Nothing But The Truth

PART TWO


If Paul hadn’t already been sorry that he was conscious before Jack started reading him the Miranda rights, he definitely regretted it now.  “You have the right to an attorney, and to have an attorney present during any questioning.  If you cannot afford an attorney, the court will provide one for you…Do you understand these rights as I have explained them to you?”  Jack finished reciting as he tightened the cuffs around Paul’s wrists.

“Yeah,” Paul replied irritably, grimacing as the metal handcuffs began to chafe.  “I don’t by any chance have the right to know exactly why I’m being arrested, do I?”

Seeming even more annoyed than Paul, Jack turned to Dallas and said, “Do you want to tell him?  I’ve had a long night.”


Dallas nodded and explained to Paul, “Vehicular manslaughter.  We saw the entire thing, Paul.  The threat you made to Craig Montgomery from your car window, the multiple red lights you sped past in order to get to him, the deliberate crash into Montgomery’s car—.”

“It was not deliberate!” interrupted Paul hotly.  “He was aiming for me!”


Jack pointed out in a curt tone, “Well, you’re the one who’s still alive.  And with the way you were screaming at him, we have at least grounds to call this an aggravated assault.  Now, shut up until you get to the station,” he snapped as Paul opened his mouth to protest.


Falling silent, Paul allowed Dallas to escort him into the squad car.  The backseat was hard and cramped.  Shifting around in discomfort, he replayed in his mind the scene of the crash.  It had been an accident, he knew that much.  Although he wasn’t entirely sure what his intention regarding Craig had been, he knew without a doubt it wasn’t murder.  A rotten end to an otherwise perfect day, he thought bitterly.  Knowing Craig, this was all a part of some twisted plan—except for the part where he actually wound up dead.  But, in retrospect, Paul realized Craig had been trying to provoke him with those taunts about Eliza.  He wondered what the outcome of Craig’s plan was supposed to have been.  I guess I’ll never find out what either of us was going to do…

To make matters even worse, Paul’s head was beginning to ache again.  Although he tried to inform the officers in the front seats of this development, they reminded him that he had felt perfectly fine before getting in the car.  Still, he couldn’t help feeling dizzy as the reflection of the bright siren lights spun around on the windshield.  The nausea grew with each passing minute, and bile began to build in the back of his mouth.  Upon reaching Oakdale Police Station, the first thing Paul did when they let him out of the car was fall to his knees.


“Uh-oh,” he heard Dallas say.


Bending over, vomit spilled from Paul’s mouth onto the pavement.

“Dammit!” Jack cursed.  “I’ll get him to Memorial.  Go in and tell Margo what happened!”  As Dallas rushed inside, Paul fell over and hit the cement.  He closed his eyes—at least, he thought he did, his vision was so dim already…


In a black space of nothingness, he saw Craig before him, laughing as though he’d just heard the funniest joke of the century.  Of course, it would have to have been one of his own jokes, seeing how the only one who could humor Craig was Craig.  Wait a second, Paul thought, remembering something important. Shocked, he whispered, “No—no, this can’t be real. You’re dead…”


Craig merely continued laughing.  An incensed Paul shouted at him, “What’s so funny?”

“You,” Montgomery cackled like a hyena, doubling over and clutching his sides.  “Oh, I have always found you funny, Ryan!”  


Paul just stared at him for a few moments, then charged over and reached for the front of Montgomery’s suit.  “Tell me what’s so damn funny!” he raged, and realized he was clutching at thin air.  Craig’s maniacal laugh still echoed in the darkness, until he heard another voice…


“Honey, honey wake up…can you hear me?  Paul?”

Wincing at the tears sliding down his face, Paul opened his eyes, expecting to see Emily at his side.  Instead, he saw his mother.  


He groaned, “Craig…Craig’s alive.”


Giving him her overbearingly concerned gaze, Barbara soothed, “Paul, everything’s going to be fine.  Craig’s dead, and you’re in the hospital—.”

“The hospital?  Really?  I could have sworn from the mold-and-beige-colored paint on the walls that I was at Mabel’s getting a hot dog,” he said sarcastically while sitting up in the bed.  


Barbara was not amused.  She narrowed her eyes and said very seriously, “You are aware that you nearly died, aren’t you?  You could be in the morgue with Craig right now.” 


Paul looked down and muttered, “You mean, instead of being charged for his murder?”  


Just as Barbara was saying, “You’re innocent, Paul.  Everyone who knows you can testify that it was an accident—,” the door opened.  Emily came in, wearing an expression of relief upon seeing Paul awake.

“Oh, thank God!” she said, her voice cracking with emotion.  “The past two days have been such hell.”  Looking like she was about to cry, she took a seat beside him, and he put his hand over hers.


“Two days?” he repeated in disbelief.


“Yeah.  Two days of keeping vigil.  Two days of dodging Jack Snyder’s questions.  I think he knows I’m not telling him everything.  I’m about ready to have a nervous breakdown...” she fretted.

Filled with both guilt and worry at what his situation had put her through, Paul said, “I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry…”


Barbara, on the other hand, asked Emily sharply, “What do you mean when you say that you’re not telling Jack everything?”


Paul sighed, remembering.  “It’s the last thing I said before getting in the car, isn’t it?” 


