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ACT 1

The pile of paper on Olivia’s desk didn’t seem to be getting any smaller.  She glanced at her 
watch and sighed.  It wasn’t even lunch time yet, and she still didn’t feel like she had put a 
dent in the work.  Sometimes the first day back from vacation was the worst.  Not just 
because you wanted to be somewhere else still, preferably in the warm arms of a very sexy 
woman, but because the work that you left behind seemed to develop insane crushes on 
each other, had crazy desk sex while you were gone, and left you with their babies to come 
back to when you returned.

She sighed again, picking up another file, and tried very hard not to think about desk sex 
and babies.  That just wouldn’t work because then she’d think about Natalia, and she 
definitely wouldn’t get any work done.  She looked at the picture on her desk and smiled.  

A sweet, old couple had taken it while they were in San Cristobel drifting through the 
marketplace, and Olivia had come in and downloaded it right away to her computer.  She 
picked up the unframed picture and stared at Natalia, running a gentle finger along the 
image of her cheek.

“So much for not thinking about Natalia,” she mumbled to herself and looked back to her 
desk with the pile of work.  “Screw it. This is much more enjoyable.”

The trip away had been more than just a vacation or even a pseudo business trip.  A part of 
her knew they weren’t ready to take on something as big as franchising the Beacon just 
yet, but the opportunity to simply look and get back in the game of wheeling and dealing 
again for the right time and the right place had whet her appetite for the real thing. One 
day there would be another Beacon site, but this wasn’t the time for it.

In spite of that, the trip had been enlightening to say the least. Seeing her home again and 
visiting the graves of her family was hard, but it helped her realize she had a new family. 
One that she could lean on and trust, that she’d lay down her life for if needed. The brief 
visit she and Natalia made to St. Michael’s had filled her amazingly with a sense of peace. 
Even though her memories of religion as a child had left her scarred and disillusioned, 



there was something about experiencing it with Natalia and her calm, loving nature that 
soothed the old ache of her childhood.

Everything about the trip had been wonderful and even magical. She had felt connected to 
Natalia on a whole new level. Finally, she had opened a door to perhaps her darkest secret, 
her rape, and Natalia loved her anyway. She had kept it to herself for so long, fearing 
revulsion or disgust from Natalia, but she got rewarded with Natalia’s amazing strength 
and insight.  Natalia knew her like no one else ever had, saw into her soul, even the dark 
and ugly parts, only to declare it good.  This kind of love, one that doesn’t have judgment 
or boundaries, was something she couldn’t understand being given to her and certainly not 
by Natalia’s God.

A brief smile ghosted over her face. Then again, her God isn’t like any God I’ve ever known, 
she mused to herself.

The smile disappeared though as she thought of that stormy night on the island. Anna. 
Xing Lung. Whoever the hell she was now! She hadn’t imagined it. It wasn’t some figment 
of her imagination. She had been there the night of her rape, had seen Jeffrey leave the 
room, and had done nothing. She closed her eyes feeling the cold chill slide down her back 
at the recalled emotions when it all hit her, when it all fell into place at the hotel; the 
burly Asian man in the market staring at her, the older Asian woman who reminded her 
eerily of an older Anna. Something was very, very wrong and her gut instincts were on high 
alert.

It took everything Natalia had, in spite of her own misgivings and fears, to talk Olivia out of 
finding Anna and confronting her in true Spencer fashion, particularly with a well-hidden 
gun for good measure. Natalia had made her promise to sit on it for a few days, they both 
would, to allow themselves to think with clearer heads, and feel out the situation when 
they returned. Even now, thinking about the possibility of Anna being one of Edmund’s 
goons, just like Anna’s father had been, was more than Olivia could tolerate. It put everyone 
she loved in danger and such a situation was simply not acceptable.  Olivia ground her 
teeth together, fighting the impulse to bolt from her office and race down to the 
Springfield Police Department.  But since assaulting a police officer was unfortunately out 
of the question, she took her frustrations out on the poor pencil in her hand and snapped it 
with cathartic glee. 

A knock at the door made her jump, and she quickly schooled her face for business. 
“Come…”
 
She hadn’t even gotten the rest of the sentence out when Doris pushed the door open with 
a huge grin. “Hey, newlywed!”

“What?” Olivia was truly confused.



Doris walked up to the desk and looked over the edge. “So, let me see it.”

It finally registered with Olivia what she was talking about, and she lifted her left hand 
with the glittering band on it.  Doris took the proffered hand in her own and looked at the 
beautiful band from one side and then the other, whistling her approval.  “Very nice! Who 
knew Natalia had such great taste. After all, she is with you.”

Green eyes slit dangerously as the hotelier looked towards Doris. “What are you doing out 
and about so early, Wolfe?  I didn’t think vampires came out until after dark.”

Doris laughed good-naturedly, enjoying their comfortable banter.  “Good one, Spencer.” She 
shrugged her shoulders. “Not much. Just thought I’d drop by and have a chat with a dear 
friend.”

Olivia looked over her shoulder, then back at the Mayor.  “Where? I don’t see anyone.”

The Mayor’s face fell.  “Bite me.”

“Bend over.” A dark eyebrow quirked up.

“Stop flirting with me, or I’ll have to get my girlfriend to beat you up.  I’m trying to be 
serious here, okay?”

Olivia stopped smirking and made her face serious. “Fine. What’s up?”

The other woman leaned back comfortably in her chair and bit her lip, a smile of self-
satisfaction and almost girly giddiness popped up on her face.  “I’m in love.  I’ve done it, 
Olivia.  I’ve found my Natalia.”

Olivia smiled falsely at her, but she knew Doris hadn’t seen it nor noticed how Olivia had 
shifted uncomfortably in her chair. Doris had been going on about Anna, oblivious to 
anything else.  “I mean, she’s so great, Olivia.  She does sweet, little romantic things all the 
time, and she’s never rushed me about being out or being more open. She’s just let me - be 
me, and I think she’s making me a better person.  More open, honest, caring.”  Doris shook 
her head.  “I don’t know.  I just know I’ve never felt like this before, and I’m really happy…
finally.” Doris looked off wistfully, lost in her own world. 

Olivia looked down and closed her eyes. She pressed two fingers to the bridge of her nose, 
as she thought through the situation.  It wasn’t good, and it had been exactly the position 
Olivia had hoped to avoid. Doris was her friend and she wanted to protect her. If Olivia told 
her about Anna, it would break her heart and maybe destroy their friendship.  If she didn’t 
tell her and Anna was up to no good, it would break Doris’s heart anyway, if not actually 



endanger her life; Olivia would likely lose their friendship for not telling her, too.  Either 
way, Olivia was royally screwed.  Damn, this was exactly why she didn’t get close to people!

It took Doris snapping her fingers in front of her face to get her attention.  “Earth to Olivia! 
Where’d you go? No daydreaming about your girl. This is my party.”

The blonde offered a half-smile to her.  “Sorry.”  Olivia tried to think of a quick way out of 
the conversation, she raised the hand with her new ring.  “I’m still in honeymoon land.”  She 
reached into her pocket, where she had placed her cell phone. She pulled it out and looked 
at it as if she had a call coming in.  “Speaking of which.”

Doris smirked at her and stood. “Fine, I can tell when I’m getting the brush off.  Call me 
though. I need someone to talk to.”

Olivia flipped the phone open and nodded at Doris.  When the door closed behind the 
Mayor, she sighed and hit the numbers for home.

“Hey.” Olivia smiled as she heard the cooing and laughter of their daughter in the 
background.

“Hey, what’s up?” Natalia questioned with curiosity at the unexpected call from her partner.

“Doris just dropped by.”

There was a stretch of silence on the other end.  “Oh. And?”

Olivia closed her eyes, and pinched the bridge of her nose, as she spoke with a resigned 
voice. “She admitted to being in love with Anna.”

“Oh.” Natalia’s tone added the unnecessary ending to the statement of “that’s not good.”

The older woman ran a hand through her hair and leaned her head back against the tall 
leather chair.  “I don’t know what to do now.”

“At this exact moment, nothing,” Natalia noted, sensing Olivia was not going to get any 
further work done that morning the more she worried. “Just come home and we’ll talk it 
out, okay?”

Olivia smiled a little, soothed by her partner’s calmness. “Okay. What’s on the lunch menu at 
the Spencer-Rivera house today?”

Natalia laughed at something Francesca did before answering her.  “Oh, a nice big serving 
of warm milk with a little rice cereal in it.”



“Mmmm, sounds yummy. Save a dish for me.”

“Oh, don’t worry.  I’m sure if you stand close enough to your daughter, she’ll let you have a 
helping as it comes back up.” A short pause of amusement. “I’ve changed shirts three times 
this morning, and that’s with the burp cloth.”

Olivia laughed at the mental image. “Ewww! I’ll be there in a few. Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

Natalia put the phone down and wiped at her daughter’s chin. Running a hand through her 
long hair,  she felt a tad bit of spit up that had gotten her earlier.

She turned to the giggly little baby. “Oh, you think that’s funny, mija? Give me a few more 
months, and I’ll have the last laugh when I get you to eat strained green peas. I think 
somehow Mommy Olivia slipped in some of her genetic material ‘cause you seriously have 
the Spencer attitude.” 

*~*~*~*

The lunch crowd was starting to pick up when Doris walked through the door of Company.  
She immediately spied a spot at the counter and slid onto a stool.  She checked her phone 
to make sure Anna hadn’t called, and then set it on the counter in front of her to make sure 
she wouldn’t miss her, if she did call. 

Blake raced out of the back, through the swinging doors, carrying a tray of food for a table 
in the back.  Doris smiled as she peeked over her shoulder at the way the redhead 
shamelessly flirted for a big tip from the table of businessmen.  It didn’t surprise her either 
that when Blake turned to walk away that there were four sets of male eyes on Blake’s ass.  
Not that she could really blame them.  Blake was a damn beautiful woman and anyone 
with eyes could see that.  What the hell Blake sees in Frank Cooper she’d never know.

“You know, Blake, the last time I checked the name of this place wasn’t Hooters,” Doris said 
with a smile to keep the sting out of her comment. “Keep up that kind of flirting and poor 
Frank will have to whip out his badge and gun on those boys.” Doris tipped her head back 
indicating the table behind her as Blake looked up at her.

The redhead busied herself with filling several glasses with ice, not speaking right away, 
then turned to fill a coffee mug and walked over to Doris, handing it to her.  “He’s been 
pretty busy lately.  I doubt he’d notice,” Blake spoke distractedly and with a shrug of her 
shoulders.



“Late nights?” Doris inquired.

She nodded. A small part of her wanted to share what Marina had said about Eleni coming 
into town because she couldn’t help but have a tiny shred of doubt that Frank was entirely 
clueless about her being here.  She shook off her own jealousy and focused instead on the 
blue eyes intently watching her. “Yeah, well, there’s been lots of small crimes happening, 
and that means lots of paperwork and hunting for evidence, especially with Desilva 
screwing things up. By the way, weren’t you supposed to fix that?”

Doris held up her hand. “I can’t talk about employee details, you know that, but I am taking 
care of it. I’ve even been headhunting for a new CSI supervisor. I promise I’ll take care of it.”

The redhead smiled at her friend. “Good. Thank you.”

Doris fought the uncharacteristic blush on her face. “No problem.”

Blake kindly let it pass, even though she noticed the redness in Doris’s cheeks.  “Anyway, he 
has been really grateful to have Anna there though.  He says she really knows what she’s 
doing and has an eye for detail.”

Doris smirked knowingly. “That she does.”

Blake wiped down the counter to hide the blush the innuendo caused. “Going well then, I 
assume. You two looked awfully cozy at New Year’s.”

“Valentine’s wasn’t that bad either.” Doris’ smile grew bigger as Blake rolled her eyes.

Blake’s retort was cut short when she looked up and saw a tall man in a dark suit standing 
behind Doris. She quirked an eyebrow and nodded to the space over Doris’ shoulder, 
causing the other woman to turn around.

“Mayor Wolfe.” The beefy man with crew cut hair stuck out his hand to her.

“Yes?” She shook his hand solidly and gave him a quizzical look.  She knew him from 
somewhere.
 
“Gerald Sanders.” He offered up his name when he realized she was trying to place him.  

“We met last year in Chicago at the Republican Party’s state convention.  I was elected to 
the Faith and Family Values Committee.”



Now she remembered and she had a sickening feeling come over her as she remembered 
getting lauded for her “Protect the Children” campaign that Emma had been at the center 
of last year.  “Right, I remember.”

“We were very proud of the strong stand you took on family values. Your pro-family 
campaign was very inspiring to many of us.”  He hesitated and dropped his voice.  “I hope 
that will continue as you seek out your next term.”

She held his stare, refusing to be intimidated. It helped that she could feel Blake standing 
not far away because right now, she felt terribly alone.  “And why wouldn’t it?” Doris asked 
evenly.

The man cleared his throat, giving away his obvious discomfort with having to be blunt. He 
leaned in a little closer to avoid being heard. “There’s been talk, Madam Mayor. That 
concerns us.”

She felt the hair standing up on the back of her neck, and she didn’t like it one bit. Fighting 
to keep her composure, she took a sip of her coffee, buying time, hoping that he didn’t see 
the slight shake in her hand as she raised the mug.  “Well, there should be no concern, 
Gerald. I support nearly all of the Party’s platform. And as far as family values go, I have a 
family and I have strong moral values.  I’m not a drug addict, murderer, embezzler, or cheat, 
so I can’t imagine what someone’s dreaming up that’s so immoral and anti-family.” Doris 
stood tall as she spoke with conviction.

He stared at her with dark eyes, the friendliness of their earlier exchange gone dead in the 
cold of his eyes. “I think you know, Madam Mayor.”

The door bell dinged as another patron entered.  They both looked back to see Anna 
standing in the doorway, then spying Doris and smiling warmly at her.  Gerald turned back 
to her with a dirty smirk.  “Have a very nice day, Mayor Wolfe.”  He spun on his heel and 
gave a curt nod to Anna as he passed her.  “Ma’am.”

Anna watched him go then looked back at Doris. The older woman had sunk shakily back 
onto her bar stool as the fight left her. She raced to Doris’s side as Blake came around the 
corner of the bar. 

Anna placed a hand on Doris’s arm, as she spoke, “Hey, baby, are you okay?  What was that 
all about?”

