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People always ask the same questions when they find out you were a cop.
“Was it exciting?”
“Did you ever have to shoot somebody?”
Sometimes, sure.
And no — not the way they imagine.
But mostly the job was exhausting. Confusing. Funny in the darkest way possible. And nothing like television.
What they never ask is what it costs to carry other people’s worst days around in your body for decades. Or what happens after the sirens shut off and the uniform comes off—but your nervous system never gets the memo.
I didn’t grow up wanting to be a police officer. I didn’t dream of badges or authority or telling people to put their hands where I could see them. For a long time, I didn’t even think I was capable of being one. I thought cops were finished products—disciplined, fearless, emotionally bulletproof.
That belief didn’t survive reality.
I became a cop because of a funeral.
A room full of uniforms.
A city that slowed itself to a stop.
A mother receiving a folded flag she never wanted.
That was the moment something shifted. Not loudly. Not dramatically. Just enough that I couldn’t unsee what the job actually was—or what it asked of the people who did it right.
Over the years, I worked patrol.
I worked investigations.
I served as a School Resource Officer.
I trained officers and stood in front of classrooms explaining things no one is ever fully ready for.
I testified in court.
I wrote reports that mattered.
I stood between people and the worst days of their lives.
Somewhere around that time—and somewhere along the way—I learned something else.
Cops develop a sixth sense. Anyone who’s done the job long enough will tell you that. You feel when something’s off. You read rooms without thinking. You notice the silence before it breaks.
But mine felt… different.
Sharper. Louder. More insistent.
I picked up on things I couldn’t always explain. Sometimes it helped me. Sometimes it unsettled me. Sometimes it followed me home. I didn’t ask for it, and I didn’t advertise it. It wasn’t the point of the job—but it became part of how I moved through it.
This book isn’t a highlight reel. It’s not a war story. It’s not a takedown of policing, and it’s not a love letter either.
It’s a collection of moments that mattered.
The funny calls you repeat at dinner parties because laughter makes them lighter.
The heavy ones you don’t talk about because you’re still carrying them.
The politics, the gossip, the mixed tea that travels faster than patrol cars.
The moments when you realize the job is changing you—and you’re not sure if that’s a good thing.
I also missed things.
Ignored warning signs.
Waited far too long to help myself.
This isn’t a full autobiography. It’s a reckoning.
With who I was.
With who the job asked me to become.
With what I carried home—and what never left.
If you’re expecting a clean story with heroes and villains neatly labeled, this isn’t that book. If you’re looking for honesty—sometimes uncomfortable, sometimes funny, sometimes heavy—you’re in the right place.
And if you find yourself laughing one minute and sitting quietly the next, wondering why a certain scene hit a little too close to home?
That’s the job.
That’s the cost.
And that’s why this story matters.
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I wrote this book because I got tired of people asking me if being a cop was exciting.
Yes.
 Sometimes.
But mostly, it was exhausting, confusing, hilarious, heartbreaking — and nothing like television.
I wanted people to understand what policing actually looked like for a woman in the 1990s. Not the scripted version. Not the headlines. And definitely not the one where everyone follows policy perfectly and wraps things up in forty-five minutes.
This is the real version.
The one where you’re constantly proving yourself in a profession that wasn’t built with women in mind. Where you learn quickly how to take a joke, dish one back, and still do the work. Where you answer ridiculous calls at two in the morning, deal with characters you couldn’t make up if you tried, and collect more “mixed tea” than a small-town diner.
If you can’t laugh in this job, you won’t survive it — so I included the funny parts.
But I also wrote the parts that don’t get shared very often.
The calls that linger.
 The moments that follow you home.
 The weight that builds quietly over years until you don’t realize how heavy it’s become.
This isn’t a full autobiography. It’s a collection of moments that mattered — the ones that shaped me, changed me, and stayed long after the radio went silent.
Some of the stories in this book involve violence, trauma, and loss. Details have been altered where necessary to protect privacy, but the experiences themselves are real. The emotions are real. The impact is real.
I also finally tell the truth about something I never asked for.
The moments when the paranormal intersected with the badge. The things I sensed, felt, and experienced while doing a job that already asked more than most people ever see. I don’t explain them. I don’t try to convince anyone. I simply tell them the same way I tell everything else — straight.
Most of all, this book belongs to my family.
To my children — Courtney, Barry, and Teghan — thank you for loving me through missed dinners, late nights, exhaustion, and the emotional weight I didn’t always know how to set down when I walked through the door. Like a lot of cops, I put the community first more times than I should have. Thank you for forgiving me, supporting me, and standing by me anyway.
This book is for anyone who has ever worn the badge, loved someone who did, or wondered what really happens after the sirens shut off.
And if you find yourself laughing one minute and uncomfortable the next —
good.
That means I told the truth.
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Graduating from the academy doesn’t mean you’re ready.
It just means you’ve earned the right to be trained for real.
That realization hit the moment I slid into the passenger seat of a patrol car as a full-time officer.
The academy had been controlled. Predictable. Even the chaos had boundaries.
The street didn’t.
This was Field Training. Everything mattered now. Every word. Every pause. Every decision. There were no do-overs, no practice runs, and no time to decide whether I felt prepared.
From the passenger seat, I noticed everything.
The way the radio crackled without warning. The way the uniform felt heavier than it had that morning. The way the badge on my chest wasn’t symbolic anymore.
It was operational.
Same Building, Different Badges
Before the street fully hardened me, the building did.
City police and the Sheriff’s Office worked out of the same building, and you could feel that immediately. Same hallways. Same doors. Same worn floors.
Different cultures.
Different uniforms moved differently through the space. Different radios crackled with different tones. Different badges carried different weight — even when no one said it out loud.
No one explained it to you. You were expected to learn by watching.
Some officers walked the halls like the building belonged to them. Others moved more carefully, scanning rooms, reading faces, knowing exactly who was watching. Authority wasn’t written on the walls. It lived in posture, history, and who people deferred to without thinking.
Their way of policing was different than ours.
Not wrong — just different.
The Sheriff’s Office worked the county, and their approach reflected that. Longer histories with families. More familiarity. A different pace. Their authority felt rooted in tradition and territory in a way city policing wasn’t.
We worked calls tighter. More structured. More reactive. City policing required quicker decisions, faster movement, and constant adjustment. Our world changed block by block.
Same laws.
Different priorities.
Different rhythms.
Sharing a building made those differences impossible to ignore.
As a rookie, I noticed everything.
As a woman, I noticed even more.
Not because I was intimidated — but because I knew better than to be oblivious. This wasn’t open hostility. It was subtler than that. A constant measuring. A quiet assessment of whether you knew where you stood.
I learned early that volume didn’t earn respect.
Consistency did.
How you showed up.
How you spoke.
How you handled yourself when no one was correcting you.
The academy never taught us this.
But the building did.
And then there was downstairs.
Our detective offices were located below the main floor. The first time I went down there, my body reacted before my brain could catch up. A sudden sickness in my stomach. Not fear I could name. Not anxiety I could explain. Just a deep physical discomfort that made me want to leave immediately.
I told myself it was nothing.
Old buildings feel strange sometimes. Bad lighting plays tricks. Stress does weird things to the body. Policing teaches you how to rationalize discomfort and keep moving.
But the feeling never went away.
Sometimes, out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw movement — dark shapes slipping just beyond my line of sight. When I turned fully, there was nothing there.
I dismissed it.
My eyes playing tricks.
My mind filling in gaps.
Still, every time I had to go downstairs, my stomach flipped. I moved faster. I wanted to get in and out as quickly as possible.
Years later, when the city finally built its own police department and we moved out of that building, I felt relief.
At the time, I didn’t understand why.
Rolling Out
The radio crackled.
“106, Dispatch.”
My call sign.
For a split second, I didn’t answer.
It wasn’t defiance. It wasn’t confusion. It was nerves — the kind that lock your throat before your brain can catch up. Everything in me went quiet at once, like my body was bracing for impact.
My FTO glanced over.
“You gonna answer that?”
The question wasn’t harsh. It didn’t need to be.
I keyed the mic, hoping my voice didn’t give me away.
“106.”
“Reported theft at Walmart.”
That was it. No drama. No urgency. Just a sentence.
Inside my head, everything collided at once.
Okay. Theft. Walmart. Simple.
What if it’s not simple?
What if I miss something?
What if I say the wrong thing?
From the passenger seat, there was nowhere to hide.
I wasn’t distracted by driving. I wasn’t focused on lights or speed. I had nothing to do but think — and that somehow made it worse.
We rolled out, lights off, radio alive. The car felt smaller. The silence louder.
I wasn’t scared of Walmart.
I was scared of being watched.
My FTO
My Field Training Officer was old-school. By-the-book. Ethical to his core. The kind of cop who did things right even when no one was watching — especially then.
He didn’t yell. He didn’t posture. He didn’t need to.