Exasperated, she buried her face in her hands and moaned, “We’d won.  It was all over...why did you have to go?”

“Sorry,” he said again feebly.  He glanced through the window and saw Jack talking to a petite woman with a dark golden bob, who was dressed in a navy blue pantsuit.  For some reason, Jack was looking very upset as this woman pointed an index finger at him in an accusing manner.  Before Paul could hone his hearing in on the discussion, the door opened again.  This time it was Meg, who was holding Eliza.  The child was clad in a fuzzy pink sleeper, rubbing her eyes as though she’d just woken from a nap.  


“Dadah,” Eliza burbled upon seeing Paul.  


“Hi...” Paul said, too overwhelmed by the sight of his little girl to say much else.


Meg, on the other hand, looked at him quite sternly.  “I thought I’d bring her to see her father one last time before he stands trial for murder.”


Indignant on her son’s behalf, Barbara ranted, “He is not going to prison for this!  Really, Meg, if that’s your idea of support—!”


Emily, for once happy to share Barbara’s opinion on something, joined in with, “Her idea of support?  Are you kidding?  If she had the vaguest notion of what support meant, she wouldn’t be a prominent figure for Oakdale’s divorce rate statistic!”


“Like you should talk,” Meg shot back.  Startled by her tone, Eliza’s face crinkled, turning bright red, and she began to cry.

“Aaaaarhuh!  Uhhh!” she wailed.


Tired of the women’s bickering, Paul snapped, “Hey, cut it out you two!”  To Meg, he asked, “Can I hold her?”  


He held out his arms, and she placed the fussy child in them.  “Ohhh, don’t cry, Miss Eliza,” he soothed, looking into her tear-streaked face and patting the soft curls on her head.  He gave her a couple of Eskimo kisses, and eventually her sobs turned into sniffling giggles.

“Does Miss Eliza want to play a game?” he asked slowly.  Her eyes grew wide, and she smiled.    Taking that for a yes, he held out the palms of his hands, and she began to tap them lightly with her own.


“Patti-Cake, Patti-Cake, Baker’s Man,” he chanted, ignoring everyone in the room until Meg groaned.


In a fashion similar to Emily, Meg asked, “Why did you have to go and meet Craig, Paul?  It’s not like he was going to be a threat to your relationship with Eliza.”


Glancing up from Eliza, who was now hitting his hands with loosely balled fists, Paul said in a low voice, “He said over the phone he got to hold her.”


Rolling her eyes, Meg said, “He was egging you on again.  I can’t believe you fell for it.”


Emily smirked, “Yeah, imagine falling for Craig’s lies over and over and over…”


  A resentful Barbara pointed out to Meg, “If you hadn’t gotten involved with Craig again in the first place, none of this would be happening!  My son wouldn’t be going from a hospital bed to a jail cell—.”


Once more, the door swung open.  For the first time, Paul was face-to-face with the blonde who had been outside with Jack Snyder before.  She cast a sweeping glance over the room, and said briskly, “Hi ladies, I’m going to need you all to give me a few minutes alone with the suspect.”

“Suspect…” Paul repeated, hating the way the word was applied to him.  It was so impersonal, it was almost insulting.  For some reason, Barbara and Emily did as she said, and vacated the room silently.   

Meg was about to take Eliza off the hospital bed when the woman said, “The baby can stay.  She doesn’t crowd the room the way everyone else is.”  Meg nodded, and smiled tensely.  Then without a word, she left the room.
Whatever authority this woman had over people, Paul decided that he didn’t like it.  She was probably a cop, like Jack.  Only, he didn’t remember any females on the force being this…no other word could describe it except for “cute.”  Looking just slightly older than thirty, she had dark eyes that switched under the lighting from shades of green to blue.  He also had this uncanny feeling of déjà vu…perhaps he had seen her someplace else before, like the police station.
“Paul, my name is Amberly,” she said as Eliza began blowing saliva bubbles out of her mouth.  “I’d like to ask you some questions about the night Craig Montgomery died.”
Disinterestedly, he plucked a tissue from the box next to his bed and wiped Eliza’s face.  “You can ask Jack Snyder.  He saw the whole thing.”

Amberly nodded.  “I glanced at his police report.  Interesting stuff, although Jack’s not nearly as compelling to read as Barbara Kingsolver…” she shrugged.

Paul stared at her.  Oakdale’s finest must be getting desperate for new blood on the force, he thought.  
As though summoned by the sound of his own name, Jack opened the door and entered.  Paul was surprised by how tentative he seemed.  Jack didn’t even give anyone eye contact while mumbling, “Hey, I just talked to Paul’s doctor, and he signed the papers.”
Apprehensive, Paul asked, “What papers?”

For some reason, Amberly scowled at this.  “He’s been awake for ten minutes!  Dr. Oliver hasn’t even examined him yet!”

Choosing instead to talk to Paul, Jack explained, “The papers release you into police custody once the doc says you’re fully recovered.”

“Oh…” Paul was stunned at how gung-ho Jack was about bringing him in.  Didn’t the man have a life outside the station anymore?  He wanted to deliver a sarcastic remark along the lines of how honored he was to have Jack as a babysitter.  However, Amberly spoke out first.