Dark eyes looked at Blake for an explanation when Doris didn’t respond.  Anna was worried 
because she could feel Doris physically shaking.  “That asshole basically threatened her,” 
Blake spoke indignantly, protective of her friend.



“What?” Anna straightened up at that as her voice dipped to a growl.  She looked as though 
she wanted to bolt out the door after him.

Doris grabbed her arm. “No, not that kind of threatened.  It was a political threat,” Doris 
quickly added.  After a breath, and a drink of her now lukewarm coffee, she continued, 
“Seems I’m no longer fitting the All-American Family Values image anymore.”

“Oh. God, Doris, I’m sorry.  Maybe we need to, you know, lay low or something for a bit,” Anna 
offered.

The Mayor straightened up with that and looked her in the eye. By God, she wanted a little 
piece of happiness too.  She was tired of bowing down to everyone else.  She had been 
doing it all her life just to get ahead. But no more. “No.  No, I won’t live my life in fear.  I’m 
tired of being afraid.”

Blake smiled and gave her a gentle rub on the back.  “Good for you.”

Doris glanced to the redhead and smiled softly.  “Thanks.” 

Anna’s eyes narrowed at the exchange and then she closed them again as she recalled the 
image of Doris kissing Blake’s hand at the New Year’s party.  She took a deep breath and 
decided to steer things back on course.  “So, um, Blake have you seen my boss? You know, 
your boyfriend, anywhere?”

She shook her head.  “He was here first thing to get some coffee, but that was the last time 
I heard anything.” Blake shrugged, but she hadn’t moved from her spot alongside Doris. 
“Has he not been in the office?”

“Not yet.”

She raised her shoulders again.  “Maybe he’s on a case.”

“Yeah, maybe.”  Anna looked back at Doris as Blake reluctantly left them to walk over to a 
table to refill water.  Returning her attention to her girlfriend, Anna asked, “You okay now?”

Blue eyes warmed as Anna inched closer.  “I am now.”

“Good.” Anna leaned in and gave Doris a kiss on the cheek.  Pulling back just enough to see 
Doris’ eyes, she whispered, “Missed you last night.”

“There’s always tonight.”



“I like the sound of that.” Anna couldn’t resist the soft lips only inches from hers. So she 
leaned in and gave Doris a soft kiss that didn’t feel nearly as innocent as it would look to 
an outsider.

When the phone on her hip buzzed, the younger woman moaned and broke the kiss.  
Looking at the caller ID, she looked at Doris sadly.  “Gotta take this.  See you tonight?”

Doris quickly nodded and Anna gave her a quick peck on the lips before flipping the phone 
open as she slipped out the door.

*~*~*~*

Jonathan watched as Sarah’s long dark curls bounced around her face as she ran from 
swing to monkey bars to the slides in record time.  He kept a careful eye out on the 
perimeter, wishing he had eyes in the back of his head so he’d have a full 360 view of the 
area.  He was trying desperately to give his little girl as normal of a life as possible when 
all he really wanted to do was hole her up in a compound away from dangerous men.

He growled into the phone. “Something’s not right.  I don’t like it.”

“This isn’t your concern,” The voice came over the line.

“It is when it involves my daughter.  Edmund’s out there, somewhere, and every second he’s 
free and alive is another second my daughter’s life and every other kid in town’s life is in 
danger.  And now you’re telling me not to worry when some mysterious woman pops up in 
town.” He ran his hand through his messy pile of dark hair, trying to reign in his fears.

“You have to trust me, Jonathan.” The other voice was far too calm for his liking.

“Why?  Why should I?”

“Because I know her, okay?” He was frazzled, probably just as stressed out and fearful for 
the people in Springfield as Jonathan was.

“I need to talk to her.”

There was a sigh on the other end and a long pause.  “I’ll set it up.  For tonight.  I’ll call 
with details later.”  A click and the line was dead. 

He closed his eyes for a moment and rubbed at his forehead, the tension causing a 
headache to build.  When he opened his eyes, he didn’t see Sarah anywhere.

“Sarah!!!”  He jumped up from the bench and ran to the middle of the playground.  “Sarah!”



She jumped out from a slide behind him. “Boo!”

He spun and grabbed her up in his arms.  “Don’t do that again, Sarah.  What have I told you 
about hiding?”

She dropped her head and pouted, the dark ringlets blocking her eyes.  “You told me not to 
do it because it scares you.”

“That’s right, baby.  So, please, don’t do it, okay?”

“Okay.” He hugged her tight before putting her down so they could walk back to the car.

From behind a tall thicket of bushes, a figure watched them leaving before slinking back 
into the semi-darkness of the surrounding woods.

*~*~*~*

Anna stood in the dark alley next to the dumpster that smelled like rotting hamburgers 
and cat urine.  Occasionally, she would sneak a peek around the side to make sure Doris 
was nowhere in sight.  Leaning her head back against the cold brick wall, she shook her 
head.  This was getting far too complicated, and it wasn’t helping that she was growing 
more and more attached to Doris.

She flicked her eyes quickly to the left and relaxed when she realized the noise she heard 
was just some newspaper being blown by the wind.  Shoving her free hand in her pocket, 
she rocked back on the heels of her boots.

“I can’t.  Not tonight,” She sighed into the phone.

“I’m not stupid, you know.  I know what you’re doing.  You’re getting too close to Doris 
Wolfe, and it needs to stop.” She clenched her jaw at the paternal tone he took with her.  He 
may have been older than her, even if only by a couple of years, and they may have had a 
lot of history between them, but she still couldn’t help but feel ruffled by his demeanor.

“It’s my life.” Her tone was nearly pouty, and it seemed to soften him up.

“Look, Anna.  I know.  I know you just want a normal life with a girlfriend and a community 
to be a part of, but every day that you stay in her circle, you put her in danger.” She 
swallowed down the fear the words put in her head. “I thought I could do it, too.  I thought 
being closer to those I loved would help, and it almost cost me everything. Don’t make that 
same mistake.”



She dropped her head resigned to this not ending well.  “I just want to end this so I can 
finally be free of him and the past, so it can all be over.”

“Then meet with Jonathan tonight.  Seven o’clock behind the ball field.  You can’t do this 
alone.  He’s suspicious.  The least you can do is get him on your side.”

She nodded her head.  “So, what does he know?”

“Nothing.  I thought I’d leave that to you.” His flat intonation gave away no perspective on 
the matter.

Anna sighed, feeling more adrift than ever. “Okay.”

When she heard the dial tone, she flipped the phone closed and headed back up the alley.  

Rounding the corner to head back to Company, she nearly knocked Doris down.  She 
grabbed her by the forearms and caught her before she could fall to the ground.

“Whoa! You okay, baby?”

Doris put a hand to her chest to slow her racing heart.  “Yeah, I’m fine.” She looked strangely 
at Anna when she noticed her girlfriend had been hanging out in the alley.  “What were you 
doing down there?”

“Eh,” she waved her hand around and quickly changed the subject, “nothing. Look, Doris, I 
hate to do this, but I just got a work call.  There was a series of break-ins this morning over 
at some warehouses on the other side of town.  I’ll probably be late for dinner, but I’ll be 
there, okay?”

Doris looked down, clearly disappointed, but she tried hard not to let it show. “Sure, that’s 
fine.  If you can’t make it at all, just call me.”

The shorter woman tilted her head a little and smiled sweetly.  “I’ll be there.  Nothing can 
keep me from you.”

Doris gave her a half-smile.  She knew she was being sweet talked, but she couldn’t resist 
Anna if she tried, so she decided to let it go.  Work was work, and she knew how it could 
get in the way of a personal life.  Boy, did she ever know that! She was making a conscious 
effort to not let her insecurity and jealousy get in the way of her relationship with Anna. 

She leaned down and gave Anna a soft but lingering kiss. “I’ll talk to you later then.  Have 
fun with your investigation.”



Anna twirled her finger in the air. “Wheee!”

One last kiss then Anna was pulling away from the curb and headed to the other side of 
town.  Doris watched her drive away then looked back over her shoulder at the entrance to 
Company. She really didn’t feel like going to the office now, and she had no meetings.  
Sighing, she went back in.  At least she had Blake to talk with.

*~*~*~*

Halfway out to the farmhouse, Olivia got a text from Natalia, “SP’s going down for a nap. Be 
quiet.”  With a little pout, she realized she was really sad about that.  She wanted to see her 
daughter, but she also knew that for her and Natalia to really talk, they didn’t need the 
distraction either.

She gently pushed the door open, then quietly put her purse down and hung up her coat.  
The house smelled wonderful.  It always did these days with Natalia staying at home with 
Francesca and working on some small projects for Olivia from home.  That gave Natalia 
more time to cook some of those amazing meals that she did so well.

Olivia leaned over the stove and sniffed, then jumped a little as arms circled her waist from 
behind.  She smiled and leaned her head back onto Natalia’s shoulder.  Mmmm, now this 
was a welcome home she could get used to. No wonder men liked to have wives.  She 
turned in Natalia’s arms and enveloped the petite woman into a kiss that pushed her back 
against the dining room table.

Natalia moaned and reluctantly pushed her away.  “As much as I want to continue this, you 
know your little one will start wailing as soon as it gets good.”

The blonde sighed and admitted to the truth. “Too young for sleep medicines still?”

Her partner patted her chest.  “Too young, querida.  Sorry.”

“Damn.”  Natalia smiled and stepped back from the temptation that was Olivia Spencer to 
focus on other matters.

“Have a seat.  I’ll make you a sandwich.”

Olivia did as she was told and watched with pleasure as Natalia moved around the kitchen.  
Her girlfriend finished up making the ham sandwich and put it in front of her, then slipped 
over to the radio, turning it off before sitting back down at the table across from Olivia.

“So, what happened with Doris?”



Olivia sighed as she swallowed her bite of sandwich, then pushed her plate away and 
pushed up the long sleeves of her shirt, before resting on her elbows and looking at 
Natalia.  “Pretty much what I said on the phone.  She came in all happy and excited, 
rambling about finding her very own Natalia and being in love.  She said more, but I kind of 
tuned it out.  I…I just don’t know what to do.”

Natalia reached across the table and took her hand.  “Maybe there’s nothing for you to do.”

Olivia pulled her hand away in frustration.  “You still can’t just believe this is some bizarre 
coincidence. That Anna, whose father was the head of the Winslow family’s security detail 
and had one of his goons pay me off to stay quiet about the rape, just magically appears in 
Springfield after all these years and after Edmund Winslow has shown up here after many 
years to raise all kinds of hell here, and it’s all just coincidence.”

“It’s possible, Olivia. Now, in my heart, I really don’t think it is but there’s a lot at risk here, 
baby. If you’re wrong, it’ll cause a big mess between you and Doris. If you’re right, then 
that’s an even scarier thought because you could put yourself and our family in the middle 
of a dangerous situation by knowing too much.” Natalia tried to reason with her again. She 
thought they had talked some of this out on the trip back, but it still seemed to be eating 
at Olivia.

Olivia threw her hands up in frustration and could not believe she was hearing this.  She 
stood up and paced the short distance in the kitchen.  “You really believe I should ignore 
the situation?” Olivia asked incredulously.

Natalia pushed her long hair back and stood too.  “Until we know for sure, anything’s 
possible.  And we’ve talked about this, Olivia.  What if you’re wrong?  What if it is just 
coincidence?  You could destroy Doris, her relationship with Anna, and the friendship the 
two of you have.  She’ll never forgive you for doing this.”

The blonde sagged with the weight of it and ran a hand over her hair.  Turning she walked 
into the living room with Natalia following.  “I know.  Either way, it’s not going to end well.”



Natalia walked around her to stand in front of Olivia.  She watched the patented Spencer 
move of Olivia shoving her hands in the pocket of her jeans and rolling her head back in 
frustration.  “All I know, Natalia, is that if she has something to do with Edmund and if she’s 
working for him, no one’s safe, not Doris, not you…me…our kids.  The man’s unhinged and 
so is anyone who followed him.  I won’t allow anyone to hurt my family, or my friends…
ever.”

Stepping closer, Natalia took Olivia’s hands from her pockets and held them in her own in 
front of her like she’d done many times before in comforting a frantic Olivia.  “No one’s 
going to hurt us, Olivia, and you have to promise me that you won’t do anything crazy. 
Please.”

Olivia quirked her mouth to the side a little.  “I moved the gun.  Don’t worry.”

The brunette smiled at her.  “I know you did, and I know where you hid it.”

“You do, huh?” She smiled a little, some of the sadness of the situation dissipating, as her 
voice took on a sultry tone.

“I do. I know everything about you,” Natalia flirted back, the register of her voice dipping 
lower than usual.

“Scary.” She wrapped her arms around Natalia and sighed. Olivia’s phone rang and she 
reached down to pull it from her pocket.  “Doris.”  She dropped it back in her pocket and let 
it go to voicemail.  She couldn’t deal with it right now.
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“So what should I do, oh wise one?” Olivia asked as she pulled back enough to look Natalia 
in the eyes.

Natalia chuckled as she pulled Olivia back into the comforting hug and let her fingers trace 
along Olivia’s spine. The younger woman enjoyed the soft groan it elicited from her 
partner. “I can’t tell you that, baby. You’ll know what to do when the time comes.”

*~*~*~*

The honk behind Olivia startled her.  She was headed back to the office after lunch at 
home and took a road she normally never used.  She caught all the stop lights and the 
further she drove, the more lost in her thoughts she became.  The fire she had felt while 
talking to Natalia about Anna had toned down to a dull simmer and in that sense she felt 
better, calmer, but she wasn’t any closer to an answer to her dilemma than she had been 
before going home.  Much to her chagrin, Natalia had left the decision in her court.  
Usually, when it came to moral and ethical issues, Natalia was her touchstone.  But now…

Natalia was big on signs.  What was her sign?

The horn behind her blared again, and she glared up and over her shoulder at the huge 
black truck behind her revving its engine.  Coming back around, her eye caught the familiar 
white crest with the red cross.  St. Joseph’s Episcopal Church. And, there was an open 
parking space out front. How convenient!

She decided not to think about it too hard.  Instead, she pulled into the spot and cut off the 
engine.  Taking a deep breath, she got out of the car and walked up the steps.

