the gun. I gave it to him, as I started to shake in earnest. He held me until the worst of it had passed. 

"Sorry hon," he said softly into my hair. "Didn't mean to scare you- but I didn't want anybody to see either." 

I nodded, not trusting myself to say more. I could do that with Nick-- let him see the worst of it without him taking over. He knew; he understood that I didn't want him to fight my battles for me, just hold me through the worst of it, then help me plan my strategy . 

He waited there patiently and then when I finally stopped shaking he said, "tell me about it." 

So I did. I told him everything: the criminal case against me for dereliction of duty; the police case against Alan and therefore me; the circumstances of Aaron's release; the phone calls tracking their way westward. 

I had all the information on file, but without my case against Aaron still active, I would have to go through the whole process again. Then I realized that the restraining order had been issued in Baltimore. I didn't even know it if was still valid here- and to find out would mean a trip to the station where I was less than welcomed. 

Part of me wondered if Aaron had anything to do with this, but it was too complicated for him to have worked out- only life could come up with a situation this complicated. It's like I said, if everybody with a grudge against me got together, I'd be toast. 

I mulled over that a bit as Nick thought about what I'd told him. He asked if I had anything on the boys and I told him everything I had, which wasn't much. At least he agreed that the police shooting case was based purely on circumstantial evidence. We both knew that it didn't really matter though. Dead suspects don't need evidence or trials. 

I looked up at Nick. I've been dealing with the whole thing in my usual fashion, just bullheadedly continuing enduring. That might work with the case against Alan, but not with Aaron. He would keep on tracking me, keep toying with me until one of us was dead. 

Nick knew that too. Thing was, he had only managed to get a weekend pass, so if Aaron didn't do anything this weekend, I'd be on my own again come Sunday night. 

Nick gave my arm a gentle squeeze then looked around. "Lets get you covered," he said with a slight nod. 

That was it. Straight forward and to the point, just what I needed. He let me get everything out of my system and then got me back on track. No nonsense, no macho bull, just down to business. 

Since my apartment was bugged, he told me to meet him at his hotel room in an hour. It meant less sleep tonight, but a lot better sleep in the future. I nodded and did as he told me to do. 

His hotel room was sparse, but that was fine. We weren't there to rest, or have a romantic interlude, we were there to review my defenses, my weaknesses and where Aaron would be most likely to attack. 

We were finishing up when Casey busted the door down. I looked up in surprise as Nick and Case faced off, guns drawn, both convinced they were defending me. I would have laughed it weren't so serious. 

After I introduced them they both settled down, sort of. Its funny, I'm not dating either one of them, but they both had appointed themselves my protectors. It took them a few minutes to realize the same thing. Then the three of us continued. 

Nick and Casey both told me what they saw, and each view was a little different. One military, one civil, both priceless. Still no matter how much we planned, it came down to me controlling the situation. 

I know Nick and Casey worked out more on their own, but it was going to be hard to control the situation once I was on duty. Then I was at the mercy of dispatch, and the evening's citizens in need. 

My vest was starting to smell a little funky, but I have no intention of going anywhere without it right now. There are too many cross hairs that seem intent on focusing in on me. 

Then a thought hit me- I'd been so busy remembering and trying to convince myself that the shooter wasn't Alan, that I wasn't thinking about who he really was. I looked at Casey and asked him if he knew a sketch artist. He did me one better and pulled out the latest version of InterQuest's Faces (tm) , a composite picture program that would do the job. I went through the images concentrating on one feature at a time until we finally gave a face to the man I remembered from the shooting. 

There was no way the man could be mistaken for Alan-- not once I got the image rendered in 3D. I wondered why Darringer hadn't thought of it, and then realized why. To him Alan was the shooter, anything I said would be a lie to protect him, so any leads I gave them were to be ignored. 