“You know, Jack, your level of commitment towards putting this man in a jail cell moments after he’s woken up from brain surgery is truly admirable.  It’s also the exact same thing that’s giving the guy the potential for an excellent lawsuit against Oakdale Police Department.  You endangered his life by not recognizing that he had a concussion and needed medical treatment.  Now get the hell out of here before I strongly suggest to Mr. Ryan that he sue you for every cent you’re worth. ”
The strangest expression of pain flickered in Jack’s face, but then it hardened with resolve.  “Amberly, look –,” he began, trying to reason with her.

“Jack.  Don’t tempt me to sic Doogie Howser’s evil twin on you, okay?”

“No need for that, Ms. Snyder,” a flippant voice said from behind Jack.  The man that Paul recognized as Dr. Reid Oliver, neurosurgeon extraordinaire, had come in, armed with his infamous snark.
Then Paul did a double-take at Amberly.  “Wait a second, you’re a Snyder?” his jaw dropped.

She rolled her eyes, while Dr. Oliver sniped, “Isn’t everyone in this town?  I swear to God, you people breed like bunnies.  Detective, allow me to examine this patient, and then he’s all yours.”   Jack nodded, and left the room.
Eliza, who had been extremely quiet while sitting on Paul’s lap until this point, giggled, “Bunn-ehs!  Bun-bunnn…..”


Dr. Oliver instructed Amberly to take Eliza, but when the woman picked the her up, the child began to fuss.  Paul watched as Amberly bounced Eliza in her lap, comforting her with, “Ohhh, you’re okay…”

“Aaaahhhhhaaa,” Eliza replied, a little more calmly now.


While flashing a small light in Paul’s eyes, Dr. Oliver said, “You know, after I graduated Harvard, I met some people who convinced themselves they had finally deciphered the language of all babies.  You know what they thought aaahhhhhaaa meant?”

Paul rubbed his eyes, which were sore from the light, and listened as Amberly said shortly, “You know, unless it’s baby babble for the name of the giant insect that’s crawled up your ass, I don’t think I really care.”
While Paul couldn’t help but snort at her remark, Oliver glared, his lip curling in derision.  “Well, Mr. Ryan, you’re in perfect condition to leave.  And don’t worry, even if this woman can’t get you off the hook for murder, you can at the very least thank her for training your daughter in the art of cursing.”  He put the light in the pocket of his white coat and started for the door.

Amberly retorted as he left, “Right, I’ll train her to only use that word when she sees you—and it’ll have suffixes!”  Then she groaned apologetically to Paul while passing Eliza back, “Sorry, I’m not normally like that.”

Impressed by the entire exchange, Paul took his daughter and said, “Well, I’ll let Eliza’s unusual vocabulary lesson pass just this once.”

She smiled, “Hey, we can’t all be Oscar the Grouch with a stethoscope, huh?”

He chuckled.  His initial impression of her had been completely wrong.  “So…you’re a lawyer,” he ventured.


“I’m your lawyer,” she corrected, adding, “if you want me to be.”


“Yayayah!” interrupted Eliza.  

Paul smiled at his daughter, then looked at Amberly.  Just two days ago, he had hoped that he’d never need to deal with legal representatives again.  The one he had hired to help him gain custody proved that people of this profession were self-serving pragmatists.   And yet, here Amberly Snyder was, a lawyer, challenging that very assumption with her personality alone.  If she’s as good in a courtroom as she is in a battle of wits, then…

“I want you to be,” answered Paul at last.  Amberly gave him a relieved grin, which he returned with his own.

*********************************************************************************


At the police station, Paul was stuck waiting in the interrogation room for quite some time, with only Amberly around for conversation.  Fortunately for him, she was extremely good at it.  


“You know, I think I might owe Meg for giving me this case,” she mused while taking a bite out of a maple bar.  “Maybe I should finally give back those toy ponies that I stole from her when I was five.” 


“Why?” Paul asked.


“Oh, I outgrew those ages ago.  After all, you can only comb their manes so many times before they permanently frizz out.  But we had a competition on who could collect the most ponies before I was sent into foster care…” Amberly’s voice trailed off, then she blinked as though she had momentarily forgotten she was talking to Paul.

Although he had only known her for about twelve hours total, Paul was able to deduce that Amberly was still harboring bitter resentment towards her family for putting her up for adoption.  He already knew the circumstances of the whole thing; Meg had privately explained before he’d left the hospital that Jack and Brad Snyder’s mother, Dolores, had cheated on her husband and conceived a daughter.  Although Jack’s father had forgiven the indiscretion, having Amberly around had been a constant reminder of it for all of them.  When their financial situation took a turn for the worse, Amberly was put into foster care–and left there.  It was no wonder to Paul that Amberly was reluctant to have anything to do with her family; at the same time, he was completely taken aback by the sheer gall Meg had for contacting this “cousin” of hers to help him after years of treating Amberly like a skeleton in the Snyder family’s closet.  It was almost as surprising as Amberly’s enthusiastic acceptance of the task.

Paul clarified, “I meant, why would you owe Meg for this?  If anything, I’m going to be indebted to you.”


She shrugged flippantly, and licked some icing off her fingers.  “Not really, since you’re going to be paying me anyways.  We can discuss my rates as soon as your bail is posted.  Which reminds me, I’d better see if Detective Snyder has solved the Case of the Lieutenant’s Missing Donut yet. ”  She stood and went out the door.