Silence did most of the work for him — the kind of silence that felt like a disappointed father who never had to raise his voice because you already knew you’d messed up.
He was hard on me. He scared me. He corrected me constantly. But he never made it about me being a woman.
That mattered.
One of the first lessons he drilled into me was radar enforcement.
No hiding.
No bushes.
No sneaking around corners.
This offended me deeply.
I was a rookie. I wanted action. I wanted arrests. I wanted to feel like a cop. Sitting in plain sight felt like cheating.
“Just the presence of a patrol car slows traffic,” he told me. “If they don’t see you, that’s their problem.”
He wasn’t flashy.
He was principled.
And he expected the same from me.
He also had sayings.
If you exaggerated anything:
“Oh really?”
If something went sideways:
“Well… that’s sporty.”
You never knew what sporty meant — minor inconvenience or career-ending mistake — and that uncertainty alone kept you sharp.
At the end of every shift, without fail, he asked the same question.
“So,” he’d say, staring straight ahead,
“how do you think you did?”
I hated that question.
If I said I did well, I worried I sounded cocky.
If I said I did terrible, I worried he’d agree.
Most nights, I landed on:
“I think I learned a lot.”
Which was true.
And also completely useless.
Earning the Driver’s Seat
During the first stretch of Field Training, I stayed planted in the passenger seat — watching, listening, learning when to speak and when to shut up.
Then, without ceremony, that changed.
About two weeks in, my FTO handed me the keys.
No speech.
No announcement.
Just a quiet transfer of responsibility that said more than words ever could.
“You’re driving,” he said.
That was it.
From that point on, every decision felt heavier. Speed. Distance. When to react and when to wait. The street wasn’t something happening around me anymore.
I was responsible for how we moved through it.
The trust was conditional — I knew that. One bad decision and I’d be back in the passenger seat without discussion.
But for the first time, I wasn’t just observing the job.
I was doing it.
The Cat
Night patrol had a way of stretching time.
We were patrolling a car lot that had been hit by a string of break-ins. Quiet. Too quiet.
Then something launched itself onto the hood of the patrol car.
I screamed.
Not a controlled scream.
Not a tactical scream.
A full-volume, soul-leaving-my-body scream.
A cat sat on the hood, staring at me like I’d interrupted its patrol.
My FTO slowly turned his head.
“Well,” he said calmly,
“that was sporty.”
I wanted to crawl under the seat and die.
Bill Blue
The radio crackled again.
“106, Dispatch.”
“Report of a 10-96 subject walking up and down North 2nd East, yelling at himself.”
My stomach dropped.
10-96.
I knew it wasn’t good. I just couldn’t remember exactly what it meant.
I didn’t want to grab my cheat sheet. Too embarrassed. Too afraid to confirm what I already suspected.
All I knew was this:
A man yelling at himself in public is rarely calm.
Adrenaline hit fast.
Tunnel vision.
I flipped on the lights and slammed the gas like a bat out of hell, spinning the patrol car around so hard the tires squealed.
“What are you doing?” my FTO snapped.
“It’s midnight. There’s no traffic. Turn them off.”
I shut them down instantly.
Then he added, quieter,
“Breathe. If you don’t, you’ll lose control.”
I did.
Not perfectly. But enough.
When we arrived, he nodded toward a man pacing the sidewalk.
“That’s Bill.”
Every department has one.
Bill Blue hated authority — and especially women in uniform. The moment he saw me, he lost it. He lunged, screamed, dared me to engage.
A corporal stepped in front of me without hesitation, blocking him again and again.
I froze.
But I trusted this much: if it went to the ground, I was ready.
Bill never reached me.
But he did earn himself a ride to jail.
Or so I thought.
Medical Clearance
The jail commander said Bill had to be medically cleared before booking.
Medical clearance meant he had to be evaluated to make sure he wasn’t injured, overdosing, or in medical distress.
On paper, it made sense.
In reality, it meant hours at the hospital.
Fluorescent lights. Bill spiraling. Pacing. Yelling. Eventually, a shot to calm him down.
Only then could we move forward.
Back then, it felt like everyone needed to be medically cleared. From my perspective, it felt like punishment — the silent tax of doing your job.
You make the arrest.
You do the paperwork.
Then you wait.
☕️ The Tea
Field Training teaches you more than procedures.
It teaches you how to listen — not just to your FTO or the radio, but to your instincts. To the small signals your body sends before your brain can explain them.
Some lessons are loud.
A bad call. A correction you don’t forget.
Others are quieter.
A building that never feels right.
A question you can’t answer.
The job trains your hands and your mind.
But it also trains your nervous system.
And if you don’t learn how to listen to it —
it will find its own way to speak
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Scene 1: The Funeral (The Hook)
The city shut down for her funeral.
I didn’t know that could happen—not really—until I watched it unfold in front of me in a small town in Tennessee.
Different patrol cars lined the streets, parked nose to tail. Some were city cars. Some belonged to sheriff’s offices. Others came from departments I didn’t recognize at all. Each one told its own story just by being there. Julie hadn’t only belonged to one place.
She had belonged to all of them.
Rows of officers stood shoulder to shoulder in formation. Their uniforms weren’t all the same—different cuts, different patches—but they moved as one. White gloves covered their hands. Black mourning bands stretched across their badges, dulling the shine, marking the reason they had gathered without anyone needing to explain it.
No radios crackled.
No engines ran.
No one rushed.
Everything moved with restrained precision, like the entire town had agreed to slow its breathing.
I stood there trying to understand how one life could pull an entire place to a stop.
Before that day, funerals had been private to me—family, friends, grief contained inside small rooms. This was different. This was public. Structured. Heavy with meaning I didn’t yet understand.
I didn’t know what it meant to belong to something that showed up like this.
I only knew that Julie had.
And standing there, surrounded by uniforms, patrol cars, white gloves, and black-banded badges, I felt the first undeniable pull of a world I hadn’t entered yet.
Before the badge.
Before the academy.
Before I understood what that pull would eventually cost—
There was Julie.
Scene 2: Julie Alive
When I went to visit Julie, there were no uniforms in sight.
No patrol cars.
No radios.
No badges catching light.
She was just Julie.
She was married then, settled into a life that looked steady from the outside. Her house felt lived in—the kind of place where toys ended up in corners and conversations carried on over noise instead of silence. Her young boy followed her everywhere, drifting in and out of rooms like he belonged there—because he did. He meant everything to her. I could see it in the way she watched him without hovering, without anxiety. Just present. Protective in a quiet, instinctive way.
Julie carried herself the same way everywhere—grounded, observant, comfortable in her skin.
We talked easily during those visits. Nothing urgent. Nothing heavy. Just conversation that flowed the way it does when you assume you have time.
At some point, I asked her about becoming a cop.
I wasn’t committed yet. I was circling the idea, trying it on in conversation before admitting it to myself.
“What’s it really like?” I asked.
Julie didn’t answer right away.
She wasn’t dramatic. She didn’t glorify the job or tear it down. She just told the truth—which I would later learn was one of the hardest things a cop can do.
She told me policing wasn’t everything people thought it was, especially for women. That the academy was tough, but the culture could be tougher. That there were people you could trust and people you absolutely could not.
She told me rumors spread fast.
That relationships formed under pressure and broke just as quickly.
That people watched you closely—especially when you didn’t look like them.
She didn’t say any of it to scare me.
She said it so I wouldn’t walk in blind.
“You’ll need to pay attention,” she told me. “To people. To patterns. To yourself.”
She spoke about the job the same way she spoke about everything else—calmly, without exaggeration, without bitterness.
Watching her, I could tell she carried policing differently. It didn’t consume her. It didn’t define her. It was something she did, not something she became.
At the time, I didn’t understand how rare that was.
I didn’t yet know how much weight the job could add. How quietly it could pile on. How hard it could be to set down once you picked it up.
I only knew that when Julie spoke, I listened.
She made the job sound possible—without ever pretending it was easy.
And that stayed with me.
Scene 3: The Call
I don’t remember who called me.
That part is gone—blurred by shock and time—but I remember exactly what was said.
There had been a car crash.
Julie and her son were involved.
Julie was in the hospital.
I needed to get to Tennessee as fast as I could.
My body reacted before my mind could catch up. I froze where I was standing. Tears streamed down my face as panic surged in all at once.
I was seven months pregnant.
That thought cut through everything. I pressed my hand against my stomach, telling myself I had to calm down. That I had to breathe. That whatever was happening to Julie, I couldn’t let my body spiral.
It didn’t listen.
The drive to Tennessee felt endless.
My husband at the time and I barely spoke. The silence was heavy, broken only by the same question circling in my head.
“She’s not going to die… is she?”
I didn’t believe it could happen. Not really.
When I arrived at the hospital, I was told that her son was unharmed.
That mattered.
Knowing he was okay gave me something solid to hold onto in the middle of everything else spinning out of control.
