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1Toni Kief

Mildred was early for the deposition and waited 
in the parking lot. It had been over a month since 
Elijah Walsh, the pimp, was shot at the casino. 
Listening to the radio news, she pondered her 
surprise that this story had stayed under the radar. 
There had only been a second-page mention of a 
shooting and no information on the victim or the 
accused shooter. Elijah Walsh was a mean old 
piece of work, and Mildred suspected he was part 
of a sex trafficking ring. One of his prostitutes and 
wife, Nadiya Kovalchuk Walsh was accused of the 
shooting, but they could find no witnesses or video 
of her action. Mildred had arranged for her friend, 
Tim Selkirk, to represent Nadiya and her sister 
Galena, who was being beaten by the victim at the 
time of the shooting. Mildred was a little ashamed 
that she privately thought the world was better with 
brutes like Elijah Walsh gone.

Ten minutes early, she entered the attorney’s 
office. Mildred scanned the offices; everything was 
exceptionally professional.

She continued to scan the offices as the receptionist 
led her to a large meeting room with an oval table. 

– 1 –
Depositions
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2 Mildred Raising the Ante

The young woman brought Mildred a cup of coffee as 
she settled into a seat at the foot of the table, nearest 
to the open door. Mildred sipped as she surveyed a 
stack of files at the other end, then silently checked 
her telephone and waited.

The coffee had cooled when Mildred started to 
hear a heated discussion in the next room. No matter 
how she tried, there was no way to discern what was 
being said. Only a word or two at a time drifted in. 
She was certain they were discussing this case. The 
voices changed, and it was clear the negotiation had 
ended. Mildred watched as the men moved to the 
hall; she could see her reflection on the glass walls 
looking at the three men. One was Tim Selkirk, her 
friend and attorney for Nadiya; the second was the 
lead prosecuting attorney, and the third was an 
unfamiliar but well-dressed young man. Mildred 
started to become anxious as her curiosity piqued.

Tim turned toward her and simply shrugged his 
shoulders. She could read frustration on his face. 
After goodbyes were exchanged and the other two 
men had left, Tim came to the conference room. 
Mildred was always surprised at how handsome the 
attorney was. She knew him best as his alter-ego, 
Penny Dumple, but there he was in an expensive 
three-piece suit, oozing masculine professionalism.

“I’m so sorry for the wait. That was the state 
prosecutor and an attorney from Baltimore. We 
worked out a plea agreement for Nadiya. I haven’t 
seen anything like this before. You can go. There 
won’t be any legal action, all charges were dropped, 
and Nadiya Kovalchuk is to be deported.”
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3Toni Kief

“What about her sister?” Mildred spoke louder 
than she expected. “This whole thing seemed to be the 
result of Walsh forcing both of them into prostitution 
and his brutality.”

Tim pulled out a chair next to Mildred and sat 
down. “They based it on no eyewitnesses to her 
action. There was only questionable forensic proof 
of her pulling the trigger. I spoke with Nadiya and 
she assured me that she would gladly move back to 
Croatia. And here is the topper – they gave me a check 
to pay for a non-disclosure agreement, so Nadiya can 
afford to take Galena.”

Mildred tried to let the information sink in before 
responding. “What? They are dropping the charges 
and paying her to leave? I have never heard of such a 
thing. Not even on television.”

“I know,” said Tim. “I have all kinds of suspicions, 
but my client is packing and saved from a murder 
charge and a sex-trafficking ring. I can’t wait to talk 
to the prosecutor alone. I hope he digs further. That 
young attorney was really slick; seemed to have a lot 
of power, and I’m not sure where his involvement 
came from.” Tim stood, signaling it was time to go. 
“I have to get back to a divorce and two child support 
hearings.”

Mildred stood to leave, shook hands, and as she 
exited, turned back. “Tim, let me know if you or 
Penny wants to meet for dinner soon.”

“Darn tootin’.” Tim held the door for her as 
she came face-to-face with Perry Block, the other 
undercover security agent hired to work with Mildred 
after the casino expansion.
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4 Mildred Raising the Ante

Perry looked at Mildred. “Darn tootin’ – is that a 
thing?”

“It is now. The depositions are canceled. Let’s 
go.” They laughed as they entered the elevator and 
walked to the cars together.

She was about to start her car when Perry tapped 
on her side window. “Have you heard about Arnie? Is 
he out of the hospital yet?”