In spite of being the one to bring up money, Amberly seemed to be disinterested in it, as though it was merely an excuse to help Paul, and not the reason.  He craned his head out to see Amberly talking to Jack.  With the way they were having it out, Paul guessed that it was probably over something important, unless Emily was also involved in the stealing of Margo Hughes’ pastry.  Because there she was too, standing behind Amberly and looking very upset about something.  Paul knew that angry look very well—it was Emily’s “I could shoot you for this” glare.  Then Amberly turned to Emily and put a hand on her arm, taking her aside.  Paul watched as his wife eventually nodded at whatever Amberly was saying.  She took a daring glance at the window of the interrogation room, and Paul saw the look in her eyes.  It was apologetic.  With a jolting epiphany, Paul knew what it was she and Amberly had been fighting with Jack over.  Not even needing to hear what was going, he nodded in silent agreement with Amberly.  Go on home, Emily.

She nodded stiffly in return, and with extreme reluctance left the police station.  Moments later, Amberly returned to the interrogation room, accompanied by Jack.  “Good news and bad news,” he announced briskly.


Paul winced, preparing himself for the worst.  “Bad news first,” he decided, knowing from past experience that whichever kind of news came last would impact the first part.  And he preferred to have any negative news offset by the positive, rather than let any gleam of hope be ruined.

Jack took a deep breath.  “You’ve been determined to be a flight risk, so no bail will be set tonight.”


Paul had been expecting this.  However, he still felt like smashing the interrogation room window with a chair and using explicit profanity, so he snapped dryly, “Great.  Now bring on the good news!”

“As soon as someone is assigned to twenty-four hour surveillance, a police escort will take you home.”

After a moment’s pause, during which Paul looked from Jack to Amberly in confusion, it became apparent that Jack really had just spoken the good news.  “Damn,” Paul muttered, feeling even worse than before.

Jack nodded curtly, and opened the door once again.  “Griffin!” he summoned.  Before Paul could blink, Dallas was at his side.  “Take him down for lock-up!”


Dallas whipped out the handcuffs.  “Let’s go, Paul.”


In resignation, Paul gave Amberly a final glance goodbye.  But instead of seeing sympathy in her eyes, he saw a hard glint.  


Suddenly she said, “Wait.”  And if the other two men in the room could not see the determined wheels in her head turning the way he did at that moment, Paul figured that he had a very good shot at the insanity defense.


Amberly crossed her arms and said to Jack, “Is there any specific reason why police escort and surveillance can’t be arranged right now?”


The expression of righteous confidence on Jack’s face fell for an instant, but he recovered and said, “That’s up to me to authorize when there’s time to do so–.”


“Do it now,” she instructed, shocking him.


His gaze narrowed.  “I already told you, I don’t take orders from you and I don’t have the—.”

“Time to authorize, blah blah,” she retorted with an eyeroll.  She stepped up very close to him and said dangerously, “You need to realize that if you don’t make the time to do this, then I’ll be left with plenty of time to make a report of the maltreatment this suspect has been exposed to under your abysmal care.”  With that, Paul saw Jack’s confidence obliterated.   Amberly continued, “Imagine how it will sound to the jury when I announce that following an automobile crash of unlikely intent, their suspect nearly died from negligence to a police protocol which gave him the right for medical treatment.  Throw in Paul going straight from a hospital bed to a jail cell without bail, and we’ll see how your ‘lack of time’ excuse flies in court.  Trust me, Jack, I’m doing you a favor here—keep up your gung-ho-to-the- slammer approach, and people are going to start wondering whether or not you have it in for Paul.  He’ll draw in sympathy, making an extremely strong case for Montgomery’s accidental death –.”

Jack sputtered in interruption, “Hol—hold up!  Y—you don’t know thi—this wa—!”

Paul could not remember ever seeing a Snyder stand up to a member of her family so formidably.  It must have been even more disconcerting for Jack, who was so used to the unspoken Snyder code: All for one, and one for all.  

While Paul mused over this, Jack regained a bit of his composure and said to his sister in a slow, firm voice, “You don’t know that this was an accident, Amberly.  You don’t know him.”

Then, as if possessing an air of one who could see into another’s soul, Amberly replied softly, “Neither do you.”  Paul was shocked.  Very few in Oakdale had ever played his champion, and here was this youthful little blonde, whom he’d just met, defending him with a passion exceeding professionalism.  


Finally worn down, Jack relented.  Within forty-five minutes, bail was set and paid for, and Amberly was driving Paul home herself, in a car that was rolling forward in between two police vehicles.  When they reached Fairwinds, there was a surveillance team already in place.  Now that he knew how much of Jack’s time it had taken, Paul made a mental note to never let Detective Snyder railroad him into unnecessary jail time again.

Before opening the door to his house, Paul had to ask Amberly something that had been bothering him since they were at the station, in spite of her valiant endeavor to get him home quickly.  However, mind-reading seemed to be among her many talents.  “In case you’re wondering whether I should have just kept quiet and allowed Jack to sabotage himself with his personal biased treatment against you,” she began flippantly, “there’s no need for you to suffer while we win this thing, Paul.  I’m good at what I do because I care about my clients’ welfare, not because I’m a cutthroat bitch attorney.”  She paused to think about it, then grinned, “Well, bitch attorney, maybe.  But I’m not ruthless.”
Paul chuckled before she added, “I leave all that to the prosecution.”  He wasn’t exactly sure what that meant.  