I learned what had happened to Julie in fragments. During the crash, the seatbelt had caught her high—near her neck. The force had cut off circulation to her brain.
I was told the next seventy-two hours would be critical.
Seventy-two hours sounded like hope.
I clung to it.
I saw Julie sitting with her mother. She took a sip of water—just a sip—and relief flooded me.
She’s going to live, I thought.
I went in and talked to her, my voice light, full of plans that suddenly felt safe to say out loud.
“I can’t wait until we can go shopping together.”
Julie shook her head.
Slowly. Deliberately.
The next day, I was told that Julie had passed away from her injuries.
I cried. I shook. Disbelief wrapped itself around me so tightly it was hard to breathe.
Grief didn’t care that I was pregnant.
It came anyway.
Scene 4: Honor Guard Volley, Taps, and the Flag
I stood there surrounded by uniforms, white gloves, and black-banded badges, trying to stay steady inside a silence that felt too controlled to last.
Then the stillness broke.
The honor guard volley came without warning.
The first crack split the air and my whole body jumped. My shoulders jerked. My breath caught hard in my chest. Each shot landed like a physical blow, echoing inside me long after the sound faded.
I knew what it was.
My body didn’t care.
Then the bugle began.
Taps.
Thin. Exposed. Each note hanging in the air like it might shatter.
I stood there pregnant and shaking as something inside me quietly unraveled.
When the last note faded, they began folding the flag.
White gloves moved with exact precision. Triangle by triangle. The fabric snapping softly as it was tightened and folded again.
With each fold, the flag grew smaller.
And heavier.
When it was finished, one officer knelt in front of Julie’s mother and held it out.
Her hands were shaking.
That’s what I remember most.
She took the flag like it weighed more than fabric and memory combined.
Something shifted inside me then.
Not all at once.
Just enough.
Scene 5: After the Call
When the ceremony ended, people began offering condolences.
Faces blurred. Words repeated.
Then one woman stopped in front of me.
“Julie saved my life,” she said.
She told me Julie arrested her for drugs. That arrest changed her life. Julie didn’t just arrest her—she talked to her like a real person.
I broke.
My anxiety surged. My heart raced. I felt my baby move.
It was time to leave.
I stepped away, one hand pressed to my stomach, trying to calm both of us.
Death and life collided in the same space.
I got into the car and sat there before starting it.
Something had shifted.
I didn’t know what it meant yet.
But I knew the call had reached me too.
The Tea
Here’s the tea they don’t tell you yet:
Some calls don’t come over the radio.
Some arrive quietly—through loss, through watching how someone lived, through seeing the cost handed to a mother in white gloves.
And sometimes, long before you ever pin on a badge, the job has already found you.
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People assume that anyone who becomes a police officer grew up wanting to be one.
That we were rule-following kids.
Authority-respecting.
The kind who dreamed of badges, sirens, and telling people to put their hands where we could see them.
That was not me.
I spent most of my teenage years believing cops were perfect. They didn’t screw up. They didn’t make dumb decisions. They didn’t act on impulse, emotion, or heartbreak.
And because of that, I was convinced I could never be one.
At seventeen, my biggest concern wasn’t a career.
It was getting into a bar.
The drinking age was nineteen, and I was two years short but wildly overconfident in my ability to beat the system. So I altered my driver’s license and admired my work like I was some kind of criminal mastermind.
I thought I did a damn good job.
The bouncers disagreed.
They took one look at my “license,” sighed deeply — the kind of sigh that says you are not even close to the dumbest person I’ve seen tonight — and confiscated it.
Busted.
Then they called the police.
Ironically, the cops weren’t what scared me.
Calling my mother was.
She didn’t even show up in person. Instead, she called the officers, layered disappointment thick enough to choke on, and somehow convinced them to write me a ticket instead of arresting me.
Crisis avoided.
Briefly.
Because not long after that, I got pulled over for speeding. The officer wrote me a ticket, and I was already irritated and embarrassed — a dangerous emotional cocktail for a seventeen-year-old.
So when he walked back to his patrol car, I did what any mature, reflective teenager would do.
I peeled out.
About a block later, the same officer pulled me over again.
Laughing.
He wrote me a second ticket and suggested I might want to rethink my decision-making skills.
Roughly two hundred dollars later, I drove away slowly, quietly, and significantly less confident.
Those weren’t my only memorable interactions with law enforcement.
I ran from a military police officer when I was sixteen.
And once — devastated over the breakup with the teenage “love of my life” — I sat in the middle of the street and refused to move until the cops came.
Yes.
That was me.
So no — law enforcement was not a childhood dream. If there had been a list of people who should never be cops, teenage me would’ve been somewhere near the top.
By my early twenties, life looked more responsible on the surface.
I was working at a bank. Clean clothes. Name badge. Balanced drawers. The kind of job where the biggest emergencies involved overdraft fees and angry customers demanding to speak to a manager.
Around that time, there was a string of bank robberies happening in the area.
Nothing dramatic — just enough to make everyone nervous.
I was scared.
Every time the front door opened too fast or someone lingered at the counter longer than necessary, my stomach tightened. I hated that feeling — the waiting, the not knowing.
So when the bank hired deputies as security, I felt immediate relief.
Uniformed. Armed. Calm.
They stood near the entrance with radios clipped to their shoulders, scanning the room without looking frantic. Every time their radio crackled, my head snapped up.
Sometimes I caught myself staring.
Listening too closely.
One of the deputies noticed.
“You okay?” he asked once, half-smiling.
“Yeah,” I said quickly. “Sorry.”
But the truth was, I wasn’t just distracted.
I was comparing.
I was scared — and they didn’t seem to be. And that fed the belief I already carried: cops don’t get scared. People like me did. Civilians did. People who needed someone else standing between them and danger did.
One of the deputies and I became friends. We talked during slow moments — about the job, about how policing wasn’t anything like television made it look.
I didn’t say it out loud, but something inside me was shifting.
Even behind the bank counter, my attention kept drifting toward the door.
Toward the radio.
When Julie was alive, she let me do ride-alongs when I visited her in Tennessee.
Not official ones — just enough to sit in the passenger seat and forget that’s all I was supposed to be doing.
She was married then and had a young son she adored. Policing was part of her life, but it didn’t define her. She laughed easily. She carried herself with confidence without arrogance.
I asked her questions constantly.
About the academy.
About being a woman in uniform.
About who you could trust — and who you couldn’t.
She didn’t sugarcoat it.
She told me the academy was tough. That rumors spread fast. That relationships formed and broke apart just as quickly. That being a female officer meant learning when to laugh things off and when to draw hard lines.
On patrol, I watched her work.
Sometimes she let me get out of the car with her, which felt like a huge deal. I’d stand there pretending I belonged — feet apart, arms crossed, face serious — like I was her partner instead of her ride-along.
I’d learned that stance from watching cops on TV. COPS was one of my favorite shows, so I felt pretty confident I was doing it correctly.
Feet planted.
Arms crossed.
Serious face.
I was absolutely nailing it.
Julie would give me that look.
The one that said, What exactly do you think you’re doing?
But she always smiled after.
The calls themselves surprised me. They weren’t dramatic. They were human. Messy. Sometimes ridiculous. People calling because they didn’t know who else to call.
And Julie handled all of it the same way — talking to people, not at them.
Between calls, we talked about life, about the job, about how fear didn’t disappear — you just learned how to function while carrying it.
I remember thinking, I could never do this.
And then quietly thinking, But maybe I could.
I didn’t decide anything right away.
The idea just lingered.
It showed up at inconvenient times — counting cash at the bank, smiling at customers, replaying moments from the ride-alongs in my head.
I shut the thought down every time.
I didn’t feel disciplined enough. Put together enough. Clean enough.
Cops were steady.
I wasn’t convinced I was.
But something had shifted. Standing still didn’t feel right anymore.
So I looked for a way to step closer without stepping all the way in.
Volunteers on Patrol.
I told myself it wasn’t a commitment.
But you don’t take steps toward something unless some part of you already wants to arrive there.
☕️ The Tea
Before the badge comes curiosity.
Before courage comes doubt.
And before you decide who you’re going to be, you usually stand close enough to see if it feels like home.
Sometimes fear isn’t a warning.
Sometimes it’s an invitation.
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Before anything official happened, my life shifted again.
My ex was military, and when he got stationed at a base in Idaho, we packed up and moved. New state. New town. New everything. I found another job at a bank — different building, same routine. Clean clothes. Name badge. Counting money. Smiling on cue.
From the outside, it looked like I was settling into adult life.
Inside, I felt untethered.
I didn’t know anyone. I didn’t know the town. And I didn’t know what I was supposed to be doing with myself beyond showing up to work and pretending I had it all figured out.
That’s when I found Volunteers on Patrol.
It sounded harmless enough. Safe. Responsible. The kind of thing you tell people about and they nod approvingly. Community involvement. Helping out. No real danger.