“He gets out today. Bud is going to pick him up 
since we had the depositions.”

Perry winked at her. “Let me know if he needs 
anything.”

Mildred smiled. “I’ll tell him. See you later 
tonight.”

“Shouldn’t be busy, so if you need to help him, 
don’t worry about it.” Perry clicked his key fob and 
his car unlocked and started. “Darn tootin’.”



Cover&
Layout

www.co
verandlayout.c

om

© To
ni K

ief

5Toni Kief

Bud Moses was called to the front window. “Excuse 
me. I’m here to pick up Arnie Arneson. He’s supposed 
to be discharged today.”

The clerked clicked a keyboard. “Yes, sir, he is 
on his way down to the front lobby. He told them 
someone was already here.”

Bud Moses rushed to the main lobby and arrived 
just as the nurse wheeled Arnie from the adjacent 
elevator. “Hey, Arneson, about time you stopped 
lying around and got back to work.”

Arnie laughed. The hospital had kept him a 
couple of extra days after his emergency gallbladder 
surgery. The nurse waited while Bud went for the car. 
She helped load Arnie into the passenger seat and 
put a bag with his personal belongings on his lap.

“Thank you; I appreciate everything your team 
has done for me.” Arnie pulled the door closed. “Now, 
all the nicety is done. I’ll be glad to get home to my 
own bed, and back to work. I didn’t expect the boss 
to be my chauffeur. Where’s Mildred?”

Bud answered, “As you know, Belinda is out with 
the new babies, and we are short-handed. With your 
surgery, we are all pulling double duty.”

– 2 –
Going Home
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6 Mildred Raising the Ante

Bud started the car to exit the busy parking lot. 
They rode quietly when Arnie noticed that they were 
going to the Ivory Winds Casino.

“So, you’re taking me in for a shift already? I’d 
like to get a clean uniform.”

“No change necessary. If you are in the surveillance 
room, you don’t need a uniform. Aw hell, the nurse 
said you can walk. We’ll put you on patrol.” Bud kept 
staring at the road and didn’t see Arnie nod his head 
in agreement.

Arnie thought only for a moment before he 
responded. “I could do a short shift if you need me.”

Bud wasn’t sure if Arnie was calling his bluff but 
remembered how he refused to take time off with 
the recent death of his father. “No, you don’t, big 
talker. The doctor said a couple of weeks off. I need 
to pick something up on the way to your place. Then 
you officially remain on sick leave. There are more 
interviews lined up, and we have an ad running for 
security. Even if you were there, we need more help 
with the expansion of the casino.”

“Question: if you find new security officers, won’t 
you have to train them?” asked Arnie.

“Oh, please, your job isn’t that hard. We might 
just bring in a couple of dogs.” Bud pulled into the 
front circle drive. Chef Mike from the buffet was 
standing at the curb. They stopped and within 
minutes, several carry-out boxes filled the car with 
enticing aromas. “Sorry, I didn’t want you to starve 
to death during recovery.”

Arnie rode along toward home. As happy as he was 
to be out of the hospital, exertion was exhausting. It 
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was only minutes when they pulled into the driveway. 
Bud had to wake Arnie to walk him into the house 
and then helped him sit down in the living room. 
Bud ran back out to the car for the boxes of food.

Arnie sat quietly, still waking up when he noticed 
a huge white cat had jumped into the chair next to 
his. It took a moment for it to register. “What the hell! 
Popcorn, what are you doing here?” He immediately 
scanned the room. “Mildred, Mildred Petrie, are you 
in my house?” There was no answer, a black kitten 
joined the first cat and then climbed onto Arnie’s 
lap. “Louie, is your momma here?” He continued to 
search the room.

A voice came from the kitchen. “Hold it down out 
there. We don’t want to bother the neighbors.”

“Mildred, my Bunny, you are here!” She walked 
into the living room with a soup ladle in her hand. 
Arnie struggled to stand, as she walked a few steps 
and he wrapped her in his arms. “I miss hugging you.”

Mildred pulled away gently. “Settle down; you 
just had surgery. I don’t know where I can touch and 
not cause any additional damage.”

“I’d tell you if there is anything, but it was just a 
simple incision.” He started to pull up his shirt.

“STOP! Can’t you two restrain yourselves while 
company is here?” Bud stood in the doorway and 
visibly shuddered. “I can smell you’ve been cooking. 
I picked up some dinners to help keep him alive. I 
need to get that lazy piker back to work.” Bud set the 
boxes on the coffee table.