Casey took the picture and promised to run it through NCIC and see what he could get. It wasn't much, but it was at least something. Nick kissed the top of my head, promised me that he'd be watching over me then just faded into the background. Now at least one of the people following me cares about me. Again- its something. 



Sunday October 29th 2056 - Double or nothing

Saturday's runs were normal, smooth, almost text book perfect. Enough to put any medic worth his salt on edge. It was enough to give me hives. 

I knew Nick was out there covering me, but it doesn't mean I relaxed. No, I've been at this game long enough to know better. After shift, Casey came to pick me up and take me back to his place. He'd gotten something on the picture and I could tell it wasn't good. 

Nick met us there. Well, actually he followed us there without either of us really noticing, but that's what he does. 

Casey waited until we were all inside and situated before reviewing his results. It seems the man I'd identified made his living impersonating other people. Word on the streets was that if you needed to have alibi, he was your man. 

I thought about it and got a slight chill as I remembered my doppleganger. Casey looked at me, I guess Andrews hadn't had the chance to tell him about it. 

"The week right before Andrews..." I couldn't say 'died'. I just froze. Finally I just nodded and continued. "There was a woman claiming to be me- claiming to be looking for the boys. Saunders intercepted me and we set her up. She said she'd been hired to find out the status on the case. 

I hadn't really thought about it then or since. She was obviously new to the whole thing, but now, from the looks of things, she was a part of this latest mess. Even if only on the periphery. 

Funny how those concentric circles seem to constrict at times. 

Still, none of us were laughing. 

It was hard to tell how many threads were involved in this little knot that was intent on tangling me up. How much of it was just circumstance, how much of it wasn't? How much of it was me just being paranoid? How much of it was me not being paranoid enough? 

The Philips' case, the fake me, Andrews getting shot- getting killed, the fake Alan, Darringer, Martinez - Aaron, it was enough to drive anyone over the edge and none of it really fit together. 

Nick told me to try and get some sleep, but it was a long time in coming. As I tossed fitfully I could hear him and Casey talking in the other room. I couldn't make out the words, but the sounds helped me doze off once or twice. 

When I woke it was time for Nick to be heading back to base. "I'll be back next weekend," he promised. "You keep your head low and pay attention." 

I nodded. It was easy to say, a lot harder when you're supposed to be paying attention to the patient, not the psycho in the bushes. 

I could tell by his smile he knew what I was thinking. I winked at him. "You do the same." 

He winked back, gave me a brotherly kiss and was gone. After a few minutes I headed over to Casey who was waiting in Therese's car and got in. 

"So," I asked. "you baby sitting, or doing real work tonight?" 

He smiled at me and winked. "A little of both I think." 

Shift was insanity incarnate, but nothing out of the ordinary happened. Of course I consider a seven car pile up with an overturned bus a normal day so who am I to speak? 



Monday October 30th 2056 - To protect and serve?

Casey took me home last night- back to the condo. The place was a mess. Someone had forced entry into the apartment. Ripped everything apart. It was almost like it had been when I arrived with several notable differences. 

There was no police tape, and my stuff had been ruined. My guitar lay in several pieces, all held together by the strings- my clothes had been torn to shreds. 

When Casey couldn't get the star to respond, he called in the Agency. They weren't going to accept the case originally-- it wasn't really their jurisdiction. At least it wasn't until Casey pointed out the police cameras and monitors that had been installed, and left untouched. 

We were taken away for questioning, after I rounded up the cats. 

Several hours later the questioning over, the investigators asked me to explain some of the graffiti I'd happily missed. It had Aaron written all over it. My guitar had been clubbed. My spare helmet, now labeled 'Dead Meat', had been smashed into the wall, every mirror and picture on the wall. 

The bathroom had been the worst. Something red, goat's blood it turns out, had been smeared all over the walls. With a warning "Next time" cleaned out of it. On the other wall, three dates: 02/08/52, 06/21/56 and 02/07/57 all written in blood. 

The warning was obvious enough, but the dates... 