At least, that’s what I told myself.
In reality, it felt like a loophole — a way to get closer to law enforcement without having to admit I wanted it. A way to see the inside of the job without committing to it.
The group wasn’t what I expected.
Most of the volunteers were retirees. Grandparents. People who had already lived full lives and now wanted to feel useful again. And then there was me — the youngest by far, observant, eager, pretending I wasn’t trying too hard.
We weren’t cops.
We didn’t carry guns.
We didn’t make arrests.
We didn’t chase anyone.
We were the eyes and ears of the department.
We helped with community events, directed traffic during parades and festivals, reported suspicious activity, and paid attention to things most people ignored. We existed to notice.
We had a patrol car — sort of.
No lights at first. No siren. Just a regular vehicle with a large magnetic sign slapped on the side that read VOLUNTEERS ON PATROL, which made us about as subtle as a billboard.
Eventually, they added amber-colored lights on top.
Not red and blue. Nothing that suggested authority. Just enough to be seen without pretending to be something we weren’t.
At first, we didn’t even have radios.
We used our phones to call in what we saw — suspicious activity, abandoned vehicles, anything that felt off. It wasn’t glamorous, but it mattered. It made me feel connected, like I was part of the system instead of standing outside it.
Then we got our first real radio.
And suddenly, everything felt different.
I learned how to listen before I spoke. How to wait. How to give clear information without rambling. I learned that silence on the radio didn’t mean nothing was happening — it usually meant something was unfolding somewhere else.
I thought I was blending in.
Showing up. Doing the work. Keeping my head down.
But someone noticed me.
He was the officer in charge of the volunteer group.
Not loud. Not flashy. Just steady. The kind of cop who didn’t need to prove anything. He treated volunteers like adults — not like mascots or babysitting projects.
I wanted his approval more than I cared to admit.
One day, after a shift, he pulled me aside.
“Have you ever thought about becoming a reserve officer?” he asked.
I laughed.
Me?
The girl who forged a license.
Ran from the police.
Sat in the middle of the road during a breakup.
“I don’t think I’m cut out for that,” I said quickly.
He didn’t argue.
“You’d be surprised,” he said.
That was it.
No speech. No pressure.
Just an idea placed carefully in my hands.
A few days later, I finally asked him what a reserve officer actually was.
“A reserve officer is a sworn officer,” he explained. “Same oath. Same responsibility. You just volunteer your time instead of being paid.”
I stared at him.
“So you carry a gun?”
“Yes.”
“And you can arrest people?”
“Yes.”
That didn’t sound harmless at all.
He told me about the oral board. The background check. The PT test. The academy — nights and weekends on top of whatever job I already had.
“You don’t have to decide today,” he said. “But not applying because you’re scared is different than deciding it’s not for you.”
That one landed.
A few days later, I turned in the application.
The oral board came fast.
Three officers. Blank faces. Clipboards.
Then the question.
“What would you do if you were in a bar and your partner was jumped by a group of people?”
I froze.
“I’m not sure what answer you’re looking for,” I said finally, “but I wouldn’t run. I’d jump in. I’d be getting my ass whooped right there with my partner.”
Silence.
“Huh,” one of them said.
I left convinced I’d blown it.
Then the call came.
I passed.
I celebrated for about ten seconds.
And then panic set in.
I had a PT test to pass — right when standards changed to the same test for men and women. Equal standards.
Fair enough.
Also terrifying.
I trained. Badly at first. Slowly. Awkwardly. Discovering muscles I didn’t know existed.
Somehow, I passed.
Then came the reserve academy.
Nights.
Weekends.
Two lives running side by side.
Uniforms perfect. Shoes polished. Creases sharp. Everyone looking squared away — including me, at least on the outside.
Inside, I was still wondering how I’d ended up there.
Graduation came faster than I expected.
They called my name once.
I stepped forward and accepted my graduation certificate.
Not a certification.
Not a badge of authority.
Just proof I’d completed the academy.
To be certified, I’d still need Field Training. Real street work. Evaluation. Then an application for certification.
But standing there, holding that certificate, I knew something important had shifted.
I had started.
I was a reserve officer now — riding with full-time officers, living in the in-between.
Some officers let me drive. Let me talk. Let me act under their watchful eye.
Others wanted me quiet. In the passenger seat. Observing.
I learned from both.
Most of the work happened between the sirens.
Long stretches of driving. Watching neighborhoods breathe. Talking about nothing and everything.
I learned how much information lived in the ordinary — a car where it didn’t belong, a door left open that was always closed, a tension you couldn’t explain but couldn’t ignore either.
The calls rarely looked like television.
Neighbor disputes. Welfare checks. Situations where nothing was technically wrong, but something was off.
Sometimes I spoke.
Sometimes I watched.
Either way, I learned that authority didn’t come from volume or force.
It came from calm.
From listening.
From explaining instead of ordering.
There were calls that ended quietly — no reports, no arrests, no headlines.
But those were the ones that stayed with me.
The relief on someone’s face when patrol arrived.
The tension that dissolved instead of exploding.
Those were the calls that made me stay.
Even from the passenger seat, I felt it.
This mattered.
I didn’t need to be full time yet to know that.
☕️ The Tea
Sometimes you learn the job before you’re allowed to do it.
From the passenger seat.
From silence.
From watching who teaches — and who doesn’t.
And sometimes the calls that keep you coming back aren’t the loud ones.
They’re the quiet moments that prove the work matters.

[bookmark: U3c3ZMhINWpjAlSX]From Banking to Bars

Scene 1: The Sensible Choice
On paper, working at the maximum-security prison made sense.
I was still a reserve officer. Still learning. Still riding with full-time officers and trying to absorb everything I could without getting in the way. I knew I needed experience — real experience — if I was serious about law enforcement.
Corrections felt logical.
Structured. Controlled. Contained.
I told myself that if I could handle a prison, patrol would be easier. That this would toughen me up. Prepare me. Give me exposure to people at their worst without the unpredictability of the street.
This wasn’t about adrenaline.
This wasn’t about proving anything.
It felt responsible. Mature. Sensible.
If I was going to do this job — really do it — I needed to understand what people were capable of when there was no pretending left.
At the time, I honestly believed seeing the worst first would somehow make everything else easier.
I didn’t yet understand what exposure without context can do to a person.
Scene 2: First Contact
The prison announced itself immediately.
Concrete. Steel. Echoing corridors that swallowed sound instead of reflecting it. Every door closed with finality — not just locked, but sealed, as if the building itself had decided nothing inside deserved to escape.
The air felt different. Heavy. Stagnant.
The people who worked there moved with practiced efficiency. Not unkind — just detached. Like emotional distance was part of the uniform.
As part of the orientation, I was assigned to help search inmates as they exited the bathroom before returning to their housing area.
On paper, it sounded simple. Routine. Procedural.
They came out.
We searched them.
They went back in.
Over and over.
At first, I didn’t think much of it. I noticed the same men coming out repeatedly and remember thinking how strange it was.
Wow, I thought, these guys sure use the bathroom a lot.
It took me longer than it should have to realize what was really happening.
They weren’t sick.
They were enjoying the pat-down.
The realization hit slowly, and then all at once.
The timing.
The looks.
The way they positioned themselves just a little too close.
I felt confused before I felt uncomfortable — like I was missing a rule everyone else already understood.
And then it clicked.
My stomach dropped.
This wasn’t about safety.
This wasn’t about procedure.
It was about power.
No one explained it beforehand.
No one warned me.
It was treated like something you’d either figure out… or quit over.
Standing there, exhausted and frustrated, trying to keep my face neutral, I felt something settle in my chest.
This wasn’t teaching me how to be a better officer.
It was teaching me how to tolerate things I shouldn’t have to.
Scene 3: The Line I Didn’t Know Existed
I was still new when the tour continued through the maximum-security unit, the same matter-of-fact tone carrying us forward.
“This is intake.”
“That hallway leads to medical.”
“Those cells house violent offenders.”
Normal sentences. Neutral delivery.
And then, just as casually:
“He cooked his wife.”
I stopped walking.
“What?” I asked.
The officer didn’t pause when he repeated it. He just said it again, slower.
“He killed her and cooked her.”
My brain rejected it immediately.
Not killed.
Not murdered.
Cooked.
I thought he had to be joking. Dark humor. Something meant to mess with the new girl.
Then we walked past the cell.
The door was solid steel — no bars. Just a thick slab of metal with a small rectangular window cut into it. Beneath the window was a narrow food slot.
“That’s his,” the officer said.
“They feed him through the slot. We don’t open it.”
Is he joking? I wondered.
He wasn’t.
“They use these cells for violent inmates.”
Well, no shit, I thought.
My stomach rolled. My hands started shaking, and I pressed them against my thighs, hoping no one noticed.
We weren’t allowed to open his door.
Not ever.