*~*~*~*

ACT 2

A bitter cold wind cut through Anna’s leather jacket as a brilliant white moon lit her path 
from the parking lot to the stands behind the baseball diamond.  Normally, she would 
appreciate the dark more so she could watch and observe unseen.  But tonight, when she 
met Jonathan for the first time, she wanted to see his face and really get a good look at his 
eyes.  But, more so, she needed him to see her and to understand.  She couldn’t have him 
walking away with any doubts.

It was far too important to Anna, and the stakes were way too high to leave loose ends.  
She had come here for Olivia and Emma, but then she found Doris.  It wasn’t something she 
expected.  The intent had been to get into Olivia’s circle, that’s true, but Anna hadn’t 
expected someone like Doris.



She didn’t know how all of this was going to get resolved, but it couldn’t go on much 
longer.  There were eyes everywhere, and she wasn’t sure who to trust anymore.  She had 
been guaranteed that she could trust Jonathan, and it was only because of those many 
years of trust between her and her boss that she dared to show up tonight.

She rounded the corner, silently slipping up on the dark-haired man on the bench, just like 
she had been taught many years ago.

“Jonathan?” He jumped in his seat and turned to her.

“Anna?” He stood and faced her.

She reached out her hand to shake his.  “Actually, it’s Xing Lung Li, but now it’s just Anna.”  
She gestured at the wooden bench next to them.  “Sit, we have a lot to talk about.”

He warily moved back down to the spot he had been in before but turned a little to face 
her.  He needed to see her eyes so he could know for sure.  They both pulled their coats 
tighter around them as a frigid wind ripped down from the trees and across the open field.

Jonathan couldn’t take the silence and rushed his question.  It was the one thing he had to 
know the answer to most of all.  “What are you doing here?”

She looked at him with conviction, willing him to believe her. “Protecting you…protecting 
all of you.”

Jonathan’s shoulder-length dark hair obscured his face slightly as he spoke incredulously, 
“It’s hard to believe.  Edmund went crazy.  Kidnapping kids, threatening people…then you 
suddenly pop up and what do I find out about you…you were part of Edmund’s thugs.”

She shook her head vehemently.  “No, not me.  That was my father.  It was never me and 
don’t you ever confuse me with my father.”  He saw it, a fire that flashed in her dark eyes, an 
anger that hadn’t died.  He swallowed at the shiver it sent down his spine.

“Tell me about it.”

Anna took a deep breath, and looking out over the field she set her mind to tell this story.  
It was one she hadn’t delved into in nearly 27 years. “Guess I’ll start from the beginning 
then.”

Jonathan shrugged. “It’s as good a place as any. I’m not leaving until I know everything 
anyway.”



“Fine. My father was head of the Royal Guard for the Winslow family on San Cristobel.  I 
grew up living in a small cottage with my father on the far end of the grounds. All I knew, 
my whole world, was the royal family and the palace.  My father even made me work the 
parties and do odd jobs around there.  The only time I was free from the shadow of the 
palace and that world was at school.”  She stood and started pacing in front of the chain 
link fence separating the field from the bench they were sitting on.

“What about your mother?”

She leaned back against the fence.  “She died when I was four. Like I said, all I knew of the 
world existed in the walls of that palace.”

“Go on.”

“Anyway, as I grew up, I saw a lot of bad things happen around there.  The Winslows were 
virtually untouchable.  They had these lavish balls and parties…really wild affairs.  When I 
was about 18, they threw this ball, at one of the ambassador’s homes, and you’d think 
everyone on San Cristobel was there.  There wasn’t a spot to stand where you didn’t bump 
into someone.  Dignitaries and ambassadors and their families were all flown in for it.” A 
small smile ghosted across her face then quickly disappeared.

“Everything changed that night.” She stopped and closed her eyes.  Jonathan was transfixed.  
A part of him wanted to tell her to stop, that he didn’t need to know anymore, but he 
couldn’t seem to form the words.  Instead, he waited, hanging on every word as she 
continued and feeling every bit of heartache that emanated from her.

It was like a fantasyland.  Everything was gold and silver, shining and brilliant.  The light clink 
of glasses rose as toasts carried the laughter around the cavernous hall.  The young girl shifted 
and adjusted the vest of her tuxedo as she balanced the tray of hors d’oeuvres in her other 
hand.  She had been helping at these events for nearly ten years and every year they seemed to 
get wilder and more extravagant.

The middle of the room was a dance floor and to one end was a large stage with a band.  Young 
couples danced the night away while their parents drank and shook hands with other elite 
families.  It was a political feast – the place to see and be seen and make lofty promises that 
were never intended to be fulfilled.

Then she saw her.  Shoulder length dark hair and eyes that shimmered like emeralds reflecting 
the sun. She had first seen the young girl at school and then later as an apprentice to the 
palace chef. If she was real honest, she would admit that she admired the beautiful girl from 
afar.  They had mutual friends, but they never really talked to each other.  Tonight though, she 
couldn’t take her eyes off of Olivia Spencer.



“You liked her.”

She smiled sadly at Jonathan.  “Everyone liked her.  She was absolutely stunning that night, 
but then again, she always was, even if she didn’t know it.  But she was way out of her 
league that night.  She was too young to be there and you could tell by the way she looked 
nervously around the room.  I watched her the whole night.”

Jonathan felt his bottom lip tremble in empathy as a lone tear slid silently down Anna’s 
cheek.  “You were in love with her.” There was no question in the whispered words, merely a 
statement of fact.  Then it occurred to him.  “You’re not here for that, to cause problems for 
her and Natalia.”

She wiped at the tears on her face, roughly.  “No…no, that was a long time ago.  I still care 
about her, yes, but not like that.  This is bigger than that.”

“Okay.”

She wasn’t the only one who had noticed the beautiful young girl.  A handsome young man, a 
few years older than Olivia, walked up to her and offered her a drink.  She felt a stab of jealousy 
rush through her as Olivia smiled up at him.  Jeffrey was his name, the ambassador’s son.  She 
had remembered him from other parties where he never seemed to go without a young woman 
on his arm, but tonight he was alone.  It didn’t seem like that was going to last for long.

When Olivia had finished her drink, he escorted her out to the dance floor.  He twirled her 
around and she laughed, thoroughly enjoying his attention and the admiring looks of the crowd 
around them.  She was like Cinderella at the ball with her gossamer gown swinging around her 
long legs and swept away by her handsome prince.

She couldn’t turn away from the sight as much as it hurt her to watch.  They did make a good-
looking couple and Olivia seemed to become more comfortable and in her element as time went 
on.  For several hours, she walked around the room, blindly carrying the tray of food, never 
letting her eyes leave Olivia for long.  She lost track of how many drinks the young woman had 
been offered, but it seemed her impromptu escort had been matching her in kind.

The party was at its pinnacle with raucous laughter and drunken arguments breaking out.  She 
saw on the last dance around the floor how Olivia had stumbled into Jeffrey’s arms, and she 
braced herself against his chest to keep from falling down.  He whispered something in her ear, 
and she nodded her head.  They left the room around a back corner and up a secluded stairwell.  
Fascination prodded her along, and she followed them.

Two flights up, she exited onto a long hallway and saw them disappear into a room.  Stepping 
closer, she heard a distinctive female laugh as the door closed behind them and then silence. 
She moved closer to the door and could only hear muffled words.  She wasn’t sure how long she 



stood there, but eventually, footsteps warned her to move so she ducked back to her previous 
hiding place.  Jeffrey stumbled out of the room, trying unsuccessfully to button his shirt back. 
The door closed behind him, and she waited until he disappeared around a curve in the 
stairwell, bumping drunkenly into the wall as he went, before she walked to the door of the 
room.

She wasn’t sure why, but something compelled her to push it open.  The room was dark and 
chilly so she couldn’t see anything until she was directly over the bed.  She gasped at the sight.  
The beautiful young woman was passed out cold, her makeup smudged and hair a tangled 
mess.  The bodice of her flimsy dress was ripped to the waist, exposing her breasts to the cold 
air.  The bottom half of her dress was similarly ripped up the thigh and what she saw made her 
recoil in disgust.  Blood and lots of it, all over her thighs.

“Oh my God.” She felt for a pulse and was relieved to feel it beating strong.  Looking around the 
room, she found a blanket and covered Olivia with it.  She brushed the dark hair out of the 
startling green eyes that briefly opened at the gentle touch before rolling back in her head as 
she passed out. She angrily brushed her tears away. “I’m going to get help.  It’s going to be 
okay.”

She raced down the stairs and out the front door.  Her father always worked front detail of 
security so she found him at the entrance barking orders into a walkie-talkie.

She waited impatiently but respectfully as he finished admonishing one of his guards for being 
lax.  He turned to her.  “Shouldn’t you be inside serving the guests?”

“I need your help, Father.  Someone’s hurt upstairs.”  This got his attention.  The Winslows 
couldn’t afford bad publicity or a lawsuit, so he instructed one of his captains to hold down the 
fort while he checked it out.  Following in their wake was Ditkin.

“Does he have to come along?”

Her father looked at her sternly.  “You know everywhere I go, he goes.”  While her father was the 
head of security for the family, Ditkin was the muscle.  Nobody got past Ditkin that her father 
didn’t approve.

Once up the stairs, she pushed the door open and her father walked over to the bed.  He lifted 
the blanket and looked her over, but didn’t touch her.  He turned to Ditkin. “Clean her up and 
make sure she gets home.”

Ditkin nodded, lifted Olivia from the bed, and carried her from the room.  She watched them 
leave and turned back to her father.  He looked down at her emotionless.  “Thank you for letting 
me know.  I’ll take care of it.”



She stared at him in shock.  “That’s it? Don’t you even want to know who did this?”

“No.” He turned from her and headed to the stairwell. 

Before he could take one step down, she ran up to him and grabbed his arm.  “It’s not right! You 
need to do something. She’s hurt. Someone raped her!” When he looked at her in stony silence, 
then glanced down at her hand on his arm, she flinched back.  How could this be her father? 
How could he turn away from this, from his own daughter’s pleas?

“You don’t know that.  You never said it.  I never heard it, and she was never here. Got it?” He 
adjusted his jacket.  “Now get back to work.”

“You can’t get away with this. I won’t let you.” The look in his eyes chilled her.  He was no longer 
looking at his own child, but someone who was in the way, who was going to cause trouble.  He 
shook his head in a rare show of sadness and left.  When he took the turn down the stairwell, 
she slumped back against the cold stone and slid to the floor.  Tears of anger, fear, and 
frustration welling up in her.

Jonathan stared up at Anna, both of them crying.  “Dear God. I had no idea.  That son of a 
bitch! I’ll kill Jeffrey.” He jumped from the bench, and she grabbed his arm forcefully and 
pushed him back down.

“No.  You don’t know everything. There’s a lot more to the story.”

Reluctantly, he sat silently and waited.  She took up her seat again and turned to him.  “I 
had gone back down to find Jeffrey.  Do something, I don’t know what.  I was freaked out 
and beside myself, but I couldn’t find him anywhere and the party was winding down.  For 
a few days, I thought it was all over.  I didn’t see Olivia at school or at the palace, and 
thought maybe something worse had happened to her or she just wasn’t coming back.  I 
didn’t know what to do. Then one day, she showed up at the front gate screaming to be let 
in, to find the man who had raped her.  Ditkin shoved a wad of money in her hand and 
forcefully removed her from the grounds.  I never saw her after that, not even at school.”

“That was the end of it?”

“Oh no, far from it. See, I have this problem where I can’t keep my mouth shut.  I always 
have to get to the truth, so I started asking questions.  My father wasn’t too happy with that 
and neither was Ditkin.  I got a few bumps, bruises, and even a broken wrist for my 
troubles.” She shook her head at the memory. 

“Jesus! How could a father do that to his own daughter?”



“My father is a disgrace and he has no honor.  He was a coward who sold his soul to the 
Winslows for power and money.” She stood again, agitated by the memory of her father.  
She paced and he watched as she chewed at a fingernail.

“Then how did you come to work for Jeffrey?  I thought after what he did to Olivia that 
you’d want to take him down, not help him.”

She nodded her head.  “I wondered when you’d get to that.  Apparently, Jeffrey had been 
going through his own emotional torment in the days that followed.  There was a dinner at 
the palace and his family had come to visit.  This was probably a month or so after that 
ball.  I followed him, waited until he was alone, and I confronted him.”

Jonathan lifted an eyebrow at the pause and waited.  “He broke down, Jonathan.  He bawled 
like a baby in my arms.  It seems that after he sobered up from that night that he began to 
remember the events and remembering brought on the nightmares.  I told him about what 
had been happening afterwards, how my father was covering it up and his goons were 
threatening me to stay quiet.  He informed me that this wasn’t the first or last time that 
would happen.  Jeffrey had tried to find out who this girl was that he had hurt to make 
amends somehow, but all he ever got from anyone, my father and his goons included, was 
that she had been ‘taken care of.’ It seems this had happened to many girls at many of the 
parties in the past.  I just didn’t know about them.”

He ran his hands through his hair, taking it all in.  She watched him for a moment, letting 
him absorb the information.  “Jeffrey saved my life.  I wasn’t going to let it go.  I wanted 
Olivia, and even now Jeffrey, to get justice so I kept pushing, even went to Richard and 
Edmund, but the threats became more sinister.  For some strange reason, I felt like Jeffrey 
was the only person I could trust, and I was right.  He admitted everything to his father, the 
ambassador, and told him about the threats against me.  They helped me escape and start 
over in the States, but only if I never spoke of what happened there.  I took a new name 
and decided to join the police force.  With a new name and a clean slate, it was easy to do, 
but I swore that I’d do everything in my power to take down everything associated with 
that time in my life.  That includes Edmund and even my father.  Having him go all loco on 
us and threatening everyone, just makes the deed easier.  When Jeffrey called me to come 
here and protect these people, I didn’t hesitate.  It’s the least I could do.”

He shook his head and stood too.  “Wow! That’s a helluva tale.  Olivia knows nothing about 
this?”

“No, no one does. Just me, Jeffrey, Edmund, and now you.”

“And your father?”



“He’s out there…somewhere.  I’ve been trailing Edmund all over the world, helping Jeffrey 
out any chance I get.  Edmund though always comes back here.”

“And he’s back here now?” Jonathan leaned against the fence, facing her, crossing his arms 
to ward off the wind.