I saw them and felt a fresh chill as the significance of the first two dates hit home. They were the dates of Aaron's attacks. Those I could explain. The third, I understood all too well. 

I could tell the investigator wanted to ask about it- but he wasn't sure how to begin. Casey was trying to be supportive 

He'd seen this sort of thing before, but somehow, this was a lot more personal. They both waited for me to explain. 

"Its my next birthday," I told them. My voice sounded small and wooden even to me. 

The investigator nodded, then looked at me. "We'll get him." he assured me. 

I tried to smile, but it was a bit much. Casey handed me a fresh cup of coffee and then gave the investigator a full rundown on what was happening with Darringer and the Martinez case. He also told him how someone on the Star had told the people in Baltimore that I didn't have anything to say about Aaron's release. 

As he was talking I realized something I hadn't seen. "My folder!" 

They both looked at me in worry and surprise. 

"I have a case folder. I keep everything Aaron's ever done on hard copy... Its not in any of the pictures- I'd left it on the kitchen counter..." 

Casey looked at me for a minute. "You do have copies don't you?" he asked. 

I nodded, still a bit mechanically. "In my safety deposit box." 

Those words got all three of us moving. It was now my only copy. 

Sure enough- someone had obtained a search warrant for my safety deposit box. It had been drilled and all the paperwork inside was gone. I could feel something cold and very dark forming in the pit of my stomach. 

"Don't worry Jess, we'll find it." 

I almost couldn't hear Casey's promise. This was just too much. 

Needless to say, I didn't go home. 



Tuesday October 31th 2056 - Trick or treat

Halloween-- All hallow's eve. Trick or treat. I think I've had enough of both right now. I'm sitting here dictating my journal entry with a gun aimed at nothing. I'm watching the shadows as the grow longer and longer and wondering which corner the trouble will come from first. I'm hiding from kids. 

I'm hiding from my past, my present and probably my future. I hate living like this, but I have to admit-- I'm kind of fond of living. The cats seem to have taken things in stride. I wish I could. I'm just too numb to really feel anything right now. Anything but terror. 

You know, I think I'd actually feel better if this were the result of some delusional paranoid breakdown and not reality. Then at least there would be the possibility of it ending. 

I really wish Aaron had come with some sort of warning label. Or if he had, that I'd seen them-- recognized them, done something with him. Now I'm holed up in a virtual stranger's house, with my back to the wall wondering what ghosts and goblins will be visiting me tonight. I can tell you, this is not how I imagined my life. 

Case left early this morning, promising to be back before nightfall. He's cutting it too damn close for my tastes. Half an hour before sunset, he hasn't called, no one has called. Its almost like I'm here all alone with my demons, and the demons, ghosts and goblins that are due to arrive any time now. 

PM - Late 

Its so weird, pretending like nothing's happening; pretending that you're enjoying all the people trying to scare you. Casey tried to cheer me up, he really did. He even invited some of my friends over... tried to turn it into an impromptu Halloween party. 

It was actually fun for the most part. I mean how often do you get to see dignitaries dressed up like Urban Brawlers? I think that's what made things all that much worse. 

I was lost in the crowd of my friends, when I headed for the bathroom. As I used the roll of toilet papaer, I found a date written in red ink....today's date. 

I ran. I didn't say anything, I didn't even look for Casey-- I just ran. 

Now I'm watching the sun come up from the relative safety of a hotel room. It's a nice nondescript room, in a nameless part of town. Even I don't have a name here. 

Maybe it'll give me the protection I need. Somehow though-- I doubt it. 



Wednesday November 1st 2056 - All Saint's Day

I know I should check in with Case, let him know I'm all right. Explain what happened-- why I left, but every time I pick up the phone I remember that if I call him, I'll be telling everyone in the world exactly where I am. Somehow, someone had found their way to the party. I could have been Aaron, or it could have been somebody else. I can't take that chance any more. 