I believed that story for years.
Until much later — long after I’d left — when someone who actually worked there told me the truth.
Yes, those cells housed violent inmates.
But there was no man who cooked his wife.
No case.
No record.
No story.
I felt small when I heard that. Embarrassed. Like an idiot who had swallowed the lie whole.
Looking back, it’s my perspective that the story was told to scare me. To test me. To see if I’d quit.
Well.
It worked.
Scene 4: C-Block
If the lie hadn’t already done its damage, C-Block finished the job.
The doors were heavier.
The sounds duller.
The air stale, thick, like it had stopped circulating years ago.
The men weren’t always locked down completely. They were allowed out for short, controlled periods, but most of the time they were confined — their lives measured in brief movement before being sealed back into stillness.
Men shuffled instead of walked. Many were heavily medicated, their movements slow, eyes glassy, expressions empty.
They didn’t look angry.
They looked hollow.
There were no windows. No sense of time. No daylight. Just concrete, steel, and fluorescent lighting that never changed.
An officer talked as we walked, explaining procedures, but his words blurred together. My attention stayed on the men behind the doors.
This was someone’s entire world.
And I realized something unsettling.
This job wasn’t about adrenaline or authority or justice.
It was about containment.
My chest tightened. My stomach rolled again. The urge to leave rose up — stronger now — the need to breathe real air.
I tried to picture myself working there long-term.
Long shifts.
No daylight.
No windows.
No end in sight.
I couldn’t do it.
The certainty surprised me. Not fear — clarity.
Whatever path I was meant to take in law enforcement, it wasn’t this one.
As we left C-Block and the doors sealed behind us, the sound echoed longer than it should have.
It followed me out.
☕ 
The Tea — Chapter 4
Some places teach you quickly what you can handle —
and what you can’t.
Fear doesn’t always come from danger.
Sometimes it comes from realizing how easily stories — and systems — can be used to test your limits.
And sometimes the bravest thing you can do
is listen when your body tells you
this isn’t where you belong.

[bookmark: SyF2WGwiWUQKLLeh]Academy Days

The academy has a way of humbling you quickly.
It doesn’t matter what you think you know, what you’ve done before, or how motivated you feel walking through the door on day one. The academy exists to strip you down to whatever is real — and then decide if that’s enough.
I walked in taller than most of the recruits.
At six-foot-one, I stood out immediately. Taller than many of the men. Taller than a few of the instructors. Once we were in uniform, with long strides and straight posture, I knew I looked intimidating.
I felt intimidating.
Which is adorable, in hindsight.
Because the academy doesn’t care how you look. It cares how you move, how you react, and how fast your confidence evaporates when you realize you’ve grossly underestimated what’s coming next.
Contrary to the movies and military-style boot camp stereotypes, the instructors didn’t scream nonstop. They were tough — but fair. They didn’t need to yell to command attention. A look was usually enough to make you question every decision that brought you there.
Physical training was relentless.
And then there was defensive tactics.
Specifically — the Red Man Suit.
If you’ve never seen one, imagine a human wrapped head-to-toe in thick red padding, designed to let recruits practice fighting without permanently injuring anyone. In theory, it sounds comforting.
In reality, it’s horrifying.
When it was my turn, I remember thinking, Okay. I’ve got this.
Then the Red Man charged me.
Hard.
Fast.
Aggressive.
This was not a cooperative sparring partner. This was a full-grown man coming at me like I owed him money.
Somehow, I stayed on my feet.
I don’t remember every move, but I remember one thought on repeat:
Do not fall. Do not fall.
I didn’t.
Barely.
When it was over, I was breathing like I’d run a marathon uphill in boots. I tried to look composed.
I was not composed.
But I was upright.
I counted that as a win.
Then came the punching bag.
Or more accurately — the baton and the punching bag.
We were told we’d be striking the bag for two minutes.
Two minutes.
I remember thinking, Oh, that ain’t nothing.
Thirty seconds in, I was out of breath and questioning my life choices. My arms felt like concrete. My lungs were on fire. The bag, meanwhile, appeared completely unaffected — just hanging there, silently judging me.
By the one-minute mark, I was fairly certain I was dying.
Still, I kept going.
Because quitting wasn’t an option.
That lesson showed up everywhere.
The academy in the 1990s wasn’t built with women in mind. We were there — but barely. You learned fast that you were tolerated more than welcomed, evaluated more than encouraged.
The men talked.
Not always to us — but definitely around us.
Some of it was crude. Some of it was sexual. Some of it was the kind of talk that made your skin crawl but wasn’t technically “reportable” back then. You learned quickly which comments to ignore, which moments to let pass, and when to keep your face neutral and your mouth shut.
I put up with more than I should have.
Not because I thought it was okay — but because I wanted to stay.
I watched relationships form and break apart right there in the academy. Flirting turned to tension. Rumors spread faster than facts. It felt like high school with firearms and liability.
You didn’t just train your body.
You trained your tolerance.
Firearms training, though, surprised me.
The first time I held the Glock, it felt solid. Balanced. Controlled. Everything else faded out — the noise, the commentary, the constant awareness of being different.
This, I understood.
The target didn’t care who I was.
It just told the truth.
That mattered.
Our days split between classroom instruction and physical training. Law. Use of force. Scenario-based exercises. Early mornings and information overload.
They warned us about divorce rates. About how the job chewed up marriages.
They didn’t talk about trauma.
They didn’t talk about what the job does to your nervous system. To your sleep. To who you become after carrying other people’s worst days.
That part came later.
At the academy, the focus was survival.
Somewhere along the way, the academy stopped feeling like an attack and started feeling like a test.
Still hard.
Still exhausting.
But consistent.
Confidence didn’t arrive all at once.
It showed up quietly.
The first time I didn’t freeze in a scenario.
The first nod instead of a correction.
The moment I realized I wasn’t just keeping up — I was holding my own.
I stopped letting the comments be the loudest thing in my head.
I focused on the work.
I wasn’t trying to be the best.
I was trying to be solid.
Someone a partner could count on.
The academy wasn’t making me fearless.
It was teaching me how to function with fear.
As graduation crept closer, the instructors got quieter. Corrections came less often. Expectations were assumed. It felt like the training wheels were coming off without warning.
We were trusted more — which meant we were watched more closely.
Graduating didn’t mean we were ready.
It meant we’d earned the right to be trained for real.
That distinction mattered.
I felt proud.
And uneasy.
Standing in formation during final practices, listening to boots hit pavement in unison, I felt the weight of what was coming settle into my chest.
I wasn’t scared anymore.
But I wasn’t naive.
Graduation day arrived quietly.
Pressed uniforms. Polished shoes. Nervous energy trying to stay contained.
When my name was called, I stepped forward.
There was no second announcement. No pause.
I was handed my graduation certificate — and at the same time, a certificate for firearms marksmanship.
Together.
That mattered to me.
I stood there in uniform, composed on the outside even if my heart was racing.
I wasn’t pretending anymore.
The academy hadn’t made me fearless.
It hadn’t made me finished.
But it had made me capable.
And that was enough to step forward into whatever came next.
☕️ 
The Tea
The academy doesn’t make you a cop.
It makes you honest about what you can handle — and what you still have to learn.
Confidence earned under pressure lasts longer than confidence given freely.
And humility learned early saves you later.
I didn’t leave the academy thinking I knew everything.
I left knowing I didn’t.
And that awareness mattered more than any certificate ever could.

[bookmark: 9jjYT2xHg249KzrB]Court and the Courthouse

The courthouse never felt neutral to me.
The moment you stepped inside, it felt like the air shifted — heavier, quieter, like the building itself knew why you were there. This wasn’t a place people came willingly. Everyone who walked through those doors was there because something had already gone wrong.
Right inside the entrance sat the metal detector.
Everyone else had to empty their pockets, shuffle forward, and wait for the beep. Police officers were allowed to walk around it — credentials visible, sidearm holstered, waved through without ceremony.
But sometimes, I didn’t go around.
Sometimes, I walked straight through it on purpose.
The alarm would go off immediately — loud, dramatic, impossible to ignore — and I’d keep walking like nothing happened. Security would look at me. I’d look back.
We both knew exactly why it was going off.
I was allowed in there with my sidearm.
It wasn’t rebellion.
It wasn’t attitude.
It was boredom.
And maybe a small reminder to myself that even in a building designed to strip people of control, I still belonged on the other side of the rules.
Beyond the metal detector, the halls were cool and unforgiving. Not comforting cool — the kind that settled into your bones and stayed. Every footstep echoed longer than it should have, as if the building wanted you to hear yourself arriving.
The walls were pale plaster, clean but tired, holding decades of whispered conversations and raised voices that never quite disappeared. Dark wood trim framed the doorways, worn smooth by years of hands resting there while waiting — for verdicts, warrants, or news they weren’t ready to hear.