He smiled and asked without thinking, “Do you want to come in?”

With her eyes twinkling, she looked like she was about to accept the invitation, but then she checked her watch and sighed.  “Tomorrow.  I have someone who gets worried if I’m gone too long waiting at the Lakeview.”


Disappointed for an unidentifiable reason, Paul nevertheless nodded.  “Of course.”  Then she winked at him before running off to her car.  As she drove off, he found himself reluctant to go back inside.  What on earth had just happened?  Then another thought hit him, one that made him feel a bit ashamed.  He had forgotten to thank her.

********************************************************************************


As grateful as Emily seemed to be for the woman who had maneuvered what would have otherwise probably been an ironclad case in Paul’s favor, he sensed a hint of reservation on his wife’s part.  As Paul wandered around his living room the next day with his cell phone in hand, Emily said in a somewhat disgruntled tone, “She probably has a life outside of work, Paul.  I don’t get why all of a sudden, you can’t function if Amberly Snyder hasn’t paid a visit by noon.”


“It’s not like that,” Paul muttered, dialing Amberly’s number.  It went straight to voicemail, so he hung up and tossed the phone on the coffee table with a sigh.  Emily raised an eyebrow at him, so he reiterated, “I’m facing murder charges.  If I’m going a bit stir-crazy, Em, can’t it be due to the fact that I’m under house arrest?  Is it really so unreasonable to want to talk to the only person who can get me off the hook for this?”

“Not unreasonable—if that was really all it meant to you.  But when you spend half the morning telling me how great this woman is, and the other half trying to call her, it looks a bit conspicuous,” Emily observed.


Incredulous, Paul snorted, “What are you saying?  The day after I meet her, you’re jealous?”


But she shook her head vehemently and pointed at him.  “Uh-uh.  Not jealous.  Just…a little concerned.  You told me yourself, she basically admitted yesterday that she cares about her clients too much.  If she gets too personally attached, she could lose her credibility in the courtroom.”

Paul wasn’t really listening, though.  The truth was, he was a bit looking forward to seeing Amberly again.  He couldn’t pinpoint what it was—what he felt was not romantic in the slightest.  Even if he hadn’t been married, cute and perky Amberly would not have been his type.  So what was it, then?

Without thinking, he reached out to pick up his phone again.  Emily’s hand swatted his arm away.  “What are you doing?”


“I was going to call Meg and see if she’s heard from Amberly,” Paul admitted. 


No sooner did he finish his sentence when the cell phone screen lit up, buzzing from an incoming call.  Emily rolled her eyes and groaned, but Paul snatched his phone back and answered at once, “Finally!  Where have you been?”


“Sorry, mate!” replied a distinctly accented male voice.  “I only just heard about the arrest.  Katie’s been crying her eyes out over her dead brother.”

“Simon!”  Paul exclaimed, having completely forgotten about the Aussie in the wake of the car crash.  “Sorry, I was just waiting to hear from my lawyer.”  


To his surprise, Simon didn’t miss a beat.  “Your lawyer…right, that would be the spitfire who’s been battling it out with Margo Hughes all morning, huh?”  


Confused, Paul asked, “And how would you know something like that?”

“Well, I’ve been bunking over at Katie’s these past couple days, right?  She hasn’t been feeling up to planning Montgomery’s funeral, so Margo was supposed to make all the arrangements today.”


“And?” 


Simon groaned miserably.  “Margo had to hold off on the memorial service because she’s hellbent on putting you behind bars.”

“What?!” Paul blurted in disbelief.  He knew he wasn’t one of Margo’s favorite people, but the same could be said about many others in town, and he didn’t see her carrying a vendetta against any of them.


“Yeah, she found out Jack Snyder let you go home, and now she’s furious at him,” Simon elaborated.  “According to Katie, she summoned your attorney in for the sole purpose of dogging her.  But that’s not why I called.”

“No?” Paul was still reeling from shock.  Now Jack’s persistence in keeping Paul in jail made more sense.  Margo was Craig’s sister, so of course she’d have trouble being objective when it came to investigating his cause of death.  And now that Jack was facing Margo’s wrath…well, Paul couldn’t exactly say he felt sorry for the detective.  Still, he thought, it sure sucks to be Jack.

Simon interrupted Paul’s thought process with, “Well, I didn’t travel halfway around the globe to help you out, only to see you wind up in prison.  How many cops are watching your house?  With a big old mansion like that, there’s got to be an exit that they don’t know about.”

Meanwhile, Emily, who had been sitting on the sofa and listening to Paul’s side of the conversation with rapt attention, leapt up quite suddenly.  However, Paul was too distracted with considering Simon’s escape idea to notice what she was looking at.  “Seriously?” his jaw dropped.  Simon’s offer was tempting…and risky.  And, most likely, totally unnecessary.  He sighed.  “Hey, thanks a lot, Simon.  No, really, I appreciate the gesture.  But how about we do that as a last resort?”


“It’s your call,” said Simon doubtfully.  “But I’d be careful if I were you, Paul.  Murder trials, they can get ugly.  Watch your back.”  With that, Simon hung up.  