“Yep. I haven’t seen him, but he’s leaving his mark.”

He looked at her with confusion.  “His mark?”

She smiled. “He can’t seem to not cause trouble or chaos.  Everywhere he lands, trouble 
follows.  Starts with small crimes – vandalism, arson, robberies – but eventually, that’s not 
enough for him. He’ll have to do something big and soon.”

“Like trying to kidnap someone’s child.”

She pursed her lips. “Or worse.”

He threw up his hands.  “Wonderful, so what do we do now? Just wait?”

“Pretty much.  He’ll show himself.  We just have to be vigilant and be ready when he does.”

He nodded his head in understanding and looked down.  “Look, I…um, I just wanted to say 
I’m sorry.  For being suspicious and all.”

She looked him in the eye.  “Don’t.  Don’t ever apologize for protecting your family and 
friends.  Ever.  If it was me, I would have done the same thing.”  Then she winced, realizing 
that she wasn’t heeding her own advice about Doris.

He caught the expression.  “Maybe you should tell her.”

“Tell who?”

He just cocked his head at her and gave her one of his cute smiles. “Don’t try to fool me.  
I’ve been watching.  I know you’re dating the Mayor.”

Anna groaned and buried her face in her hands. “I can’t take that risk.”

“Anna, she could find out from someone else, find out after the fact, or hell, even get caught 
in the crossfire because she doesn’t know what the hell is going on in her own town.”

“Either way, I’m screwed.”



“But wouldn’t you rather be the one to tell her?” He didn’t wait for her answer. “Look, I 
better get back to Sarah. I’m sure Reva’s had her fill of kids for the night. And I hear you 
have a dinner date to get to.  Just think about doing it, okay? And thanks…for everything.”

All she could do was nod her head and watch him go.  She pulled her phone from her 
pocket and noticed she had three voicemails from Doris.  Listening to the last one, she 
sighed.  Doris was tired and going to bed.  She’d talk to her in the morning.

“Shit! This is getting complicated.”

*~*~*~*

Dinner time was well underway as Emma stood next to Natalia on a stool and stirred a pot 
of spaghetti while Olivia danced gently in the kitchen with Francesca. The music tapped 
out a happy beat making Natalia shimmy her hips.  She looked over to catch the 
appreciative stare of her lover and winked when green eyes rolled at being caught in the 
act.

The brunette announced that the sauce was ready and so was the garlic bread, so everyone 
sat down.  Olivia carefully put the little one in her high chair and made a face at the 
mashed carrots.  She slipped some broken up pieces of noodle in front of the baby and 
smiled happily when she gobbled them up.  The piercing cry of being denied further 
noodles though was not acceptable so the blonde found a small bowl and cut up a handful 
of plain noodles.  Natalia and Emma simply watched the exchange and glanced at each 
other periodically, sharing a knowing smirk.  No sooner had Olivia sat down then she got a 
face full of noodles and a giggle for her efforts.  The other two couldn’t stop from laughing 
and Olivia good-naturedly gave them a moment to revel in it.

“Very funny.” She picked the last bit of noodle out of her hair.

“Just be glad it wasn’t sauce.” Natalia smiled at her across the table.

“Mmm, lesson learned. So, Emma, are you going to model the flower girl dress you got for 
us later?”

Emma’s face lit up as she described the pretty pink dress to her mothers, and related as 
many details as she could remember. She had no idea so much went into a wedding.  
Natalia’s wedding that didn’t happen with Frank was so quick she barely had any time to 
pay attention to what was happening.  All she remembered was her Mommies being sad.  
Weddings were supposed to be fun, not sad, so she knew something was wrong.

Natalia smiled at the animated little girl.  She loved to play dress up and be in the middle 
of everything.  She thought about Olivia’s tale of the ball.  How she had wanted to grow up 



too fast and had been enthralled by the pomp and circumstance of the night, so excited to 
dress up and pretend she was someone else until…a sickening wave of anger rushed 
through Natalia as her adrenaline kicked in at the thought of Olivia being hurt.  She looked 
at Emma smiling and oblivious to the dangers of the world, so intent on going out on her 
own without fear or care.  A flash of white hot fear hit Natalia, and she looked down to see 
the fork in her hand was slightly bent from her grip.

Seeing that Emma was coming to the end of her thorough description of the upcoming 
wedding, she forced herself to focus and took several slow, steadying breaths.

“When is the wedding again?” Olivia looked at Natalia for the information.  She was always 
better at keeping up with their schedules anyway. Then noticed the bent fork in her hand, 
and she fought the urge to rush to Natalia in worry for fear of scaring Emma.  She touched 
fingers to the back of Natalia’s hand. “Baby?”

Dark eyes seemed to come back to the present at the touch. Then there was a soft but 
haunted smile. “I’m sorry, I zoned out for a bit. What did you say?”

The blonde decided they’d get to this conversation later. For right now, she chose to focus 
on the present. “When is Phillip and Beth’s wedding?”

“Oh! A week from today, I think.”

“Wow, that’s soon!” Emma bounced in her seat. “I’m so excited.”

Natalia smiled genuinely, dimples on full display. “I can see!”

A few minutes passed as they quietly ate dinner with Francesca receiving regular 
assistance from one of her mommies.

“So, when are you two getting married?” Emma looked innocently between her Mommies; 
Olivia struggled not to choke while the other tried not to laugh at seeing the great Olivia 
Spencer one-upped by her own daughter.

Natalia took pity on her lover who was still coughing.  “Baby, why would you think we’re 
getting married?”

“Duh, I saw the rings. Wait! You two better not have gotten married while you were away!” 
Emma pouted.

Olivia finally got herself together and turned to her daughter. “No, Bean, we didn’t get 
married yet.”



“Good, because I really, really, really want to be a flower girl in your wedding.”

Natalia’s heart swelled with love at Emma’s declaration.  She looked over at Olivia who 
also seemed a bit taken aback.

Emma looked between both of them again before putting on the finishing touches to 
ensure her involvement in the most important wedding ever. “Promise me that you’ll let me 
be in the wedding.”

Olivia looked up at Natalia. They hadn’t really talked about anything beyond the 
commitment they’d already made, but looking up into the tender brown eyes of her lover, 
Olivia couldn’t stop from saying the words that were already in her heart, even if her head 
wanted to declare mutiny. “Of course you can be in the wedding, baby.”

*~*~*~*

Olivia smiled as she quietly pulled the door closed to the nursery. Francesca had a big 
dinner and was now full and very sleepy. She was out in a matter of minutes once Olivia 
started rocking her.  Standing at the top of the stairs, listening to Emma and Natalia giggle 
as they washed dishes, made her borrowed heart dance happily.

Making her way into the kitchen, she lined up next to her other two favorite girls to put the 
dishes Emma had dried away in the cupboard. When the last dish was done, Natalia dried 
off her hands and waited for Emma to finish.

“Okay, baby, we need to make some cookies for your St. Patrick’s Day party at school 
tomorrow. Can you crawl down under the cabinets and get three of the big cookie sheets 
out?”

Emma excitedly jumped down and moved her stool to get under the cabinets. The two 
grown-ups laughed at seeing their daughter move so fast. An hour later, all three were 
cleaning up and wiping off spots of flour on each other’s faces when the oven buzzed with 
the first round of cookies finished. Natalia carefully placed the cookie sheet on the table as 
Emma looked on hungrily.

“You did a perfect job with the green sprinkles, Emma.” She smiled at how surprisingly 
controlled Emma was being.  She knew she wanted the first taste of the cookies. “Since you 
did such a good job and it is past your bedtime, I guess you can have one cookie…just one 
though!”

Emma snagged the one she had been eyeing since they came out of the oven. It wasn’t too 
brown around the edges so it wouldn’t be too crunchy. She liked the soft ones best. She 
moaned in pure childlike abandon at the first bite.



Natalia looked at a smiling Olivia, who like her daughter had her eyes on a particular 
cookie. “Oh, go ahead, you. I know you can’t stand it.”

The brunette turned to open the oven door to check the progress of the next sheet of 
cookies before turning back with the platter she had out for the set Emma would take to 
school. Olivia watched her work while she savored her cookie. Usually, she’d sit down and 
share a cookie with them before doing anything else. Then she remembered how before 
the trip, she made chocolate cupcakes for Emma to take to Phillip’s, but she didn’t eat any 
herself.

“Aren’t you going to have one?” Olivia caught her partner’s eye and gestured at the plate.

“Maybe later.” Natalia shrugged.

Olivia stopped chewing her piece of cookie and swallowed. “Okay, what’s up?”

Emma looked between her mommies hoping nothing bad was wrong. Natalia caught the 
worried look of the little girl and quickly reassured both of them. “It’s nothing. I’m…I’m 
observing Lent, okay?”

Natalia hesitated to discuss religion with Olivia. Not because she thought Olivia would 
make fun of it. Fortunately, they were well past that issue. She just didn’t want Olivia to 
feel like she was imposing her beliefs on their family.

“Why would you observe the stuff that comes out of the dryer? That’s silly! It has nothing 
to do with cookies anyway,” Emma declared.

The younger woman sat down at the table with Emma and Olivia. “Lent not lint, baby. It’s 
spelled with an E.” She looked at Olivia seeking permission with her eyes to discuss it with 
Emma. She found the beautiful woman smiling gently at her. “See, honey, there’s a certain 
time frame, right before Easter, where Catholics, and even other Christians, observe the 
sacrifice that Jesus made for us by giving up something we like or enjoy.”

“Why? Seems kind of silly to not do something you like. I’d think Jesus would want us to 
have fun.”

Natalia smiled at Olivia who was barely holding back her smirk at her fast-thinking and 
inquisitive child. “Let me guess, you were exactly like this as a kid.”

Olivia simply shrugged. Natalia turned back to the other Spencer woman. “He does want us 
to have fun, but He also wants us to understand the importance of His own sacrifice of 
dying for us. Giving up sweets like I’m doing is very insignificant in comparison, but it does 



remind me of what He did for me. He loved us so much that He gave up His life. I guess the 
least I can do is give up a cookie.”

“But you ate tons of sweets on the island.” Olivia wondered.

“I’m a lot of things, honey. Stupid is not one of them. I wasn’t about to pass up Massimo’s 
cooking!” Natalia stood and took out the next batch of cookies when the oven went off.

“Touché!” She thought for a moment and then stood, walking over to the garbage can and 
dropping her cookie in it. Natalia and Emma watched her curiously but before they could 
ask, she answered them. “I’m going to observe Lent too. No more cookies for me. I haven’t 
done this in years so why not?”

Emma bounced in her chair. “I’ll do it too. Well…as long as I can have a cookie at school 
tomorrow. Then I’ll quit. It’s only until Easter, right?”

“Right!” Natalia laughed.

“I can do it!” Emma stated convincingly.

Natalia raised her hands, smiling. “Great! We’ll all do it, as a family.”

She shared a look with Olivia. The older woman never ceased to amaze her. Just when she 
thought she had her figured out, there was a new layer to her complexity.  She wasn’t sure 
what brought on her openness to observing this religious tradition, but she’d take it. 

Olivia saw her daughter yawning out of the corner of her eye and snagged the opportunity. 
“Okay, Jellybean, it’s time to clean you up and get you ready for bed.”

“Awwww!” Emma whined.

“Eh, don’t ‘aw’ me…go.”

“Fine!” Emma ran over to Natalia, wrapping her arms around her neck. “Love you. Night.”

Natalia smiled, giving her tight hug back and kissing her head. “Love you too, baby. Night.”

*~*~*~*

Once settled in bed, Olivia found several books, including the story of Peter Rabbit, to read 
to Emma. When Olivia finished the first book, Emma rolled over and looked at her.
“Mommy?”



“Yeah, baby?” The look on Emma’s face told her whatever was on her mind was important 
so she put the other books aside and turned to face her, brushing her fingers through her 
soft brown hair.

The little girl bit her lip. She hoped what she asked wouldn’t make her Mommy mad.  Her 
Daddy had said it wouldn’t, and she thought he should know better than anybody what 
would make Mommy mad. After all, he had done it enough to her!

“It’s okay, Emma. You can ask me anything.” Olivia encouraged her daughter.

Emma took a deep breath and decided to just say it. “I want to call Natalia ‘Ma’ like Rafe 
does. Unless it’s gonna make you mad, then I won’t but I’d like to.”

The comment took Olivia by surprise, but when it sunk in what Emma was really asking, 
that she really thought of Natalia as her mom and wanted to make it real, she felt tears 
sting her eyes. It took a moment for her to swallow around the lump in her throat before 
she could answer.

“Of course you can, baby. I think Natalia would love that. I know I do, but what brought this 
on?”

The little girl was quiet for a long moment in her arms and then Olivia heard a sniffle. “I 
just want her to know how much I love her.”

Olivia pulled Emma closer and kissed her head. “Oh, sweetie, she knows. Believe me, she 
loves you so much.  She couldn’t wait to get home to see you after the trip. We both 
couldn’t. We missed you so much.”

“Even though you were having grown-up fun?”

Olivia chuckled. “Yes, even then. Now you need to get some rest.” She kissed her head again 
as she soaked up the scent of childhood and innocence for a moment. “I love you, Bean.”

“Love you too, Mommy.” Emma’s eyes were already drifting shut as Olivia headed toward 
the door, then they flew open. “Oh no! I forgot to model the dress for Daddy’s wedding for 
you.”

“How about tomorrow?”

Emma snuggled back down into her bed, pulling her covers back up to her chin. “Okay. 
Night.”

“Night, baby.”



Olivia leaned her head back against the door of Emma’s bedroom, marveling at how much 
their lives and family were changing. “She wants to call her Ma,” she muttered and smiled.

The object of her reverie flipped off the kitchen light, casting the living room and stairway 
in moonlit shadows. Even though she couldn’t see the clock, she knew it couldn’t be that 
late.  She walked over and met her lover at the top of the stairs.  “Tired?”

Natalia shook her head. “Nope.” She then wrapped her arms around Olivia’s shoulders and 
pulled her into a kiss that unsteadied both of them, making them fall back into the wall 
behind Olivia.

Olivia muffled a grunt at the contact, pinned between a hard wall and a persistent Latina. 
“Mmm, baby, what’s up?”