If I call him, I'm going to be running again. I really don't know where this is going to end. All I do know is that it has to end. I can't go on like this. I tried to slip out for something to eat, but it seemed that everyone was interested in my business. 

The concierge, the bellhops, the lady with the hat boxes-- everyone. I caught site of the police as they patrolled the parking lot and tried to slip back into the building. Instead I ended up diving from car to car, trying to stay two cars away from its twin. 

The police want me, Aaron wants me. No place is safe. I just want to hide, I want to fade into nothingness-- I want to scream. 

I really need a friend, and there aren't any I can call on without giving myself away. 

Like it or not-- I'm on my own. Hopefully they'll understand... 

A Year In Seattle

WeekTwenty

Thursday November 2nd 2056 - Off the air

WAITING FOR INPUT... 

... ... ... ... ... ... ...

CONNECTION TIMED OUT


Friday November 3rd 2056 - Nobody's there.

I've played over this thing too many times... Still no sign of Jess... 

Ah Jess-- you should have told me... 

Where are you? 

DELETE (Y/N) 


Saturday November 4th 2056 - No reply at all - Part 1



Sunday November 4th 2056 - No reply at all - Part 2

Testing... testing... 

Sounds good... Looks like it should work for her... 

When she comes round. 

If she comes round. 

Don't talk like that 

Just being realistic 

Will you two just take it easy? 



Monday November 6th 2056 - Back on the air.

Score one for our side, the good guys won. Well, at least we survived. 

I'm tired, I ache- the only good thing I can say right now is: "I'm alive." 

PC patched this thing in so that I can connect it to my pocket secretary. Then its just a question of dictating things through the datajack. It's a bit odd, and slow. I have to watch the tendency for words to run together, like thoughts. Still, its easier than typing or talking would be right now. 

Forgive me if my thoughts do run together. The pain killers are a little... confusing? 

When I woke up my arm was no longer chained to a pipe and someone had pumped enough fluids into me that sound didn't hurt anymore- 

Wait... no... that's really getting ahead of myself (I'll need to edit this later) 

.... 

Sorry... just flipped back through the last entries. Casey sounded so worried... I wonder what it was like for him. Maybe I should wait... or ask him to tell it from his side... or Nick... Nick tells a good story. 

Maybe... 

Maybe I'll just sleep... Tell it later- when I'm awake... 

PM 

Its late now. The nurses just kicked Casey and Nick out. They haven't left me since... since they found me. 

That's a sobering thought. 

Let me start back with the beginning... 

I spent most of Wednesday jumping at shadows. After trying to get out I just ended up slinking back to my room and ordering room service. I kept looking out the peephole whenever I heard any movement in the hallway. 

I was generally, a nervous wreck- with reason. 

I slept fitfully through the night, every sound seemingly magnified. Around 7:00 Thursday morning I finally took a shower and was getting ready to make a new entry here when I heard a noise down the hall. 

I looked out the peephole. Its not like you can really recognize anybody through the thing- unless you have fisheyes- But I could recognize the lumbering stride of the man approaching my door. 

My pulse skyrocketed and I did the only thing I could do. I ran. 

I had no way of knowing how he'd found me, no way of knowing that the police could have called on any one of ten mages to find me any time they wanted. Then again- if they could do that, why are there still so many missing people?" 

... 

Sorry- the nurse again-- gave me some pills, said I needed to.... 

..... 

NO SIGNAL... DISCONNECT? (Y/N) 



Tuesday November 7th 2056 - Disconnected.

Well, according to the nurses I'm being a pain, so I must be getting better. I actually talked a little bit, but they keep telling me to take it easy. 

Nick and Casey are a trip to watch. I still get tired really easy, and my shoulder-- well, lets just say I'm glad they're keeping the pain killers flowing. 

Visiting hours were a slow steady stream of people lying about how 'good' I was looking. Michael at least told me the truth. 