“Thanks, Bud, that’s so thoughtful.” Mildred 
smiled and accepted the boxes.
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8 Mildred Raising the Ante

Bud looked at Arnie and continued, “I’ve got to 
get back. I’m leaving him in your very capable hands, 
Mildred. We have you covered for tonight, so don’t 
worry. Please don’t break him.”

Mildred led Arnie back to the chair and moved 
the cat. Once he was seated, the kitten jumped back 
onto his lap. Bud waved goodbye and walked out the 
door.

Mildred could see the questions on Arnie’s face as 
he turned toward her. “You have no idea how happy I 
am to see you.”

“I’m glad to see you too. Are you hungry?” Mildred 
smiled and started back to the kitchen.

“No, my Cinnamon Bun, I just want to look at you 
and talk to you.” Arnie relaxed back into the recliner 
as Mildred went over to the adjacent chair and sat 
down.

“You scared the heck out of me, Arnie Arneson. I 
saw the video, and you were just fine, grabbed your 
chest, and dropped to the floor. Thank goodness 
Robin noticed and called for help.” Mildred wiped a 
tear from her eye. “We all thought you had a heart 
attack. I don’t know if I can forgive you yet.”

“Scared me, too. I didn’t know that your 
gallbladder would act like that. But I’m back on my 
feet now.”

“I’m not blind; you are only tentatively on your 
feet. Luckily everything is turning out alright.” 
Mildred paused. “It is, isn’t it?”

“I’ve got to take it easy for a little while, but I’ll 
be back to work in a few days.” Arnie nodded. “Now 
what kind of soup do I smell? I could eat.”
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“Chicken vegetable, and homemade cornbread 
from a box.” Mildred stood. “And don’t you think for 
a moment that I won’t check the computer for your 
recovery time.”

“Perfect. Oh, have I mentioned that I love you, 
but especially with soup?” Arnie laid his head back, 
and it was obvious that he was exhausted.

Next time he opened his eyes, there were two 
TV trays next to him with food and a stemmed wine 
glass. Mildred was watching television even though 
the sound was muted. “Oh, I’m sorry; I didn’t mean 
to doze off.”

Mildred smiled. “Don’t worry about it; you were 
only out a couple of minutes. The soup should still be 
hot.” She unmuted the sound, and they contentedly 
watched the news and then reruns of The Big Bang 
Theory.

Arnie ate everything but resisted second helpings. 
He picked up the stemmed glass and toasted toward 
Mildred; she tapped his glass with hers. They both 
sipped, and then he coughed, causing a slight spill. 
“What the hell is that?”

Mildred sipped her glass and looked at him. 
“Apple juice. Do you really think I would give you 
alcohol the day you get out of the hospital? We’ve 
only been a couple for a few months, and I’m too old 
to bury another man. I truly don’t want you to die.” 
She set down her glass and winked. “Yet.”

Arnie faked a pouty face. “You have apple juice, 
too?”

“Are you kidding? I have all of my internal organs 
and a box of Chablis,” said Mildred as she took 
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10 Mildred Raising the Ante

another sip. “I don’t have to work tonight, so let me 
know when you want to go to bed.

Arnie took a sip and leaned back. “I’m doing 
alright, but I could lie down.”

Mildred helped him up, but he was able to go 
slowly up the stairs on his own. She helped him 
undress and hook up his CPAP machine. He turned 
on the television, and she started relaying the story 
of the depositions and the plea agreement. He was 
asleep early into the details. Leaving the television 
running, Mildred went back downstairs to clean 
the kitchen, feed the cats and dip the litter box. It 
was nearly an hour later when she carried the cat 
bed to Arnie’s bedroom. He was deeply asleep, and 
she undressed in the bathroom and slipped on her 
newest flannel nightgown. Mildred gathered the 
remote control from where he had dropped it on the 
floor. After sliding into bed, she turned the volume 
down and picked up her book from the nightstand.

Arnie rolled to face Mildred. “I remember when 
you came to the hospital, and you agreed to marry 
me.”

“You were drugged up. Maybe that didn’t 
happen.” Mildred leaned over and kissed him gently.

Arnie smiled. “Maybe it did happen. I’m holding 
you to your promises.”

“This is a dream. Go back to sleep. We’ll talk 
later.” Mildred flicked off the television and pulled 
the blanket over her shoulders. “Good night, my dear 
man.”