Natalia pulled away with a gasp. “Me.” She then latched onto the taller woman’s neck, 
nipping down to the hollow of her shoulder before burning a fresh trail up to her ear.

“Whoa!” Olivia’s knees gave out as the brunette sucked on the sensitive spot below her ear. 
She reached frantically for the doorknob to their bedroom. They stumbled back into the 
room as the door gave way, but it wasn’t enough to break the hold Natalia had on her. 
When the door was closed, she felt her back meet wood. “Dear Lord, ‘Talia!”

Natalia pulled back and worked frantically at the buttons on Olivia’s shirt. When she 
couldn’t get the buttons through the small holes, she finally just started tugging at the 
material in every direction until Olivia began pulling it off over her head.

The younger woman gave Olivia room to get the offending material off and worked at her 
own shirt, lifting it over her head. She crashed back into Olivia’s waiting arms and kissed 
her deeply, tasting the sweetness of their connection. Natalia broke the kiss and looked 
into Olivia’s sex dazed eyes. “Did you mean it?”

Olivia reached towards her, seeking out Natalia’s mouth again, then guiding her back to the 
bed. “Mean what?”

Pants were soon scattered on the floor at the foot of the bed. “What you told Emma about a 
wedding?”

Olivia paused as Natalia kissed her way down the older woman’s body until her tongue 
dipped into the bellybutton in front of her. The blonde swayed on her feet as Natalia’s 
mouth eased lower. “Uh huh…anything for you, baby. Anything.” God help her but she didn’t 
even remember the question Natalia had asked.  All she knew was that whatever Natalia 
wanted, she’d happily give to her a million times over.



 
*~*~*~*

ACT 3

The soft, even breathing of her daughter was a balm to Olivia’s soul at the moment. 
Cradling Francesca in her arms, nothing else existed.  She ran a finger along the baby’s 
plump cheek, smiling when the little bundle squirmed in her arms at the ticklish gesture.  A 
light creaking sound drew her head up as a sleepy Natalia pushed the door to the nursery 
open.  The younger woman leaned against the wall and rubbed her eyes, letting a small 
yawn escape her lips.  Olivia thought she was as adorable as the one she held in her arms.  
Every little thing she did seemed to make Olivia fall a little deeper in love with her and 
with their family.

Padding over quietly, Natalia caressed Olivia’s cheek with the back of her hand and leaned 
over to kiss the top of her head.

“Did she cry out?  I didn’t hear her.” Natalia whispered.

Olivia shook her head. “I couldn’t sleep.”

The brunette smiled down at the baby as the little one yawned and curled tighter into 
Olivia.  “Your Sweet Pea doesn’t seem to be having a problem with that.  Come on, put her 
back to bed.  You need your sleep, too.”

The older woman sighed deeply but rose anyway to place the baby back in her crib.  She 
gave Francesca a light kiss on the cheek then turned on the seahorse nightlight that 
played lullabies.  She followed Natalia out of the room and back into their bed.

Natalia pulled her close as they got back under the covers, cradling the older woman’s 
head in the crook of her arm.  “Tell me about it,” Natalia urged.

“I went to church the other day,” Olivia ventured.  “I didn’t mean to, but I just saw it and 
thought I’d give it a try.”

The younger woman had paused the tracing of her fingers through the honeycomb 
highlights of Olivia’s hair. “A try?”

“It always seemed to help you when you had troubles.  I thought I’d give it a chance to see 
what happened.” The disappointment was evident in her tone.

“I take it, it didn’t help.” Natalia resumed her caress of Olivia’s hair.



“I don’t know if I can say that entirely.  I know I need to tell Doris about Anna.  It’s the right 
thing to do, but I know I’m going to pay for it.  So will Doris. How can God really help when 
there will be pain either way?”

Natalia knew that question all too well from past experience. “Sometimes praying is not 
about avoiding pain or consequences, but in finding the strength to endure them. And 
maybe feel a little less alone in the process.”

The brunette could feel her partner snuggle in closer as she sighed with frustration. 
“Maybe that’s part of it. I know the aloneness Doris has felt and will feel, and I hate to put 
her back in that place.” Olivia wrapped her arm tighter around Natalia’s waist. “This is good, 
you know.  What we have.  Everyone should have it.  Who knew having friends would be so 
damn complicated?”

Natalia chuckled and kissed the top of Olivia’s head. “It’s just because you care about Doris 
and her happiness that makes it complicated.”

Olivia looked up at Natalia, feeling that rightness of them every time she looked into her 
partner’s dark eyes. “It’s only because of you that I care. The old me would have reveled in 
Doris’ situation, even rubbed it in. You changed me.” She breathed the last part out on a 
whisper.

Natalia leaned down and gently kissed her on the lips. “Everything’s going to work out the 
way it’s supposed to. Just have a little faith.”

The blonde stretched up and extended the kiss, needing the connection with the younger 
woman. “I don’t need faith. I have you.”

*~*~*~*

Doris bumped open the door to her office, her purse slipping from her arm and the 
contents scattering on the floor in front of her desk.  She mumbled a curse and dropped 
her briefcase to the floor before bending over to pick up the items to return to her purse.

When she rose, her blue eyes caught the tall shimmering crystal vase in the corner.  “Where 
the hell…?”

She stuck her head back out the door into the lobby, looking at her assistant. “Russell, how 
did these flowers get into my office?”

“What flowers?” He stood and rushed into her office. He stopped dead in his tracks at the 
imposing bouquet of pink and white calla lilies. “Wow.”



“I take it you didn’t know about this.” He wilted a little under her stern gaze. Something 
was telling him that he should have known how the flowers got there. She waved him 
away with her hand. “Never mind.”

He happily scurried out of her office, only smiling a little after he pulled the door closed.  
She turned back to the bouquet with suspicion and walked over to it. A small smirk broke 
out before she quickly tucked it away and pulled the card off that was tied to one of the 
lilies.

“I’m sorry. Let me make it up to you over breakfast? – A.”

She shook her head and smiled.  She propped the card up on her desk so she could look at 
it then pulled her phone from her purse and sent Anna a text.

“You’re on. Tomorrow morning. – D”

Tapping the phone against her chin, she eventually tried one more time to reach Olivia.  
She had tried several times to get her to come out for drinks over the last couple of days, 
but either she got voicemail or Keira took a message.

When the line went to voicemail again, she flipped her phone closed and tossed it on her 
desk.  Glaring at the phone for a moment, she picked it up again and sent a message to 
Olivia.

“WTF, Spencer?! Call me or I’m going through your wife.”

*~*~*~*

The dew was beginning to burn off the grass in the surprisingly warm mid-March morning, 
causing a dreamy haze to hover over the lawn of the park.  Patches of snow still clung to 
corners behind buildings, but they wouldn’t last for much longer as the air hummed with 
the energy of spring approaching.

Doris had a spring in her step to go along with the shift in the weather as she swung the 
door open to Company.  Immediately, her eyes found Anna seated at one of the small tables 
to the left.  Blake had turned from pouring Anna some coffee and saw Doris in what 
appeared to be a new light tan skirt suit, her hair pulled back loosely with some loose 
tendrils falling in her face.  The redhead turned back to the table and flipped over the 
coffee cup, pouring a generous helping of it into the cup.

“Morning, Doris.”



“Morning, Blake.” Doris made eye contact before leaning over and giving Anna a quick kiss 
on the cheek. “Hey.”

The redhead shifted on her feet watching the exchange but trying not to watch too. 
“Anything I can get you ladies besides coffee?”

They pulled their eyes away from each other for a moment to look at Blake. Doris smiled 
up at her. “Not yet. We have time.”

Blake shrugged. “Whatever you say.”

When Blake came back out from the back, ketchup bottles now filled and ready for the 
lunch crowd, she thought enough time had passed for Doris and Anna to decide on what 
they wanted to order.  Looking at the table though, she hesitated.  They were evidently in 
an intense conversation and probably very intimate if their body language was a sign.  
Their hands were entwined on the table and Doris was playing teasingly with Anna’s 
fingers.  When Doris dropped her eyes and blushed, she had to look away.  A similar image 
of Doris flashed in front of Blake’s eyes and she had to immediately rid herself of the 
thought.  She decided to think of Frank, and when her heart rate went quickly back to 
normal, she breathed a sigh of relief.

Eventually after checking in at a couple of other tables, she swung by Doris and Anna.  
“Know what you want yet?”
 
Anna looked down at her watch.  “Actually, I probably need to run.”  She looked at Blake. 
“But get the lady here anything she wants…on me.”  Doris had the good grace to blush 
again at the innuendo, and Blake felt suddenly irritated.  “See you tonight?”

“You bet.” She watched as Anna left and turned back to see Blake glaring holes into Anna’s 
retreating form.  “What?”

The redhead jumped. “Nothing.” She tried for nonchalance. “You two need a room though.”

Doris smirked, rubbing it in. “That’s the point of going to her place tonight.”

Blake rolled her eyes. “I hope you know what you’re doing, Doris.”

*~*~*~*

 
Anna was checking her messages as she walked to the station.  Looking down, she didn’t 
see Olivia coming down the sidewalk until it was too late.  Even at a distance, she could 
see a flash of something dangerous in the green eyes as she approached.  There was 



nowhere for Anna to go.  To slip down a side street or alley would only be suspicious, so 
she decided to act confident and give the cursory head nod as they passed.

But as she got within reach of the businesswoman, she felt herself spun around by a hand 
on her arm.  Olivia was well within her personal space but not enough to raise curious 
looks from those passing.  “I told myself I wouldn’t do this, that I’d let this play out the way 
it’s supposed to, just have a little faith, you know?  But I can’t.”

The trained professional in Anna felt her hackles rise at being practically accosted in the 
middle of the street, but she fought to keep her panic under control. “Do what, Olivia?”

“Don’t act innocent. I know you, and I know you know me. Let’s just cut to the chase, shall 
we?” Anna shivered a little at the intense look being drilled into her.  It would be one of 
the rare times she’d be grateful to hear Frank’s irritating voice as he approached from 
across the street.

“Morning, ladies!  Anna, were you about to head into the station?”

She broke Olivia’s stare and looked at him approach.  “Yeah, I was on the way.”

“Well, we’re having some issues down in the evidence lab that I need to check out, but it 
seems there’s been another incident.  Could you check it out?” Frank nodded at Olivia in 
acknowledgement.

Anna was grateful to have an excuse to leave. “Yeah, sure. No problem.”

“Oh, and take Remy with you.”

“That could be a problem. I think he and Christina have an ultrasound this morning.”

He shrugged. “Have him meet you there then. I want two sets of eyes on Desilva and his 
crew to make sure he gets evidence right this time.  I’m really tired of him doing his job 
half-assed. Speaking of which, where’s Doris? I need to talk to her about that.”

Anna gestured at Company down the street.  “Your favorite place.”

“Thanks.” He looked at Olivia.  “Care to get a cup of coffee? Best in town.” Anna took the 
opportunity at the distraction and hurried down the street before Olivia could corner her 
again.  Her heart was pounding as she rounded the corner to the station.  She cursed each 
step she took up to the front door.  Maybe she just needed to tell Doris what was really 
going on.  Certainly, Olivia wouldn’t say anything, but then again, that look in her eyes 
didn’t look very forgiving.  She cursed again before calling Remy. 



*~*~*~*

Somehow, Olivia had managed to get away from a surprisingly friendly Frank Cooper, and 
at the moment, she was hiding out in an antique shop on the next block pretending to be 
very interested in a country-looking quilt.  It would have fit in perfect at the farmhouse and 
for about ten seconds she considered buying it; however, she couldn’t picture her, Natalia, 
and Emma curling up under it to watch movies.  The quaint cows, chickens, and horses 
decorating the cover was just not her style.

She hadn’t gone looking for Anna and had determined that if she was meant to talk to the 
other woman that she’d have her chance without seeking it out.  So, when she saw the 
smaller Asian woman walking down the street this morning, she felt like that bit of faith 
her and Natalia had talked about was paying off.  For whatever reason, they were on the 
same street at the same time of day without any other interested parties around.  A bigger 
sign couldn’t have knocked Olivia over the head than that.

Why she was hanging out at a store across from Company waiting for Doris Wolfe to leave 
was another matter?  What was she going to do when she saw Doris anyway?  Obviously, 
having Frank pop up in time to interrupt her talk with Anna could be seen as a sign too.  
Maybe she wasn’t meant to be the bearer of bad news.  Besides, Anna now knew that Olivia 
had pegged her so maybe she’d come clean to Doris on her own.  Then again, maybe Olivia 
had done something really stupid and put all of them in danger by letting Anna get away 
without knowing her motives.

“Shit!” Olivia muttered to herself. She dropped the price tag on the quilt that she wasn’t 
even looking at and left the shop. She needed to think about this, and she didn’t need to do 
it there.

She was two blocks down and only a little past Company when Doris fell in step beside 
her.  Olivia jumped a little to see her suddenly appear and stopped walking.  “At least now 
you can’t avoid me, Olivia.”

She tried to be convincing but it wasn’t well-played when she couldn’t look her friend in 
the eye. “I wasn’t avoiding you.”

“A half a dozen unreturned messages in the past three days would say different.”

Olivia started walking again.  “That just means you’re persistent. Now I know how you get 
women to go out on dates with you.  Did you sing ‘Henry the 8th, I am’ to them, too?”

Doris was beside her again, keeping pace. “Snark is not going to keep you from having to 
talk to me.”



“But it’s making it a lot more fun.” Olivia was trying to find a way out of the situation but 
was rapidly finding avenues closed to her.

“You’re coming back to my office, and we’re talking.”

“Says who?”

Doris touched her arm as they stopped at the intersection.  “Says the woman who will sing 
‘Henry the 8th, I am’ until you give in. I won’t stop. You know that.”

Olivia sighed and rubbed the bridge of her nose with two fingers. “I really don’t want to 
hear that, do I?”

“Not really. I got kicked out of church choir as a kid. Now that’s bad! Come on, I’ll have 
Russell make a fresh pot of coffee.” Olivia followed and wondered briefly if she could 
quietly slip into the liquor store on the way for something for that coffee.  She had a 
feeling she was going to need it.

*~*~*~*

Olivia swirled the dark liquid around in her cup before setting it aside on the table and 
looking up at Doris, who was perched on the edge of her desk.  She ran a hand through her 
blonde strands waiting for the inevitable question from her friend.