“Oh, a pleasant surprise,” Emily said aloud in sudden heavy sarcasm.  Paul looked in her direction, and realized she was speaking to three visitors standing in the doorway:  Lieutenant Margo Hughes, Amberly Snyder, and a small boy who looked to be around ten years old.  The boy was fidgeting, making small, frantic, motions with his hands.  He had light brown hair and green eyes, with a rather impish face that reminded him of the woman he was standing closest to—Amberly.  The lawyer, in the meantime, looked extremely uncomfortable.


Margo quipped, “Ah!  I never thought I would see all of my favorite suspects in the same room.  Paul, I need to ask you some questions that I’m afraid Jack never got around to during his interrogation.”

Paul glanced at Amberly again, and she shook her head slightly.  She wanted him to stall.  Feeling curious, he repeated, “Margo, what do you mean ‘all of my favorite suspects’?  It’s just Emily and me.”


Margo crossed her arms impatiently.  “Well, there’s the homewrecker-slash-hooker…that would be Emily.  The murderer…who is you.  And then, we have the flaunter of unconventional representation.”   She shot Amberly a look of unmarked contempt, which completely threw Paul off.

Amberly explained quickly, “I first met Margo when I took a case here in Oakdale ten years ago.  Let’s just say the claws came out.”

Sounding rather impressed, Emily remarked, “Really?  Are we talking like the catfights you and I used to have over Tom, Margo?”  At that instant, Paul knew Emily was thinking of Amberly in the terms of “the enemy of my enemy is my friend.”  The enemy, in this case, being Margo, with whom Emily had been at odds ever since her pursuit of Margo’s husband, Tom.

Giving another dirty look towards Amberly, Margo said cryptically, “Oh yes, there were definitely catfights.”

The boy standing next to Amberly made a signaling gesture to her, looking perplexed.  To Paul’s surprise, she made similar motions back, which made the boy grin.  Sign language, Paul surmised.  Then Amberly tossed her head and rolled her eyes.  “Would you get over it, Margo?  Ugh!”  To Paul and Emily, she said, “You’d think after a decade, she’d have more things to be pissed over than a box of homeless kittens I hid under her desk.”

While Emily muttered to Paul, “A girl after my own heart,” the lieutenant smiled coldly.  

“Oh, I’m not upset,” Margo said with false sweetness in her tone.  “In fact, I managed to personally find them all very nice families to live with.  After twenty-four hours, during which the entire force was scratched and bitten, and the police station was used as a litter box, and we were unable to get any work done because of the chaos it caused.”

“Emily—Paul!”  Amberly interrupted loudly.  “I think we need to introduce you to someone.” She clapped her hands onto the shoulders of the boy, who looked rather startled.  “This is my son, Cameron.  I was actually having a pleasant afternoon with him until Lieutenant Hugs called.”  

While Margo shook her head and mouthed something Paul couldn’t make out, Cameron began signing rapidly something to his mother.  Paul held up his hand in greeting-fashion, and Emily said to the boy shyly, “Hi, nice to meet you.”

Then Amberly said to Margo, “It was really great of you to escort me here, Lieutenant.  But, as Paul’s legal representation, I must remind you that making house-call inquiries following an investigation is against procedure.  If you want answers, you’ll hear them in court.”
Looking resentful now, Margo simply sighed.  “Oh, boy, it has been a long day.  Normally, I’d stick around, but I suppose I shouldn’t leave Katie alone to plan the funeral.  Paul—I’d usually say ‘don’t leave town,’ but under the circumstances, give me one good reason…”  She didn’t finish the threat.  At the mention of Craig’s funeral, her eyes had begun to water, and she left the room in silence.

Paul stared out the entry way in disbelief.  “You know, that right there sounded like she wants me to feel so sorry that Craig is dead that I’ll confess just to make this easier on their family.”

“That’s the way it came across to me, too,” Emily agreed, putting a hand on his shoulder.

“Who would have thought someone out there could find Craig worth mourning?” Paul pondered aloud.  “I’d throw a party in honor of the occasion, but that would probably draw a suspicious light on us, what with our eagle-eyed friends outside and all.”
To his surprise, Amberly was the voice of dissent on the matter.  “Suspicious?  Try insensitive,” she admonished, looking shocked by Paul’s tactless statement.  “He was still somebody’s brother.  Someone’s father, according to his profile.”

“My nephew, Johnny,” Paul shrugged uncomfortably, knowing that his late sister Jennifer’s son was probably better off living with Barbara now.  But even though he didn’t say anything about that, Amberly was still looking at him reproachfully.  Then she quickly signed something to Cameron (who had been watching the conversation with a strained expression, like he was trying to read their lips), and pulled out of her purse a Nintendo DS.  Cameron’s eyes widened, and after he ran off to the corner of the living room to play with his video game, his mother returned her attention to Paul and exhaled sharply, with a frown and an impatient shake of her head.

Great, I opened my big mouth, now my “champion” thinks I’m a heartless jerk, he scolded himself.  He bore no guilt for the callous feelings he held towards Craig Montgomery; after all, the attempted murders did not even scratch the surface of the monstrous things Craig had done to Paul and his family.  But Amberly wasn’t familiar with the history between Paul and Craig.  He was sorry, in any case, that he gave her the wrong impression about him.