The floors were hard beneath your feet. Unwelcoming. They amplified every movement, every shift of weight, every nervous step. You couldn’t enter quietly even if you wanted to. The courthouse made sure you were heard.
The stairs leading to the upstairs courtrooms were wooden.
That detail stuck with me.
As you walked up them, they creaked and cracked under your weight, each step announcing your presence whether you liked it or not. I don’t know if the people downstairs could hear those sounds.
But I could.
And once you noticed it, you couldn’t stop noticing it.
This wasn’t a place for comfort.
It was a place for truth — whether you were ready for it or not.
Testifying was different than I expected.
On the street, decisions are made in seconds. In court, everything slows down — and every word matters.
When you take the stand, you’re sworn in and suddenly aware of how many eyes are on you. The judge. The attorneys. The defendant. People in the gallery who don’t know you but feel entitled to dissect every sentence you speak.
Back then, the word of a police officer still carried weight.
That weight came with responsibility.
It would have been easy to lie.
That’s the uncomfortable truth. It would have been easy to say what was expected, to smooth over details, to answer in a way that made the case cleaner.
I remember a simple traffic case — a stop sign violation. Nothing dramatic. Routine testimony.
The judge asked a question I hadn’t anticipated.
“Did you see the tires come to a complete stop at the stop sign?”
For a split second, I considered saying yes.
It would have ended everything quickly.
But I didn’t watch the tires.
I watched the car.
“No, Judge,” I said. “I wasn’t watching the tires.”
The courtroom went quiet.
The judge dismissed the case.
I didn’t win that day — at least not on paper.
But I gained something more important.
Respect.
That moment locked something in for me early on: defense attorneys don’t just attack the charge. They attack the investigation. Then the report. And eventually, they attack the officer.
Once your honesty is gone, nothing else matters.
My job wasn’t to win cases.
It was to tell the truth — even when it didn’t help me.
Some defense attorneys made that harder than others.
There was one in particular who made an art form out of intimidation.
He was theatrical. Calculated. He paced while he questioned you, drifting closer than necessary, letting silence stretch just long enough to feel uncomfortable. Sometimes he’d remove his glasses and place them carefully on the table. Other times, he’d toss them down sharply, like punctuation.
It wasn’t about the evidence.
It was about rattling you.
He wanted a reaction — a crack in composure he could exploit. A raised voice. A defensive tone. A moment where emotion replaced clarity.
I learned quickly not to give him that satisfaction.
I kept my voice steady. My answers short. My posture still. I reminded myself that this wasn’t a performance — it was testimony. His job was to provoke. Mine was to stay grounded in what I knew and what I could honestly say.
And the more he tried to get under my skin, the calmer I became.
Once you understood the game, it lost its power.
The downstairs courtrooms felt different.
Not darker.
Not louder.
Just… off.
They were smaller and carried a heaviness I couldn’t explain. I’d catch movement out of the corner of my eye — dark shapes slipping around corners just ahead of me. Always peripheral. Always gone when I looked directly.
I never felt afraid.
If anything, I felt irritated. Distracted. Like something was intruding where I already had enough to focus on.
I didn’t talk about it.
Not because I thought I was losing my mind — but because I didn’t know how to explain it in a profession that didn’t welcome unexplained observations.
Still, it stayed with me.
Something unseen.
Unacknowledged.
Watching from just out of view.
The courthouse restroom upstairs should have felt ordinary.
A private moment away from the tension before heading back out. I remember being relieved to step inside.
The room was empty.
I went into a stall and finally let my shoulders drop.
Then the stall door next to me opened.
And closed.
Slow. Deliberate.
I froze — not out of fear, but irritation.
I knew no one had walked in. The courthouse floors never allowed for quiet entrances.
The door moved again.
Not today.
Without thinking, I said it out loud.
“Leave me alone.”
The door stopped.
Just like that.
I sat there for a moment afterward, staring at the stall door, feeling ridiculous and strangely grounded at the same time. It was odd — being in uniform, in a courthouse restroom, talking to no one.
Or maybe not no one.
I finished up, washed my hands, checked the mirror, and walked back out into the hallway. Because whether something had happened or not, court was still in session.
And I still had a job to do.
☕️ 
The Tea
Court teaches you something patrol never does:
Truth doesn’t always win — but integrity does.
The courthouse doesn’t care how confident you are, how long you’ve been on the job, or how badly you want an outcome. It only cares what you say when you’re sworn in.
And sometimes, the heaviest things you carry there aren’t the cases…
They’re the quiet moments you can’t explain, but learn to live with anyway

[bookmark: CPCKjd4Z9kMGwRGq]The Building that wasn’t neutral 

The call itself wasn’t unusual.
An open door at a local business.
After hours.
The kind of call that usually ends with a quick walk-through and a report that reads everything secure.
But from the moment I stepped inside, I noticed a shift.
Not fear.
Not adrenaline.
Something physical.
The air felt heavier than expected — stale, almost — and my body reacted before I could form a clear thought about why. I’d felt this before, and I recognized it immediately: that quiet internal signal that told me to pay attention.
We announced ourselves and began a standard building search.
Upstairs was unsettling but manageable. Offices, storage areas, remnants of daily business. Nothing overtly wrong — just the kind of emptiness buildings have after hours. The lighting was poor, shadows stretching farther than they should, but everything appeared undisturbed.
The downstairs area was different.
As I started down the steps, I felt my stomach tighten. Not panic — more like a physical resistance, the same sensation I’d learned to push through on countless calls. I didn’t hesitate. I kept moving.
The basement was colder and more confined. There was a storage room — essentially a closet — packed tightly with boxes. Decorations. Old items stacked without order. It was the kind of space that naturally draws your attention during a search.
As I looked at it, a strong impression hit me.
Someone could be hiding in here.
Not a thought. Not a conclusion. Just an immediate, instinctive reaction — the same one that’s kept officers safe more times than we like to admit.
I began moving boxes, checking behind and between them, carefully clearing the space the way I’d been trained. I checked every corner.
Nothing.
I checked again.
Still nothing.
I cleared the area a third time, just to be certain.
“Clear,” I finally called out, my voice firm.
My partner finished clearing the rest of the building. No suspects. No forced entry. Nothing to explain the open door.
Back upstairs, the physical sensation eased enough for me to do what cops are very good at doing — rationalizing.
Old building.
Late shift.
Accumulated stress.
But the pattern stayed with me.
The jail.
The courthouse.
Now this.
Different locations. Same internal response.
I didn’t include it in the report. There’s no category for unexplained physical reactions. And there was nothing to articulate that would have made sense in writing.
I moved on.
It wasn’t until much later — well after the call — that I learned the building had previously been used as a funeral home.
I didn’t feel alarmed by that information.
I didn’t feel validated.
I simply noted it.
Another data point.
Another quiet moment where my body seemed to register something before my mind had context for it.
☕️ 
The Tea
Police are trained to clear buildings.
Not histories.
But over time, you learn that intuition isn’t mystical — it’s cumulative. It’s experience, pattern recognition, and a nervous system shaped by years of responding to danger.
I didn’t talk about it.
I didn’t document it.
I didn’t try to explain it.
I just added it to the list.
And by then, the list was already long.

[bookmark: NnB4C3NvylbbHuN7]Brotherhood, Bad Calls, and the Line That Changed Everything

Good calls feel nice.
Bad calls bind you.
They stitch people together in ways that are hard to explain to anyone who hasn’t stood in the same room, seen the same thing, and then had to walk away from it like it was just another Tuesday.
That’s what brotherhood really looks like.
Not speeches.
Not loyalty patches or slogans.
It looks like someone handing you a bottle of water when your hands won’t stop shaking.
Someone cracking a joke at exactly the wrong time — and exactly the right one.
Someone sitting next to you without asking questions you’re not ready to answer.
That’s the kind of bond that forms on the road.
And by the time I was teaching at the police academy — domestic violence investigations and scenario-based training — I thought I understood that bond well.
I loved teaching.
It felt like things coming full circle. I was taking what the road had beaten into me and handing it to the next generation, hoping they’d make fewer mistakes than we did.
That’s when I met him.
The Rookie
He was rough around the edges. Confident. Intense. Not hard to look at. And honestly… pretty damn capable.
During one of the scenario-based trainings, he threw me into a table.
Not by accident.
On purpose.
It startled the hell out of me — but I respected it. I wasn’t sure if he was trying to hurt me or prove something, but what I saw was commitment. Realism. He wasn’t playing cop.
He meant it.
We ended up working the same shift, the same days off, for the next five years.
We didn’t need words.
I knew when he was about to lose patience — and Lord help us when he did. He knew when I was about to step in before things went sideways.
He was aggressive. Sometimes more aggressive than I was comfortable with. He gave commands. If someone didn’t follow them, they learned quickly what the ground tasted like.
Back then, that personality was tolerated.
Today? It wouldn’t fly.