“So, what’s wrong?” Doris cut to the chase.

“What makes you think anything’s wrong?”

Doris pushed away from her desk and walked to the window, looking out.  “Oh, I don’t 
know. I’ve been chasing you around with call after call, and I feel distinctly like I’m getting 
the brush off.” She turned back around. “Not that I’m not used to that to some extent, but 
usually I’ve slept with the woman first.  You, on the other hand, are supposed to be my 
friend, something pretty rare for me, so I’m just kind of surprised. If something was 
bothering you, Olivia, I never imagined you’d be the type of person to run from it.”

Olivia looked down at her hands folded in her lap, adjusting the ring on her finger.  “I am 
your friend, Doris. That’s why I haven’t been able to talk to you.”

She noticed Olivia playing with her ring and the possibility finally struck her.  “Oh my God. 
Natalia’s jealous and doesn’t want you hanging around me, especially now that you’re 
officially spoken for and all.”



That comment made Olivia stand and pace to the other side of the room.  She ran her 
fingertips over her forehead.  “No, that’s not it. Not even close.”

Doris threw her hands in the air.  “Then what?”

“This is going to so backfire on me.  I know better than to open my mouth.  Every time I do, 
chaos follows. Just look at what happened at Natalia and Frank’s wedding.” Olivia scoffed at 
herself.

“And if you hadn’t, you’d still be torturing yourself today. So what? What does that have to 
do with anything, Olivia?” Doris was getting agitated.

Olivia got that look on her face that was stern and made up.  It was the look that Olivia 
had the day she walked out of Doris’ office when Natalia had almost kissed her at the 
hospital.  The blonde shook her head and picked up her purse to leave.  “No, I can’t do this.  
You need to figure this out for yourself.”

She made to slip past Doris, but the other woman grabbed her arm and turned her around.  
“The hell I will. If it bothers you enough to act this way over it, then it’s important enough 
for me to know…now. Not tomorrow or in some distant future, but now.”

Olivia berated herself for even going to Doris’ office.  It was stupid to give in and be alone 
with her.  She knew this would happen but did it anyway.  Sighing, she let her hand move 
until it took Doris’ own.  “I don’t think Anna is who she says she is.  In fact, I think she’s lying 
to you, to all of us, and she’s going to end up hurting you.”

A long moment passed as Doris digested the words.  Disbelieving, she could only utter one 
word, “What?”

Doris pulled back and turned to walk back to the windows.  Olivia watched her for a 
moment, unsure what to say so she just said it all.  “I knew Anna when I lived on San 
Cristobel.  When I saw her at the scene where the graffiti was on the hotel wall, I 
remember there being something familiar about her, but I couldn’t place it.  Then when 
Natalia and I went to San Cristobel, it all came back to me.”

With Doris’ back turned, she couldn’t tell how the other woman was reacting to the news, 
but when she didn’t comment, Olivia went on.  “Doris, I don’t even think that Anna is her 
real name.  The bad part is that I’m not sure what she’s doing here.  It feels like more than 
coincidence because her family was tight with Edmund’s family.  I don’t know if she’s 
spying for him or what, but I think she’s up to no good.”



Another long stretch of silence passed and it made Olivia nervous.  When she couldn’t take 
it anymore, she stepped a little closer, almost close enough to touch the other woman on 
the shoulder and offer support. 

“Doris?” She moved to comfort her friend when the woman spun on her, blue eyes 
shimmering with tears.

“You couldn’t stand it, could you?”

“What?” Olivia was stunned by the coldness in her tone.

“A tigress never changes her stripes, huh? You can’t stand for anyone to be happy except 
you.  You have the girl now so the rest of the world can go to hell, right? Oh, and precious 
Natalia would never tolerate you sleeping with every woman in Springfield so you can’t 
use your old tricks either.  So, now you’re inventing new ones.” Doris crossed her arms and 
appraised the shocked green eyes she looked into.  Eyes that were now bearing their own 
tears at Doris’ harsh words.

“That’s not…”

Doris didn’t let her finish. “Get out.”

Olivia shook her head.  “But…”

The other woman stepped into her space, making sure she understood. “Get. Out. Now.”

Olivia closed her eyes, tears falling for what she was losing, another mistake in the many 
she had made in her life.  Shaking her head, she looked at Doris sadly. “I’m sorry.”

*~*~*~*

Anna’s apartment was unimpressive.  It was more like a townhouse; efficiency with a loft 
for the bed upstairs and a big open floor plan.  That was the inside anyway.  The outside, as 
Doris peered up at the golden light flowing from the windows above, left a lot to be 
desired.  On a cop’s salary though, she couldn’t hold that against Anna.  She knew exactly 
how much the town paid the officers and this was about as good as it got.

She had spent most of the afternoon thinking over what Olivia had said, and while she 
could understand how Olivia had come to that conclusion, none of it added up with what 
Doris knew of her girlfriend.  Anna was wonderful to her, attentive and affectionate.  She 
was definitely not manipulative.  She had never pushed Doris to do anything regarding 
coming out, and she had appreciated that immensely.  Too often, the women Doris had 
dated were either sneaking around on their husbands or they wanted her to be the next 



lesbian poster child.  Doris was neither an activist nor a dirty secret.  Anna had seen her for 
exactly who she was and never judged it.

How could she very well judge Anna now? Shouldn’t she be returning the favor of trust 
that Anna had shown her?  A flicker of anger and fire danced in Doris’ eyes when she was 
reminded that earlier this afternoon she had almost listened to Olivia, almost let herself be 
convinced by someone with a winning track record in manipulation that she was merely 
collateral damage in Anna’s devious mystery plan.

She chuckled a little, if for no other reason than to dissipate the anger she felt at Olivia.  
Right now, she didn’t want to feel anger.  All she wanted was to wrap herself in Anna’s 
embrace and forget the day.  She pulled her light coat tighter around her as she exited the 
car and walked up the short path to Anna’s front door.

After knocking and getting the “just a minute” from Anna, she could have sworn she heard 
movement to her right behind the garbage cans.  She blamed it on some nocturnal animal 
and danced a little on the balls of her feet, impatiently.  Just to her left was the garage.  
Considering Anna’s well-used Volvo was in the driveway, she was surprised to peer through 
a window and see a large black car taking up most of the room in the garage.  There was 
something vaguely familiar about it, but she didn’t have a chance to contemplate it 
anymore as the front door swung open.

“Hi,” Anna smiled and tucked some dark hair behind her ear.  “Come in.”

“Hey, yourself.” Doris kissed the smaller woman slowly and deeply, easing some of the 
tension of the day, just by being closer.  She pulled her into a long hug as the kiss ended, 
relishing the feel of her.

Anna pulled back and took her hand to lead her into the small living room. “That was a 
nice greeting.  What was that all about?”

Doris shrugged. “Just needed to feel you close.”

She pushed Doris down to the couch with a smirk. “I can live with that. Feel free to do it as 
often as you like.” She then straddled her hips and kissed her, letting her tongue tease a 
soft bottom lip.

A small moan escaped Doris.  If this was heaven, she’d be glad to die right here, right now. 
“Mmmm, keep kissing me that way, and I’ll do all your dirty bidding.”

“Promise?” Anna sat up from nibbling on Doris’ neck and smiled down at her with mischief.

Doris quirked an eyebrow up in wonder. “Exactly what do I have to do?”



Anna settled in her lap with her arms around her neck. “I bought all the ingredients for 
chicken cattiatore. I love the way you make it.”

“Cooking? That’s what you had in mind? Hmm, I think you just like to see me in an apron.”

Anna smirked. “Uh huh, I like it when you’re domestic.”

Doris eyed the cleavage teasing her from the dip in Anna’s button-down shirt and tried to 
move the evening’s events in a much more pleasant direction.  “But I have a much better 
way of being domestic.  Much more fun than cooking.”

She leaned in and nipped at the exposed flesh peaking out of Anna’s bra.  Anna pushed her 
back.  “Oh no, you don’t. I’m hungry.”

Doris smiled evilly.  “So am I.”

Anna shook her head and slid off her lap.  Doris was close to begging.  Cooking, at least in 
the kitchen, had definitely not been on her agenda tonight, but one look at the crooked 
smile of her girlfriend and she knew she couldn’t refuse her.  “Okay, fine. But you’re making 
it up to me later.” Doris stood, wrapped her arm around Anna’s waist and kissed her deeply, 
until she felt the smaller woman weaken in her arms. “And you’ll do it over.” A quick kiss to 
the lips. “And over.” Another kiss. “And over again.” One last kiss before Doris turned to the 
kitchen.

Anna faltered a little on her feet as Doris let her go.  Somehow she managed to follow 
Doris and watch her pull out some pans from the cupboard.  She spent the next couple of 
minutes lost in thought about after dinner activities when her phone rang, and it pulled 
her out of the moment.  She glanced at the number and looked up to see Doris watching 
her.

“I need to take this.”  Doris nodded and turned back to the stove, but Anna knew she 
couldn’t talk with Doris in the room.  She hated to do it, but she slipped as nonchalantly as 
possible into the laundry room.  She knew it would look odd, but she had nowhere else to 
disappear to.  She didn’t look back to see Doris watching her out of the corner of her eye as 
she chopped tomatoes nor did she notice Doris subtly look at her watch when she came 
back out of the room.

“Was that work?”

Anna turned the ringer off on her phone and put it back in her pocket.  After a long 
moment passed, she looked up smiling. “Um, yeah.  Frank needed a report on that incident 
out at the warehouse.”



Doris glanced at her. “And you had to go in the laundry room for that?”
The other woman inwardly cursed and rubbed a hand along her suddenly tense neck 
muscles. “I couldn’t hear that well.  You were banging pans in here.”

Doris didn’t look at her as she scrunched up her eyebrows thinking about the moment the 
phone rang.  The loudest thing she had done was get a knife out of the drawer.  Arms 
slipped around her from behind and gently took the knife from her hand.

“You know what? I think it’s time to skip dinner and go straight to dessert.” Anna moved her 
hands up to Doris’ breasts and quickly found her nipples, already straining through the 
material.

Doris arched into her and moaned. Whatever thoughts had been in her head, whatever 
concerns she may have had, were instantly gone at Anna’s touch.  She really didn’t care 
anymore and she was sick of denying herself a piece of happiness.  Instead, she 
subconsciously told her inner voice that sounded not surprisingly like Olivia to shut the 
fuck up and turned in Anna’s arms to claim her in a heated kiss.

She pushed the other woman back to the stairs leading to her loft and ripped at the 
buttons on her shirt, causing some to give way and others to fly around the room.  Anna’s 
hands were roughly in her hair, tugging at her, moving her head where Anna needed her. 

A rough bite on Anna’s shoulder made her hiss in arousal and she growled out, “Fuck!”

Blouses, jeans, and pants were scattered over the staircase as they pushed and pulled their 
way up each step, never losing bodily contact.  When they finally made it upstairs, Anna 
turned Doris around and pushed her roughly to the bed.  Later, they’d take their time and 
enjoy the slow, luxury of making love, but for now, in this moment, Anna fed both of their 
animal instincts – to take and be taken.  The need and desire to connect overwhelming 
both of them.  Over and over again, she pushed Doris to the edge and held her as she 
screamed Anna’s name on the descent.  Doris wouldn’t see the tears that fell from Anna’s 
eyes or know the way her heart ached in her chest.  Neither would admit it, but something 
felt different about this time.

*~*~*~*

Natalia looked up from the math book in front of Emma when she heard the door open.  A 
tired looking Olivia gave her a forced smile and placed something in a brown paper bag on 
the kitchen counter.  The look in her eyes immediately made Natalia’s smile fall. 
She ran a hand down Emma’s ponytail and looked down at her.  “Go wash up so we can eat.”



Emma ran to her mom and gave her a hug.  Olivia closed her eyes and gave into the brief 
moment of serenity.  As with all kids, the moment didn’t last long and before she was 
ready, her daughter was out of her arms and up the stairs.  Olivia leaned over the tiny form 
in the walker on the floor and gave her baby a kiss.

Natalia snuck a peek in the bag on the counter, and Olivia turned in time to catch her.  
“Don’t say anything.  After today, just one.  Just one.”

Worry was evident on Natalia’s face, and she wondered what had Olivia stopping at the 
liquor store on the way home.  “What happened today?”

Olivia ran her hands through her hair for what seemed like the millionth time today.  “Doris 
cornered me outside Company this morning and refused to let me out of her sight until I 
talked to her.”

Natalia’s mouth was open. “Oh, Olivia.  Did you…does she know now?”

“Oh yeah.  She knows.” She looked at Natalia sadly, quirking her mouth to the side and 
fighting back a new set of tears. “She didn’t believe me though.”

Without hesitation, Natalia wrapped Olivia up in a hug and let her have a quick cry before 
Emma came back.  Leaning back, she cupped Olivia’s face in her hands. “It was the right 
thing to do.”

Olivia nodded but couldn’t keep from being a little sarcastic. “Why does doing the right  
thing always suck so much?”

They both laughed remembering how much it sucked when they both thought they were 
doing the right thing in their relationship.  Natalia gave her a tender kiss then turned to 
the cupboard for a glass.  She filled it halfway with the amber liquid from the paper bag, 
took a big sip herself, and then handed it over to a smirking Olivia.  She gestured with a 
waving hand in the air, her voice gravelly from the burn of the alcohol. “To doing the sucky 
right thing.”

*~*~*~*

A loud crash jerked Doris out of her sleep.  She felt in the bed beside her but didn’t feel 
Anna there.  Quickly, she slipped on her shirt and pants and tiptoed barefoot down the 
stairs. Two steps from the bottom, she heard as much as felt a loud thump outside the back 
door.

She didn’t see Anna anywhere.  Not that she could see much in the dark. All she could 
assume was that it was Anna outside making the noise, but she didn’t sound alone either.  



Panic rose in her throat and her heart thudded painfully in her chest.  Everything was 
focused like a laser point on the door as she approached.

*~*~*~*

Anna spun with the force of the punch and landed hard into the side of the wall.  The 
hooded figure was obviously male and definitely much larger than her.  She didn’t really 
stand a chance going at him with fists, but she didn’t have her gun with her either.  Most 
people wouldn’t think to pick it up just to take out the trash.  Then again, most people 
didn’t take the trash out at two in the morning either.  But she couldn’t sleep so she had to 
do something.