She went to the sofa in silence and sat, opening her briefcase in silence.  Emily gave Paul a questioning glance, and asked uncertainly, “Um… Amberly?  Is there anything you need me to do?  Like, keep an eye on Cameron or something?”  

“Hmm?  Oh, he’s pretty good at keeping to himself while I’m working.”  Amberly looked over at her son, who was now playing with his portable Nintendo device by the window.  She said regretfully, “I’m sorry, I know I probably should have asked you guys if it was okay to bring him with me.  I got sidetracked by that whole ordeal with Margo…”

“Don’t worry about it,” Paul said at once.  “But if there’s anything he needs, he’s welcome to it.”  He wasn’t quite sure, however, of what else a boy Cameron’s age could do there for entertainment, much less a hearing-impaired one.  Fairwinds didn’t exactly have a Six Flags in the backyard.

But Amberly smiled gratefully, and said, “Well, he’s probably hungry…”

Emily picked up the cordless phone and finished her train of thought.  “Does he like Chinese takeout or pizza?” she asked.

“Wow…he likes both,” Amberly admitted after a momentary hesitation.


Emily looked down to turn on the phone—only it was now in Paul’s hand instead of hers.  He said with a smile, “Both it is!”  His wife folded her arms across her chest and stared at him like he was an imposter who’d just revealed that he’d hidden away the real Paul Ryan.

It had been an impulse, but seeing Emily’s silent reaction to it would later make Paul question the one good thing that he had always considered to be true about himself…

***********************************************************************************

Remarkably, in spite of her diligence (or perhaps because of it) Amberly was unable to cover a lot of ground within the first few hours of her visit.  While they feasted on pizza and Chinese cuisine on the living room sofa, she asked one question after the other, starting with, as she put it, “the sordid history of the Craig/Paul Wars.”  Paul described his old feud with Montgomery to the best of his ability, but she insisted on him recounting what had led up to it as well.


“So even though it was proven that Craig Montgomery was not responsible for your burning your mother’s face after all, you and he were never able to resolve your differences?” she summarized, taking shorthand notes on her clipboard.

“Well, he may not have put her in the hospital, but he definitely did his share of damage to her,” Paul said at once, rather impatient at her failure to clue in.  Couldn’t she get from the gist of his survivor’s tales that Craig wasn’t worthy of her empathy?  “As far as I’m concerned, if he hadn’t conned her into marrying him in the first place, my mom would have never ended up in that situation.”


Amberly stopped her scribbling and looked at him carefully.  “Hey, I’m just trying to be objective about this,” she said defensively.  “I’m not looking for your potential motive for killing Craig, Paul.  I’m trying to figure out why he would want to kill you.  How long ago was this, anyways?”

“Too long.”  Paul couldn’t even really remember for how long he and Craig had been going at it.  There had been a point in time where he had been sure that one of them was going to kill the other.  Which, of course, had only amplified the stakes for him—there was no way in hell that he had been about to let Montgomery finish him off.
 Emily, who had been sitting in on the discussion, supplied, “About ten years, maybe?  I remember finding out the evidence that cleared Craig.  And at the same time, Paul was working with Rose D’Angelo to pin everything on Craig.”
Amberly looked at him in surprise, and Paul was afraid she was going to start asking questions about what he and his then-girlfriend Rose had done to make sure Craig paid his dues.  He had intentionally left out most of the parts in his stories that involved framing, gaslighting, or attempting to kill Craig.  He didn’t consider it lying…just omitting unnecessary information for Amberly’s own benefit.
But with that, Amberly muttered in a sort of amazement, “Ten years…I was vacationing in Europe while all this was going on.”  She looked at her son, who was sitting in the corner of the room, reading a book that Paul had pulled out for him earlier: The Three Musketeers.  Cameron yawned, and Amberly glanced at her watch with alarm.  “Oh my God…where did the time go?” she said, dropping her jaw.
Paul couldn’t help responding, “Backwards.”  They had spent so much time going down memory lane, there had been no chance to discuss the present case or future trial.  Emily shot him a dirty look for his snark.

“That was a rhetorical question, Paul,” Amberly muttered distractedly while packing her things into her briefcase.  They all rose to their feet, and she said hurriedly, “I’ll get a babysitter for tomorrow, so you won’t have to worry about Cameron.”   She extended her hand, and Emily shook it goodbye.  However, when Paul closed his hand over hers, he felt strange.  Nostalgic.  Like he was bidding farewell to a dear old friend.  But while he was trying to figure out the cause of this, Amberly and Cameron made their exit.
Was it something I said? Paul thought.  He didn’t know the cause for her abrupt departure, but it both unsettled and threw him.  He was suddenly suspicious that Amberly wasn’t telling him everything.  On the other hand, Emily was now the one with complete faith in the attorney.  
“I like her,” she said cheerfully as Paul picked the empty pizza box and cartons of half-eaten Chinese food off the coffee table.  “You were right when you said there was something different about her…Wish I could pinpoint it.”

Looking at the hand he had used to shake Amberly’s, he said offhandedly, “You mean she’s not the usual breed of parasite that lawyers are…”

She interjected, “Not all lawyers.  I mean, Tom Hughes isn’t.”