Mrs. Walker told me that at first he didn't want to come, not that I blame him. I think hospitals hold too many memories for him. Seeing me like this must have been pretty hard on him. 

"Jess," he told me. "You look terrible." 

I laughed-- as much as I could before it turned into more of a cough than anything. Mrs. Walker was mortified by his lack of tact. Jonathan took it in stride and pointed out to her that he was right. 

I smiled and held out my hand for him. It felt good to see all my friends and to know that it's finally over. I never have to look over my shoulder for Aaron again. 

Its after hours now. 

Still not to crazy about being alone. Not after the last few days. Casey and Nick are trying to convince the Doc to let one or both of them stay with me. I hope they can convince him, I don't want to be alone-- that's when it's the worst. 

... 

It comes to me in images. I don't really remember what she said, or did. 

I'd managed to give Aaron the slip and was getting ready to get out of the hotel when she stepped in front of me, Officer Raz. I'd seen her before with Darringer, knew she was one of his squad. When she'd cuffed me and started to read me my rights, ever thing seemed normal. 

It wasn't until she led me to the freight elevator that I knew something was really wrong. Even then she'd managed to pass it off as "Hotel relations"-- not wanting to cause problems for the hotel. She took me into one of the sub levels. 

When the door opened I was greeted with a dose of curare. I couldn't move, I couldn't see unless they opened my eyelids for me... but I could hear and feel everything. They spoke a combination of Spanish and Azteca. 

I couldn't really tell what they were planning, but I knew all too well what they thought of me-- and my brothers. 

"Los hermanos Miller." It was one the one phrase that I remembered from the whole nightmare: "the Brothers (and sister) Miller." 

At one point Raz opened my eyes so I could see, so she could gloat. She whispered in my ear, something about her son, and my brothers-- and retribution. 

There was an altar laid out, complete with implements of destruction. Obsidian. Such a beautiful stone... usually-- not then and probably not ever again. 

.... 

That did it... got the nurse with that one. She's not taking any chances... right to the IV... 

.... 

NO SIGNAL... DISCONNECT? (Y/N) 

[image: image1]
Wednesday November 8th 2056 - The whole story.

The nurses are optimistic, the doctor says the worst is over and I can go home soon. I think that's what they're hoping. I know I am. 

Today the police were finally allowed to come in and question me as to what happened. But only with Casey and Nick and my lawyer present. 

Darringer was at least human this time. He was listening to what I said, he wasn't accusatory in his questions. That probably has more to do with the fact that Martinez came too a few days ago and ID'd the shooter. 

It wasn't Alan. It never was. 

He'd already finished questioning Casey and Nick since they were the reason I was still alive. They knew how it ended... I knew how it began. 

The fact that Officer Raz was working for AZT first and Lone Star as a means to an end didn't sit well with Darringer. Seems the thing he hates more than suspected cop shooters and their sisters is a dirty cop. I'm sure as AZT is concerned she was as righteous as they come. 

It's over now. I have to keep reminding myself of that, remind myself and move on. 

I told him about her. About her 'arresting' me and then taking me downstairs. I told him as much of what happened as I could remember, but it was fractured. After they'd finished with me, she'd taken me deeper into the steam tunnels. 

Then she handcuffed me to one of the pipes running along the wall and left. It was high enough that I could almost kneel. With a little bit of work I found I could reach a rock or two... but I was there for quite a while before I was coherent enough to try. 

Darring asked me how long I'd been there, but I had no idea. I had no idea how long Raz and her friends kept me there, and no idea of how they planned on disposing of me. 

That was where Aaron came in. 

I'd tried everything I could think of-- Climbing onto the pipe, trying to brake it, trying to smash the cuffs with a rock... everything. I tried grease, spit, praying-- screaming. 

The rest of it was pretty much a blur until Aaron showed up. I remembered hearing him call my name 

He smiled at me, said something about "You've been avoiding me again... Jess... you always do that." 

He even had a lead pipe in his hands the for occasion. 