As she slid to the ground, she searched all around her for anything she could use as a 
weapon.  No pieces of wood or pile of nails.  Nothing.  Even the garbage can lid was 
connected to the can itself.  It did her no good.  All she could hope to do was dodge and 
weave, but that meant moving which was hard to do when her head was spinning.

She thought she may get a break when he bent down to grab her collar.  She hoped he’d 
pick her up so she could use her legs to fight him off.  No such luck. Instead, he pulled her 
forward and punched her hard in the mouth, snapping her head back hard enough to 
connect with the wall again.

*~*~*~*

Doris jumped when the hard thump came again as soon as she reached for the door knob.  
She had a quick thought of looking for Anna’s gun, but she had no idea where the woman 
kept it.  Besides, she couldn’t waste time if Anna was in trouble.  As soon as the thought 
entered her mind, she heard a dull thud and cursing by a male voice.  Then there were 
several more thuds and it registered that someone was probably being kicked.

All she could picture was a bloodied and hurt Anna being kicked by some hoodlum, and it 
was the last bit of courage she needed to yank at the door and pull it open.

*~*~*~*

The loud crash of a door slammed open had been enough to make the dark figure pull 
back.  It was exactly the opportunity Anna had been hoping would present itself.  With 
both legs pulled back to her chest and braced against the cold brick wall, she kicked with 
as much force as she could muster.  The man stumbled back but didn’t fall.

A bloody Anna looked at a frantic Doris and screamed at her to get inside, but she stood 
frozen in place.  Anna scrambled to her feet now that she had room to maneuver and 
barreled head first into the stunned man’s abdomen.  He grabbed her as they lost their 



footing and tumbled to the ground.  Not ready to lose ground, Anna kneed him in the groin 
to immobilize him but she missed her target as her knee connected with the outside of his 
thigh.  He rolled away from her reach and took off towards the woods.

He glanced back once he knew he had escaped, a wicked smile was all either she or Doris 
could see.  “This isn’t over, Xing Lung. It’s only just started.”

Anna bent over in pain and gasped for breath.  She could hear Doris slowly approach from 
behind, and she closed her eyes hoping the other woman hadn’t heard what he said.  
Straightening up and dabbing at her bleeding lip, she turned to Doris.

The closer Doris came, the more concerned Anna became.  When she finally stepped into 
the light from the moon, Anna could see the traces of tears down her face.

“She was right.” Doris’ voice was shaky and broken.  Anna could even see her bottom lip 
quiver as she spoke and it tore at her heart, forcing tears from her own eyes at the pain she 
brought on Doris.

“Who was right?” It was the wrong question for Anna to ask.

The other woman crossed her arms, protecting what she could that was left of her dignity.  
“Not that it matters, Anna. Or whatever your name really is. But it was Olivia.  Maybe you 
should tell me the truth for a change so I don’t have to be humiliated by hearing it from a 
friend.”

Anna approached her cautiously.  “Let’s go inside and talk.  It’s cold out here.”

“No. Tell me now.” Doris stood resolutely and proudly even though she couldn’t stop crying.

Anna sighed, rubbing a hand along the side of her face, wincing as it came in contact with 
the darkening bruise around her eye. She opted for as much truth as possible without 
ruining all the work she and Jeffrey had done. “Anna is my real name.  I haven’t gone by 
Xing Lung in nearly 27 years.  I do know Olivia from San Cristobel.  I know what happened 
to her there, and I’m here to try and right it.”

Doris looked at her, feeling suddenly numb inside.  “What about Edmund Winslow?”

As much as Anna wanted to divulge everything and make things right with them again, she 
couldn’t discuss Edmund with her.  Doris was the mayor, and if she knew about Edmund 
being around, she’d have their cover blown in a heartbeat.  With regret, she deflected. 
“What about him?”



This was again not the right answer for Doris.  She gritted her teeth and stepped into 
Anna’s space, her eyes on fire with anger. “Are you working for him?”

“No. Of course not.” Anna wanted to say so much more, but it was all she could offer.  She 
had to content herself with knowing it was the truth. “Please believe me. I’m not here to 
hurt anyone. I’m just trying to help.”

Doris finally closed her eyes and dropped her face in her hands.  Anna reached up, wanting 
to make contact with the woman she loved.  Her heart ached with the knowledge of it.  She 
loved Doris and she hurt her.  When Anna’s fingertips touched Doris’ wrist, she jerked them 
away but didn’t break eye contact with Anna.

“I have to go. I can’t…I need time to think.”

A few minutes later, Anna stood in the same place outside as she heard Doris’ car start up 
and pull away.  When the silence became too much, she sank to her knees and let the tears 
come unhindered.

*~*~*~*

ACT 4

Olivia rubbed at her tired eyes.  She kept trying to focus on the computer screen in front of 
her as she scrolled through news feeds out of Chicago.  She was paying particular attention 
to recent mergers and buyouts of properties in the area as well as any hint of people and 
contacts to know. Natalia had also found a couple of interesting bites that she had 
forwarded along.

A knock at her door was a grateful reprieve as her eyes blurred over with much needed 
sleep.  Last night had been a long night as she and Natalia talked, among other things, 
much longer than usual.  Unfortunately, neither expected Francesca to decide to wake up 
about the time they were going to sleep.  The baby had taken to randomly sleeping 
through most of the night, but they never knew when those nights would come or if they’d 
suddenly end. Olivia had never realized how much she treasured consistency in her life 
until the babbling bundle of joy decided to snatch it away from her. Somewhere around 
four in the morning was the last time she looked at her clock and now her body was 
paying for it.

“Come in.” She turned away from the screen and stretched quickly before the person on the 
other side came in. 



“Hey.” Doris stood there looking pretty worn out, too.  The dark circles under her eyes giving 
away her own restless night. After five glasses of scotch last night, she lost track of how 
much she drank, yet sleep still wouldn’t come. All she got as her reward was a pounding 
headache. “Can I come in?”

“Hi. Yeah, of course.” Olivia stood and came around the desk. Olivia gestured at the chairs. 
“Do you want to sit?”

Doris shook her head and crossed her arms.  She cleared her throat trying desperately not 
to give away the emotion in her voice.  “You were right…about Anna.”

Olivia watched her friend make a valiant attempt at seeming unaffected as Doris brushed 
at some imaginary lint on her black blouse. “I didn’t want to be right, Doris.  I hate this.”

The other woman nodded and looked at her.  “I know.”

“What happened? Did she tell you?” The blonde followed the careful movements of her 
friend and recognized the behavior as being hungover. Her heart broke for her a little 
thinking about the horrible night she must have experienced.

Doris reigned in the natural inclination to shake her head, knowing that wouldn’t bode well 
for her state of equilibrium. “No. Actually, she was attacked in the middle of the night 
outside her apartment.”

Olivia stood up and moved a little closer. “Oh my God! Is she okay? What…how?”

Doris raised her hand. “Long story. I’ll tell you all the details one day when I can properly 
function. All I know is that she was attacked and as he took off he turned and called her by 
her real name.”

“Damn.” Olivia mumbled. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t. It’s better this way. At least now I know. I kind of miss Ladies Night anyway.” Olivia 
smiled a little at their shared memory of Ladies Night before a realization came to her. 
“Doris, if someone attacked her and they know her real identity that means there’s more 
than one of Edmund’s thugs here. This could be really a dangerous situation.”
 
“I know. I’m already meeting with Frank and putting some parameters in place for 
increased security.”

Olivia nodded her appreciation. “And Anna?”



The older woman sighed. “I need some time on that. Considering I compromised my 
professional objectivity by becoming involved with her, I need to take some time to sort 
out my personal feelings before I make any moves for suspension. If I do that, I need to do 
it for the right reasons, not just because I’m pissed off at her for lying to me.”

“That’s understandable.”

Doris took a deep breath and straightened up as she tried to control her fragile emotions. 
“Oh, and um, I’m sorry for what I said about you not wanting anyone to be happy but you.  
That was mean.”

“Don’t be sorry.” Olivia saw the reddening of Doris’s cheeks and the shimmer in her eyes.  If 
Doris lost it, she would, too, and could even feel her lip quiver as she spoke.  She took a 
deep breath to fight it off, wanting to stay strong for Doris.

“You’re my friend.” A tear fell from the corner of Doris’s sad, blue eyes and Olivia followed 
right behind her.  “I want you to be happy.  I do.  I just thought I had found a little of that 
for me, you know?”

Olivia nodded her head unable to speak. Instead, she walked the short distance over to 
Doris and took her in a hug. “You will find it, Doris, because you deserve it, too.”

*~*~*~*

A gentle breeze rolled over the freshly groomed lawn of the Spaulding gardens as guests 
milled around sipping wine and eating delicate finger foods. With the surprisingly warm 
weather ushering in an early spring, the women of Springfield donned their best light 
dresses and large hats. To an outsider, it would have looked like a festive Easter egg hunt, 
but all the guests there knew it was to celebrate Phillip and Beth’s wedding...again.

Olivia and Natalia walked hand-in-hand through the garden. Natalia looked over at Olivia 
smiling. “I can’t believe this weather!”

The blonde looked up into the nearly cloudless sky and sighed. “It is unseasonably warm.” 
She looked back at Natalia coyly, realizing something suddenly. “What a difference a year 
makes.”

Natalia looked at her strangely, stopping on the path. “A year?”

“I have a distinct memory of a freak snowstorm about a year ago.” She waved a hand 
around her head as if trying to remember something. “Or maybe it’s this bizarre memory I 
have of this stunning dark-haired woman in her big white dress declaring her love for me?”



A slow smile crept over the brunette’s face. “Amazing. Hard to believe it’s been almost a 
year already.”

Olivia tilted her head, letting her eyes drop to Natalia’s lips. “Best year of my life.” Natalia 
quirked an eyebrow. “Okay, the last six months or so, at least.”

They shared a laugh and turned towards the massive hothouse where all the flowers were 
kept from the cold and awaited the first planting of spring.  Natalia meandered ahead of 
Olivia admiring the towering rose bushes surrounding them. The brunette smiled and 
pulled one closer to her smelling its sweet scent.

“These are gorgeous.”

Olivia saw her partner’s eyes dance at the sight of the beautiful flower, and she reached up 
to take it in her own hand, then snapped it off a few inches down from the bloom. The 
younger woman gasped. “Olivia!”

“What? They have probably hundreds here. They’ll never miss it. Besides, these roses have 
been here longer than I have.” She freed her hand from Natalia’s and broke off the thorns 
from the stem then slid the stem into Natalia’s thick hair that hung loose around her 
shoulders. Tucked securely behind Natalia’s ear, Olivia tilted her head and regarded her 
shyly. “That flower’s not nearly as beautiful as you are.”

Natalia smiled, refusing to fight the blush staining her cheeks, before brushing her fingers 
along Olivia’s jaw and softly kissing her. “I love it when you say things like that.”

The older woman shrugged. “What can I say? Weddings make me sappy.”

“Oh, you don’t fool me. You’re a romantic at heart.”

Olivia laughed and leaned in for another quick kiss. “Don’t say it so loud. I have a rep to 
protect.”

As they shared a couple of quick kisses, they didn’t see Emma racing across the lawn 
towards them, and it wasn’t until they were nearly bumped apart by her running into them 
that they even knew she was there.

“Whoa, Bean! Where’s the fire, baby?” Olivia laughed at her daughter.

“Ugh, there’s no fire, Mommy!”

Natalia snorted. “Well, it is Springfield. Give it five minutes and that’ll change.”



Olivia shared a conspiratorial look with her then looked back at Emma. “Did you see your 
Daddy?”

“Yep! You should see him. He sure looks handsome. He said he’d be out in a minute. Seems 
James can’t dress himself or something.” The little girl shrugged then looked around bored.

Looking up, Olivia saw her ex-husband coming down the path, hands in his pockets looking 
awfully dapper and self-confident. Adopted or not, he was definitely a Spaulding! Natalia 
saw him coming as well and decided to give them some alone time.

“Hey, Emma, I think they have an ice cream bar over there.” She pointed in the general 
direction of the pond. “What do you say we get some?”

“Oh, can we? I want chocolate.” The little girl grabbed Natalia’s hand and tugged. “Come on, 
Ma!”

Olivia didn’t miss the shocked expression on Natalia’s face as she looked back at her, and 
she laughed as Natalia mouthed, “Ma?”

She turned back to Phillip, who caught the end of the exchange. “Emma sure does love her.”

“She’s not the only one.” She lovingly reached up to adjust his tie.

He gasped in fake surprise. “No way! I never would have known!”

She simply smiled at him, thankful for Emma’s sake that they’d put much of their bad past 
behind them. Little moments like this reminded her of what she had liked about him. He 
was funny and self-deprecating, a trait they both shared and, like Olivia, he saw Springfield 
as the Twilight Zone of middle America. Everything was kind of screwy and backwards 
here, but that was what made it so wonderful too.

“So, are you ready to marry Beth all over again?”

He nodded. “I’m just glad she’ll have me.” A quiet moment passed between them before he 
continued, “I wish Alan was here to see this.”

She reached for his hand and looked up into his blue eyes, shining with unshed tears. “He 
021is.”

*~*~*~*

Lizzie, Lillian, and Mindy all jockeyed for a position in front of the floor-length mirror in the 
bedroom as they made last minute adjustments to their dresses.  Mindy’s was more last 



minute than usual since the seamstress mismeasured the adjustments, and they had to 
order another dress that didn’t arrive until yesterday.

She turned in frustration from the mirror to look at her best friend. “Are you sure you don’t 
have a shawl or something I can wear over this? This dress is cut so tight it makes my ass 
look huge.”

Lizzie muttered from the other side of the room. “As if you have room to complain.” She ran 
her hand over her larger-than-life belly for emphasis.

“Good point.”

Beth never even noticed the exchange. She was already dressed and ready to go, a law 
book sitting in her lap and a pen resting between her perfect white teeth.  Her hair was 
done in a loose up-do that looked very Victorian and romantic and went perfectly with the 
gray long-tailed tuxedos and top hats that Phillip, James, and Rick were wearing.
Mindy snapped her fingers in front of Beth at her silence. “Earth to Beth.”

Lillian came over and reached for the book in Beth’s lap. “Baby, I think you can put this 
away for a while.”