I didn’t say much. I didn’t report him when he pushed things too far. That was just who he was. Later, he became an instructor — and he was good at it.
I loved working with him.
The Domestic That Still Makes Me Laugh
One night, we were dispatched to a domestic in progress.
When we arrived, the female was outside on her phone — probably talking to her mom. Inside, the male was pacing, yelling, and refusing to come out.
My partner gave them two or three chances to step outside and talk to us.
They chose not to.
What happened next happened fast.
I don’t even know how he did it, but somehow he grabbed both of them — like Superman or Batman — and all three went tumbling off the porch.
Instant chaos.
He ended up with the female, who was actively resisting. I went after the male, who was doing the same.
I couldn’t get him under control.
So I did something that was absolutely not academy-approved.
I jumped on his back and rode him like a damn bull.
No technique.
No grace.
Just survival.
Next thing I knew, we were both on the ground, tangled up — and with his help, I got the cuffs on.
And then we laughed.
Not chuckled.
Not smiled.
We laughed so hard we were crying.
Sometimes in this job, the release comes out sideways.
Five Years of Brotherhood
Over the next five years, we got close — not romantically, but in that deep, unspoken way that comes from shared shifts, bad calls, dark humor, and knowing the other person will show up no matter what.
Then he had a terrible accident.
His leg was badly broken. His wife was out of town, and I made sure someone stayed with him at the hospital until she could get back. We took shifts.
That’s what family does.
He asked me not to call his wife.
I couldn’t honor that.
I was friends with her too.
During one of those conversations, she told me something that stopped me cold.
She said he had been involved in an inappropriate relationship with another woman who worked at the department.
She wasn’t asking me to fix it.
She wasn’t asking me to take sides.
She was asking me not to let that woman stay with him while he was injured.
Later, I spoke directly with the other woman myself. She admitted they had been texting and that he had asked her to go to the movies.
That was all I needed to know.
There was nothing I could do.
I couldn’t protect everyone.
And something shifted — quietly.
Stripes Change People
Things stayed solid — until he made Sergeant.
At first, I was excited. I thought he’d be a good supervisor. He was no-nonsense. Direct. Capable.
Those stripes changed him.
He became bossy. Rude. Authoritative in a way that wasn’t leadership.
We argued constantly.
The Lieutenant liked to joke that we had a “love-hate relationship.”
Supervisors shrugged it off.
“That’s just how he is.”
Then came the moment that broke it.
At the time, I was in charge of training. I wanted to set up a class and emailed him asking if he’d teach it.
He said yes.
Later, as the date got closer, I asked again.
“No,” he said. Flat out.
This wasn’t new behavior. If someone had pissed him off — especially a supervisor — he was known to refuse outright.
“I’m just not going to do it,” he’d say.
Catch him in a good mood, and he was all in.
Catch him in a bad one, and everything was a fight.
It felt ridiculous. Like high school with badges.
So I hired someone from outside to teach the class.
He got angry.
He produced the email showing he’d agreed — but not the conversation afterward where he told me no.
The Lieutenant sat me down and lectured me about honesty and accountability.
Didn’t matter what I said.
He had the email.
He had the proof.
And suddenly, I was the liar.
I was told to admit my mistake.
I hadn’t lied.
That moment cut deep.
That was the line.
When Friendship Meets Rank
Here’s where I failed to understand something — and this one’s on me.
He wasn’t my friend anymore.
He was my supervisor.
We got into a huge argument after shift one night. He told me to leave. I refused. He told me again. I still refused.
In my mind, I was arguing with my partner.
In reality, I was arguing with a Sergeant.
The next day, he wrote me up and took away my role as Public Information Officer — something I loved.
I appealed the write-up.
And I won.
He had broken policy.
That didn’t make things better.
It made them worse.
He talked about me loudly behind my back during shift change. Made sure everyone knew where he stood.
I complained.
I was told again,
“You two just have a love-hate relationship.”
No.
This wasn’t love or hate.
This was power.
And once respect was gone, the battle had already begun.
☕️ 
The Tea
Brotherhood doesn’t survive unchecked power.
Stripes don’t make leaders — integrity does.
Sometimes the hardest lesson in this job is realizing the person you trusted didn’t change.
They just finally showed you who they were.
And once that line is crossed, there’s no pretending it wasn’t.
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Being a female officer on the street came with a different set of rules — most of them unspoken, all of them learned the hard way.
People think policing is about authority and control. Sometimes it is. But when you’re a woman in uniform, especially in the 1990s, reactions often had less to do with the badge and more to do with what people noticed first.
Pretty, Tall, and in Uniform
I learned the look quickly.
That pause.
That double-take.
That moment when someone recalculates who they think you are.
Especially when they realized I was female, tall, skinny, and completely comfortable standing my ground.
Some men straightened up.
Some got cocky.
Some got stupid.
“Are you going to arrest me?”
“You can search me anytime.”
They thought it was clever. They thought it was harmless. What they didn’t realize was that every comment like that was a test — to see whether I’d be treated as a cop or reduced to a novelty in uniform.
Traffic stops turned into theater.
Some women knew exactly how to play the game with male officers — a smile timed just right, a skirt lifted a little higher, cleavage strategically deployed. And sometimes it worked.
But when I walked up to the window, the game stopped.
The flirtation died.
The confidence faded.
Because I wasn’t there to participate in it.
Visibility Isn’t the Same as Respect
I’ll say it plainly: I was told I was attractive back then.
But beauty in uniform doesn’t make the job easier. It makes it louder. Every compliment came with an assumption. Every smile carried a question mark.
Being noticed didn’t mean being respected.
When Flirting Crossed the Line
Sometimes it wasn’t flirting at all.
I was working a public function, standing against a wall, doing my job, when a man — egged on by a dare — walked up behind me and grabbed my buttocks.
Before his brain caught up with what he’d done, he was slammed against the wall and handcuffed. I took him outside and cited him for battery on a police officer.
He was humiliated.
So was I.
He said he’d been dared.
Later, I learned the dare came from someone I was dating at the time.
I chose not to pursue the charge further. I had no interest in dragging that information into a courtroom — or attaching it to my name.
Another time, I was off duty at a bar during comedy night.
A firefighter walked up behind me and did the same thing. His friend laughed.
I called the police. I was prepared to have him charged. Instead, because he was a firefighter, I reported it formally.
I went to my police chief and told him exactly what happened. He took it seriously and had me write out a complaint. I did.
I don’t know what came of it. I was never told the outcome.
What I do remember is the knot that settled in my stomach afterward.
Because this wasn’t just about one man crossing a line. It was about relationships — the fragile, sometimes tense relationship between police and fire.
Back then, there was always a little rivalry. Firefighter jokes. Police jokes right back. They got Christmas cookies, fudge, baked goods dropped off at their station. We got the occasional donated donuts if someone remembered us.
It was mostly harmless. Mostly funny.
One of our officers married a firefighter, which of course made her fair game.
Not because anyone disliked her — but come on.
A firefighter?
We had to give her hell for that.
Still, after I filed that complaint, I worried. Not about whether I’d done the right thing — I knew I had. But about how it would ripple outward. About whether it would quietly change how I was treated. About whether standing up for myself would once again make me the problem.
That was the calculus women in uniform learned early.
Do the right thing — and then brace yourself for the consequences.
Dating With a Badge Isn’t Sexy
Let’s get this out of the way:
Dating as a female police officer is not sexy.
It’s not glamorous.
And it is absolutely not what people think it is.
People imagine confidence, authority, excitement — maybe a little danger mixed in for fun.
They don’t imagine exhaustion.
Hyper-vigilance.
Odd hours.
A nervous system that never fully shuts down.
Once people learned what I did for a living, reactions fell into predictable categories.
The Badge Chaser
Obsessed with the uniform, the gun, the fantasy.
“Do you carry your gun off duty?”
“Have you ever shot anyone?”
“Can you arrest me?”
No. Stop. Go sit down.
The Intimidated
They liked me — until they realized I read people easily and didn’t scare easily.
Then I was “too intense.”
Translation: I couldn’t be fooled.
The Jokester
“Better not piss you off.”
“Do I need to behave?”
Funny once.
Annoying by the tenth time.
The Firefighter Who Disappeared
One firefighter deserves his own footnote.
He worked for a different city and was friends with my roommate. Tall. Fit. Confident. We talked for a while, and he even did a ride-along with me — which, in hindsight, should’ve been the first red flag. Ride-alongs have a way of fast-tracking fantasies.
Then he vanished.
No call.
No text.
No awkward conversation like an adult.
Instead, he told my roommate to tell me he was gay.
I remember just staring at her.
“What?”
He wasn’t gay. He didn’t come out. He didn’t have a sudden revelation about his life. He just used it as a convenient excuse so he wouldn’t have to deal with an uncomfortable conversation.
That bothered me — not because of sexual preference, but because back then most people didn’t casually “come out” as a punchline. Using the LGBTQ community as a dodge wasn’t clever.