That was it, I knew I was dead, knew that it wasn't going to be fun, and that by the time he finished with me, if they every found me, nobody would know that Raz and I had spend anytime together. It would have just been Aaron. Just a psycho ex-boyfriend killing his estranged girlfriend. Case closed. Tragic, but not uncommon. 

As he neared me, I heard the jaguar... Aaron heard it too and was looking up as two shots rang out. That was pretty much all I remembered. 

I could see Casey and Nick as they listened to what had happened while I was missing. I knew they were worried about me and somehow I think knowing what had happened made it worse. 

Darringer thanked me for my time and left. No well wishes, no apologies, just like Case had warned me. 

..... 

PM. 

I have to stop falling asleep in the middle of this thing. 

This afternoon I got the whole story from Casey and Nick. It was funny, I felt so ... disassociated from the whole thing. It was almost like watching a trid... 

Casey started the story. 

"I was worried about you. I didn't even know you'd left the party, until someone asked about the date in the bathroom..." 

He shook his head as he looked at me apologetically. "I think I kinda lost it then..." 

Knowing Casey, I knew "kinda losing it" was probably one of the biggest understatements of the year. Someone had slipped into his house, quite possibly a friend and done this. No "Kinda losing it" was not the optimal phrase. 

"That's when I called in a few favors," he smiled at me and I nodded. 

He'd contacted the police and got my latest whereabouts. So I was 'hiding' and everybody in the world knew where I was. Should have known. 

He figured he'd give me a few days of peace-- let me come in on my own. He didn't realize how bad it had gotten until I was gone. Until he'd read my journal entries, but by then-- it was too late. 

Then he'd contacted the Walkers, Nick, even Mario- no one had heard from me, and none of them could find me. Even the police mages couldn't locate me. 

Of course, by then Raz and her friends had me and were cooking up something, so it wasn't really surprising that they couldn't find me. 

Nick went off on his own search. He said he'd tried everything and then finally gave up looking for me and went looking for Aaron. Guess he figured that Aaron would lead him to me-- if he knew where I was. 

He said Aaron was playing things really cool- going from party scene to party scene, mingling, making sure he was seen. He was afraid that he was too late. 

It was about then that he realized that I hadn't given the police the slip. It was quite possible that I had never left the hotel. At least not thought the front door. 

Casey nodded-- that's where he started looking for me. The path had finally led downstairs. He actually heard me pounding on the pipes-- before I'd slipped and ended up dislocating my shoulder among other things. 

Nick for his part continued to follow Aaron, hoping he wasn't too late, but all the time figuring that he probably was. Aaron for his part continued club hopping, and Nick continued trying to blend in. 

I had to laugh at that- Nick is not the type to go clubbing. Rock climbing, hiking, white water rafting, sure- that was Nick, but clubs were right out. 

Nick talked about how women seemed drawn to Aaron. I had to nod. He had an innate charm that drew you to him. He just didn't have what it took for a stable relationship-- like stability. 

So he watched as Aaron played it cool. After several pick up attempts one woman-- Raz again- sauntered over. The way Nick described it, he knew it wasn't a normal pick up scene. She had a sense of purpose about her. She was on the hunt. 

According to Nick, she slipped up to him and handed him a piece of paper. He smiled at her-- offered her a drink and she politely declined. Nick wanted to follow her, but stuck with Aaron-- 

That's what led him to me. Aaron followed the map, Nick followed him. 

I asked about the gunshots, and Nick shrugged them off. "I killed Aaron," he told me gently. 

"And I killed Raz," Casey added. 

I looked at him for a moment. "The Jaguar," I finally said wearily. 

He nodded. "The Jaguar," he agreed. "Funny thing was... Martinez woke up about the same time." 

I nodded. Somehow that didn't surprise me either. 

Anyway-- its almost time for "Nurse Ratched" to come by with my evening meds. Lets try signing off on this for a change. 
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