Still paying half of his attention to the empty doorway that Amberly had left through, Paul mumbled, “Trying to make me jealous?”

In response to that, Emily wandered over to him and put her arms around his waist.  Swaying her hips, she planted a kiss on his lips that finally managed to flip his on-switch.   He was definitely paying attention to her now…
He began kissing her neck softly, and she murmured, “Not here…we can catch up on our own history upstairs.”

He paused and looked into her eyes.  He said in a low voice, “Lead the way…”

She grinned.  With spontaneity and much giggling involved, they raced from the living room up to the bedroom.

*******************************************************************

Two things were certain as Emily moaned underneath Paul while they made love.  One of them was that he’d missed everything about her—from her playful sense of humor to her sexiness, the feel of her hands tightening around his shoulder blades every time he managed to arouse her…  
“Oh...uh!”  Emily’s throaty gasps were all Paul could hear at first as he thrust into her slowly, moving back and forth.  The small of her back moved encouragingly to press her body against his.   His mouth taking all the air from hers through kisses, he began to drive into her harder and more quickly, coming to a climax.  At the same time, he had three mental flashes all at once, and none of them had to do with Emily.

The first was a memory from Venice…he was participating in a post-fashion show party for BRO.  He took a swig of champagne that was both smooth-tasting and bubbly, and he congratulated the designers and models in the room.  After toasting to their success, Paul found a familiar face coming from across the room…his ex-girlfriend Sarah Kasnoff.

“Sarah?” he said in surprise.  They had drifted apart and gone their separate ways so long ago…still, seeing Sarah again reminded him of home.
She smiled, “I couldn’t resist coming here to congratulate you when I heard BRO was hosting a party.  We’re still a long way from Oakdale, aren’t we Paul?”

He smiled back, “How have you been?”

She shrugged.  “I got engaged.”

A bit deflated at this news, Paul tried to cover it with a grin.  “Really?  Where is the lucky guy?”
She rolled her eyes.  “At home.  But I ran into someone else from Oakdale…it’s such a small world, isn’t it?”  She turned around and grabbed the arm of another person who was behind her.  Paul looked at the fellow Oakdaler Sara produced.  She was small, and had long brown hair.  However, her eyes were a pretty hazel color that struck an odd chord with Paul…

“Paul Ryan, meet Amber Smith.  Amber, this is Paul Ryan, head of BRO International.”

The young woman smiled, and Paul shook her hand.  “Hi Amber.  What brings you out of Illinois?”

She blushed a little, and explained, “I’m having kind of a Roman holiday after graduating from law school...”

While Amber talked, Paul looked at Sarah.  She winked at Paul and mouthed, “Have fun…”

As she walked away, he realized he’d just been subjected to an impromptu matchmaking experiment.

Nearly spent at last, Paul fell on top of Emily, both of them panting.  As Emily rolled onto Paul and straddled him, ready to start again, he remembered another event that followed that evening…
He knew he’d been drinking too much champagne when he realized he was flirting with the woman Sarah had introduced to him.  To be fair, Amber was encouraging it.  She kept asking him about himself, and all she’d give away about her own past in Oakdale was that she was adopted.  In spite of himself, he liked her.  Maybe it was the combination of alcohol and Sarah’s engagement news, and the fact that Amber was very interested in him, but he did.  He also didn’t want to be alone that night.  
The opportunity came when she told him, “I’ve gotta get going.  Hey, do you need a ride home?”

He shrugged.  “Nah, I can call a cab.”  He pulled his phone out of his pocket and fumbled around the keypad to dial.  The numbers were blurred in his vision.  Amber watched as he said, “Hello, operator?  I need the number for a car service—.”

The speaker responded in startlingly rapid Italian, sounding almost angry in the tone.  Unfortunately, Paul couldn’t remember any Italian.

Looking like she was trying not to laugh, Amber took the phone from his hand and said into the speaker, “Gratzie and ciao!”  She hung up, handed the phone back to him, and said, “Lead the way home, Mr. Ryan…”

Feigning resignation, Paul let her help him walk out the building.
The third memory came back to Paul as he struggled to keep his focus on Emily, who was mounting him and kissing him intensely.  

Paul took keys out of his hotel suite door and let Amber in first.  He slumped down on his sofa and mumbled dejectedly, “Thank you.”  Why did Sarah even come to the party if she was going to talk to him for only five minutes?

Amber sat down next to him and said awkwardly, “She meant a lot to you, didn’t she?”

Surprised, he stared at her for a moment.  Then he nodded.  

“What happened?” she wanted to know.

He shrugged.  “We wanted different things.  She wanted to go back home and get married and have a family.  I had other priorities.  We were kids, you know?  Just kids…”  He tried not to sound too emotional, but she probably heard the catch in his voice.
With that he realized he didn’t care.  He looked into her eyes, and didn’t see Amber.  He saw what he had missed out on by leaving Sarah.  She leaned in, and he drew his lips to hers…

He opened his eyes, and realized that Emily was sleeping in his arms now.  The second thing that was certain occurred to him right then and there—and it was that in spite of his value for love and fidelity, he’d already betrayed them both.  Ten years ago, he’d had a one-night stand with Amberly Snyder.

END OF PART TWO

To be continued…