It was lazy.
The next time I saw him, I called him out.
He laughed.
No, sir.
That wasn’t funny.
It told me everything I needed to know about how he handled honesty and accountability — two things I required in a partner.
Dating Inside the Job
Dating other officers sounded easier.
Same schedule.
Same humor.
Same understanding.
But it also came with rumors, rank issues, and breakups that didn’t stay private. When things ended, you didn’t just lose a relationship — you lost peace at work.
Sometimes respect, too.
Where the Lines Begin to Blur
Affairs in law enforcement don’t usually start with desire.
They start with exhaustion.
Long hours. Missed holidays. Shared trauma. The kind of understanding that forms quickly when you’ve seen each other at your worst.
That closeness can feel safe.
Sometimes, too safe.
I’m not exempt from this story.
I had two affairs while employed as a police officer.
I’m not proud of them, but I won’t pretend they didn’t happen.
The first grew out of emotional connection and understanding. I left my marriage. The relationship ended quietly.
The second involved a supervisor — someone who should have known better. Power complicates consent. It changes the landscape even when no one says it out loud.
I didn’t pursue it.
I also didn’t stop it.
When I realized I wasn’t the only one — that it was a pattern — I ended it.
The silence afterward was harder than I expected, not because I loved him, but because I’d confused attention with safety.
What I Learned
Affairs in this profession aren’t about sex.
They’re about stress, access, power, and silence.
And the system rarely protects the people most affected by that imbalance.
☕️ The Tea
Some people want the badge.
Some people fear it.
Very few understand what it costs.
Dating didn’t fail because I was broken.
It failed because the job took up space — and not everyone could live with that.
The uniform doesn’t come off when the shift ends.
And neither does what it leaves behind.
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Scene 1: The Mentor Who Saw Me First
Before titles.
Before stripes.
Before things got complicated.
There was him.
He was the supervisor who asked me — years earlier — if I’d ever considered becoming a reserve officer. Not because I asked. Not because I campaigned for it. Because he saw something in me before I saw it myself.
He treated people like people. Citizens. Officers. Suspects. Everyone.
He didn’t posture. He didn’t belittle. He didn’t confuse authority with ego. He believed in community policing before it became a buzzword — before it was taught in PowerPoints and policy manuals.
Watching him work taught me something simple but powerful:
Respect isn’t demanded. It’s earned.
He showed me how to talk to people without talking down to them. How to listen without pretending. How to explain things in a way that gave people options instead of ultimatums.
“I’m sorry, sir. This is a civil matter,” he’d say calmly.
“What you can do is go to the courthouse and file—”
That phrase stuck with me.
Tell people what they can do, not just what they can’t.
It worked. Almost every time.
Scene 2: Learning How to Earn the Community
Not everyone at the department treated me the same.
Some officers were supportive. Some were neutral. Some were… not.
But out in the community, things were different.
People knew me. They trusted me. They talked to me.
I learned quickly that tone mattered. Posture mattered. The way you stood at a doorway mattered. The way you explained a decision mattered.
I wasn’t trying to be liked. I was trying to be fair.
And fairness — real fairness — travels fast in a small town.
I handled calls by giving choices whenever possible. I explained outcomes. I didn’t threaten. I didn’t bluff. I didn’t escalate just to feel powerful.
People noticed.
That reputation didn’t come from backing down. It came from standing firm without being cruel.
I owe a lot of that to him.
Scene 3: Becoming the Assistant PIO
When my mentor became the department’s Public Information Officer, he asked me to be his assistant.
I loved it immediately.
Writing press releases. Talking to reporters. Managing information before rumors did. Standing between chaos and clarity.
It felt right.
It also took me off the road — which was a relief I didn’t admit out loud. At that point, my work on patrol was being questioned more than it ever had before.
My probable cause.
My arrests.
My judgment.
The irony wasn’t lost on me.
I was trusted to speak for the department — but scrutinized on the street.
Still, working alongside him felt safe. Collaborative. Professional.
I was learning how leadership was supposed to look.
Scene 4: When He Retired — and I Stepped Forward
When he announced his retirement, his position wasn’t just PIO.
It included:
Training
Recruiting
Hiring
It was everything I cared about.
I applied.
And I got it.
Just like that, I became the face of the department — the person speaking to the media, shaping training, helping decide who wore the badge next.
I was good at it.
Not because I wanted power — but because I understood responsibility.
The chief trusted me. The community trusted me. The media trusted me.
For the first time in a long time, I felt solid.
Scene 5: The Cracks Start to Show
But not everyone was happy.
There were supervisors who didn’t like my authority. Didn’t like my voice. Didn’t like that I’d moved into leadership without asking permission from the unofficial hierarchy.
Suddenly, I felt monitored.
Corrected for tone.
Questioned for decisions.
Second-guessed for things I’d done the same way for years.
It wasn’t overt — not yet.
It was subtle.
And that subtlety made it harder to fight.
I still held my position. I still did my job. I still carried those responsibilities all the way until I left the department.
But something had shifted.
The place that once felt like home now felt conditional.
☕️ The Tea
Leadership doesn’t always change people.
Sometimes it reveals who was waiting for you to fail.
I learned what real mentorship looked like — and what insecurity in authority feels like up close.
And once you’ve seen the difference, you can’t unsee it.
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Scene 1 — The Rookie and the Narrative
The conversation didn’t happen on a call.
It happened afterward.
A rookie approached me and told me I had probable cause to make a traffic stop that I had deliberately chosen not to make.
Fifteen years on the force.
And a rookie was correcting me.
I didn’t need long to understand what was happening.
This wasn’t curiosity.
It was messaging.
The complaint clearly described the suspect as a white male. The vehicle matched. The driver did not.
That ended it.
No probable cause.
But the issue didn’t stay small.
It grew legs.
I later learned it had been discussed in supervisory circles before it reached me. By the time the rookie approached me, the narrative had already formed:
Melanie didn’t act.
I marched into a meeting with supervisors and trainers and addressed it directly.
“If there’s a problem with my probable cause or how I handled that call,” I said, “you come to me. You do not discuss it behind my back.”
The stop wasn’t the problem.
My tone was.
That’s how systems operate.
They don’t always attack the decision.
They attack the delivery.
Scene 2 — Tone Policing
I wasn’t disciplined for violating policy.
I was disciplined for being direct.
There’s a difference.
When male officers spoke bluntly, they were confident.
When I did, I was confrontational.
When they defended their decisions, they were strong.
When I did, I was emotional.
No one wrote that down anywhere.
It was just understood.
And that’s what made it powerful.
It was subtle enough to deny.
Systemic enough to repeat.
Scene 3 — Authority Without Protection
At the same time, I held leadership responsibilities.
Training.
Recruiting.
Hiring.
Public Information Officer.
I spoke to media.
I represented the department publicly.
I shaped how we trained new officers.
The chief trusted me.
The community trusted me.
But internally, something was shifting.
You can hold authority without holding protection.
That realization changes you.
I began to understand that credibility inside a department is conditional.
It depends on:
Who you align with
Who you challenge
Who feels threatened
I had aligned myself with policy.
I had challenged tone.
I had not played along.
That came at a cost.
Scene 4 — The Isolation Mechanism
No one openly ostracized me.
That would have been obvious.
Instead, it was:
Conversations that stopped when I entered a room
Decisions made without looping me in
Emails sent after meetings had already occurred
Side comments passed through others
It wasn’t dramatic.
It was strategic.
Isolation doesn’t require shouting.
It requires silence.
And silence is incredibly effective in structured hierarchies.
The Sgt and a small circle of followers amplified that culture.
Not loudly.
Just consistently.
Enough to shift perception.
Scene 5 — Political Reality in Small Town Policing
Small towns don’t forget.
They also don’t separate personal from professional cleanly.
Fire departments, police departments, elected officials — relationships overlap. Social circles overlap. Loyalty overlaps.
When you file a complaint.
When you speak directly.
When you refuse to make a questionable stop.
You don’t just create policy friction.
You create political friction.
And political friction doesn’t always resolve itself in meetings.
Sometimes it resolves itself in reputations.
I began to feel something I hadn’t felt before:
Unprotected.
Not from citizens.
From inside.
Scene 6 — The Beginning of Internal Erosion
At this stage, I was still functioning.
Still competent.
Still respected publicly.
Still doing my job well.
But I was watching more carefully.
Listening harder.
Scanning rooms without meaning to.
Sitting with my back to walls.
Checking doors at night.
Hyper-vigilance isn’t always born from gunfire.
Sometimes it’s born from politics.
☕️ The Tea
Systems don’t have to fire you to neutralize you.
They can question your tone.
Redirect your influence.
Isolate you quietly.
And if you’re not paying attention, you start doubting yourself before you realize what’s happening.
I wasn’t losing my ability.
I was losing my protection.
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