Beth put her hand over the book to hold it in place and looked up at the clock on the 
dresser. “I have twenty minutes.”

The youngest of the three bridesmaids clapped her hands together. “Well, you stay and 
study if you want, but I’m heading down to take my spot because the sooner we get this 
over with, the sooner I can get off my painfully swollen feet. Okay?” Beth stared at her 
blankly and wordlessly, making Lizzie sigh. “Well, alrighty then.”

When she opened the door, Doris was standing there hand in position to knock on the 
door. Lizzie grumpily muttered at the officiate, “Maybe you can light a fire under her or if all 
else fails, just burn the book she won’t part with. Either way, I’ll be happy.”

The other two women lined up behind Lizzie.  Lillian smiled at a flustered Doris and put 
her hand on the other woman’s arm. “See what you can do. I’ll be back in a minute to check 
on her.”

Doris blindly nodded and stepped into the room. Since when did anyone think she could 
convince a woman to get married? She couldn’t even keep a girlfriend! The mayor sighed 
and shook off her feelings of self-pity and stepped over to the focused bride. “Beth, are you 
ready? Everyone’s getting settled in and…”



The blonde slammed the book closed with a bang causing Doris to jump. “I can’t do this. It’s 
too much.” Tears welled in her eyes as she looked out the window next to her. Down below 
she could see the gathered crowd and caught a glimpse of Phillip fixing the corsage on 
Rick’s lapel. A small smile crept across her face.

“You’re calling off the wedding?”

The question shocked Beth out of her daze. “No! Of course not!” She sighed, “That’s not 
what I can’t do. God, I could marry Phillip over and over again. Wait, I think I have!” She 
shook her head and looked at Doris again. She raised the book. “It’s this.”

Doris took the book in her hand, looking at the title. Oh yeah, she remembered that class 
well; she hated estate law. Doris loved arguing and even more so loved winning, and there 
was none of that in estate law. God bless Beth for wanting to do it because someone had 
to. Doris was damn sure it wouldn’t be her; though she did sorely miss the power and 
drama of the courtroom.

“Is this for the bar exam?” Doris knew it was coming up soon.

Beth nodded. “And I don’t feel like I know a damn thing.”

“You’ll be surprised how much you know when you get in there.” Doris remembered the 
nightmares she had over that blasted test. Those were days she’d rather never relive. “You 
could always talk to Mel too since this is her specialty.”

“And then I have to find a job!” The younger woman threw her hands up in the air seeming 
to not hear Doris’s suggestion. “There aren’t many firms worth working for here in 
Springfield, and I’ll be damned if I’ll work for Alan’s lawyers.”

“They’ve offered?” Doris was impressed, and Beth nodded. “Okay, look, you’ve lived and 
breathed this for a long time now. Today is your wedding, and you should be enjoying it. 
This will be here after today, but you’ll never get this moment again. Don’t ruin it with 
worry.”

Beth took a deep, cleansing breath. “You’re right. You’re right. Okay, let’s do this.”

“Thank God!” Doris was thankful to get the panicky bride moving. She wanted nothing 
more than to get this day over with and get away from the happy love-fest. There was a 
martini with her name on it at home, and even if the drinks at Ladies Night were better, she 
just wasn’t ready to head back out into the fray. The last twenty four hours hadn’t been her 
best, but she sure as hell hoped they were her worst so she’d at least have something to 
look forward to in the future.



*~*~*~*

Natalia smiled as Emma practiced her flower girl skills and showed Sarah how to do it in 
case Uncle Jonathan ever met a girl. The little girls giggled at the handsome man’s rolled 
eyes as he walked off, jokingly leaving Reva with instructions to keep a very close eye on 
the two troublemakers. He winked as he walked up to Natalia and gave her a kiss on the 
cheek.

“You’re looking radiant today.” She bit her lip and smiled shyly at the young man. She didn’t 
see Blake coming up on the other side of her, as she raised her hand to his stubbly cheek.

“Thank you.” He blushed a little as well, seeing easily why Olivia was in love with her.

He saw the flicker of sunlight on the shiny surface of her hand. “Oh my God. Is this…?” He 
took her hand in his and looked at the gold band.

The brunette giggled a little at the look on his face. “Is this what?” Blake interrupted.

Natalia only hesitated a moment unable to contain her excitement before she reached her 
hand out to Blake, showing off the ring. She hadn’t been kidding with Olivia that she 
wanted to shout it to the world. She’d realized earlier that morning that she was doing 
everything with her left hand as if unconsciously trying to draw attention to it. She 
sometimes even had to remind herself to take it off when she showered because she never 
wanted to be without Olivia’s ring.

The redhead’s mouth fell open when she saw the ring. “Oh my…Natalia! This is beautiful! 
Did you two get married already?”

Before she could speak, Olivia stepped beside her. “I move fast, Blake, but not with Natalia. 
We are engaged though.”

Natalia loved the way that sounded coming from Olivia and wrapped her arm around her 
waist, cuddling in close. This is what she had been missing. This was what love felt like, 
and it felt…absolutely beyond words.

Jonathan hadn’t stopped smiling at the pair, and he leaned in to give Olivia a kiss on the 
cheek. “That’s wonderful, Auntie O. I’m so happy for you.” He looked over at Natalia. “For 
both of you.”

Blake threw her hands out. “Of course. Congratulations!” A moment passed as she regarded 
the incredibly happy look on Natalia. “I hate to ask, but…does Frank know?” Jonathan 
flinched at the question and used the opportunity to drift away.



Blake’s question caused both of their faces to fall as they looked at each other. Olivia 
raised a hand to rub at her suddenly throbbing head, but she felt Natalia stand a little 
straighter next to her and pull her a little closer. “Not yet. It would seem kind of cold to 
walk up to him and shove the ring in his face. He’ll find out soon enough, but I don’t want 
to make a big production out of it.” She willed Blake with her eyes not to be intrusive, but 
let it work out how it was meant to.

She nodded at the look Natalia gave her. “I can respect that.”

“Good. Speaking of Frank, did you all finally find a seat?” Natalia quickly changed the 
subject.

Blake pointed a few rows up on the right side. Frank was rocking Francesca in his arms, and 
he had made sure to get seats on the far outside of the row just in case the baby started to 
fuss in the middle of the ceremony and someone had to leave quickly. There were several 
seats on either side of him free so they made their way over. Both Natalia and Olivia gave 
their daughter a gentle touch before sitting down with Natalia next to Frank and Olivia on 
the other side of her. Blake took the empty seat to Frank’s left where she had easy access 
to the stroller and baby bag.

They all settled in as Phillip, Rick, James, and Doris took their places up front.

*~*~*~*

Anna tilted her head to the side as she peeked through a row of hedges to catch a glimpse 
of Doris. A sad smile darkened her face as she watched the other woman move from 
Phillip’s side to take her place to officiate the wedding.

“I’m not stalking, okay.” She addressed the silent footsteps behind her, causing Jonathan to 
pull up short.

“You’re good.”

She smirked a little without looking at him. “You should have seen what I did to get in 
here. This place could give Fort Knox a run for its money in security.”

He stepped up to stand next to her. “Since you’re not out there and skulking about back 
here, I take it you talked to her.” She turned to look at him, and he saw the purplish bruise 
around her eye. “And it obviously did not go well.”

Anna sighed. “No, it didn’t, but this wasn’t her doing.” He scrunched his eyebrows together 
and she continued, “I got jumped outside my house.”



He ran his hands through his shaggy hair. “That’s not good.”

She nodded her agreement and was about to turn around to watch the ceremony when a 
shadow behind them caught her eye.  In the denseness of the woods surrounding the 
property, it was hard to see, but there was no mistaking the movement of a tree limb as a 
dark figure disappeared into the forest.

“Damn it!” She shoved him away from her as she pulled her gun from her waistband. “Go 
that way. I’ll go this way.”

They took off in opposite directions, watching the shadow through the trees as it dodged 
and ducked fallen and low hanging limbs. As quickly as they’d find the movement, it would 
momentarily disappear only to reappear mere feet from them. He was toying with them.

“Goddamn it!” Anna stopped in her tracks, Jonathan racing up behind her, having been 
turned around in the woods by the shadow. “Come out and face me, you son of a bitch!” She 
yelled into the thick shadows.

A low maniacal laugh came from far in the distance. “Soon…very soon.”

*~*~*~*

Francesca shifted in her father’s arms, trying to get more comfortable, as the music started 
for the entrance of the bridesmaids. Blake watched Frank as he stroked his daughter’s 
cheek in an attempt to sooth her. In spite of her getting upset about him being distracted 
and taking his daughter to the station, she had to concede that he was a good father. He 
was trying hard to do it right this time, and she saw how he doted on her. Little Francesca 
could easily be sleeping in her stroller right now, but he wanted and needed to hold her.

Glancing over, he caught the soft look crossing Blake’s face as he traced a pudgy cheek 
with his finger.  He adjusted the blanket around his daughter’s face to block the light wind 
and turned back to the ceremony sighing. Being at this wedding today wasn’t exactly at the 
top of his list of to-do items. He’d have been happy to keep Francesca while Natalia and 
Olivia attended. After all, this was more their family than his, but as Chief of Police, he was 
almost in a political position, and it wouldn’t have looked good to avoid the wedding of 
the most influential man in Springfield.

He knew why he wanted to avoid the wedding, and both were sitting to his right. When he 
saw Olivia rest her hand on Natalia’s knee, he also saw Natalia gently rest her left hand on 
top and his heart fell a little more at the sight of the gold band. Yeah, he really hated 
weddings. When he felt Blake raise a hand to rest on his shoulder, he sighed again. Why did 
nothing ever seem to come easy for him?



*~*~*~*

A slight quiver shook Phillip as the music started and the door to the house opened.  
Slowly, Lillian emerged followed by Lizzie, who smiled as Bill clicked his camera away like 
an obsessed paparazzi a few feet ahead of her. It made Phillip smile even larger to see his 
daughter loved so deeply. It was all he wanted for those he loved, to be happy and loved. It 
was the best feeling in the world. When Mindy followed a few feet behind Lizzie, he cast a 
glance at Rick who had a ridiculously silly smile on his face.

“Just like old times, huh, buddy?” The dark-haired doctor couldn’t peel his eyes away from 
the woman he had loved for so long. “So, when are you going to stand in my place?” Phillip 
really expected his best friend to blow it off, especially after all the ups and downs Rick 
and Mindy had experienced over the years. They seemed to be doing well now that they 
weren’t over-thinking things.

Instead, Rick turned and smirked at him. “We’re thinking sometime in September is good.”

Phillip was stunned silent for a moment. “Seriously?”

Mindy was almost even with the two men as she settled in a couple of feet behind Lizzie. 
When she turned and winked at him, he puffed up a little in pride. “Seriously.”

Phillip shook his head as the music for the wedding march started and the guests stood for 
the bride’s appearance. Emma nervously began to walk down the path towards her father. 
She looked around frantically for her mommies until she saw them standing together 
smiling and waving. She finally relaxed and smiled back, but wondered why her mommy 
was pointing down and pretending like she was reaching in a bucket. Then she looked 
down in front of herself and noticed her basket was still full of flowers. Uh, oh!

Quickly recovering and never missing a beat, the little girl began to toss the petals out on 
the ground in front of her. Olivia gave her a thumbs up and patted Natalia’s hand resting on 
her arm. Both smiled so proudly at her, and she felt so grown up being a part of such a 
grown up day. She sure hoped she’d get to do this at her mommies’ wedding one day, but 
maybe she’ll get to be one of the big girls standing at the front like Lizzie. Though she was 
literally a big girl right now and that wasn’t something appealing to Emma.

When she made her way all the way to the front, Phillip came over and gave her a kiss on 
the cheek. “You were wonderful, Emma. Thank you.”

“I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too, baby.” She stepped back out of the way to make room for Beth just like she 
had been taught when they practiced.



Beth and Phillip both took deep breaths as she stepped up to the front, and they laughed a 
little at their mutual nervousness. “It’s not like we haven’t done this before, you know?” 
Beth tried to joke.

Phillip just looked at her seriously. “True, but I hope it’s the last.”

Doris waited until the pair had turned fully to her, letting her know she could begin. The 
standard welcomes and introductions were done before Doris turned it over to Phillip and 
Beth to say their own vows.

He turned to Beth and took both of her hands in his. Every word he had memorized 
suddenly disappeared from his mind, and a moment of panic started to kick in, but then 
Beth squeezed his hands lightly and smiled at him in a way that settled him. All he could 
do was try to convey the way he felt in this moment.

“We’ve been through so much together. I’ve known you over half of my life, and no matter 
where we’ve gone, what we’ve done, or how far apart we’ve been, my heart only feels at 
home with you. You’re the best part of me, Beth. When everything else falls down around 
me, I know I have you. You’re my rock and my strength and my shelter. I trust you with 
everything that I am or ever will be.”

Olivia and Natalia shared a smile of understanding. They knew those words were true for 
them. Doris swallowed and looked down as she tried to keep up the façade of 
professionalism.

Phillip continued, “There have been a lot of people who broke my trust and let me down, 
but with you, I always knew, even when things were hard for us, that I was safe with you. I 
love you for loving me, and I want to spend all of my days giving that back to you.”

Beth smiled through her impending tears, tilting her head a little to the side. “That’s good, 
Phillip, because I intend on enjoying the love you give me for the rest of our lives. It has 
been hard for us. Nothing was ever easy, and we both did our fair share of hurtful things. I 
was never perfect no matter how much you want to say I was, but deep down inside, I 
never stopped loving you. You were my first love and you’ll be my last.”

Doris brushed at a tear that fell. When would this end? It was too hard for her to listen to 
these declarations about unending love and complete trust. She feared she’d never know 
what it felt like to share this with someone. She thought she had it with Anna.  She thought 
she could trust her, and she dropped her heart into Anna’s hands to use as a toy. Never 
again. She’d never be that stupid or naïve again.



She sniffed and looked up to see Beth and Phillip, as well as about two hundred guests, 
staring back at her. Apparently, Beth had finished her vows while Doris was trying to get 
her act together. She covered the moment with a big smile and whispered to the couple, 
“Great job!”

Doris straightened back up and she closed the ceremony by asking each if they wanted to 
be lawfully married. A few giggles and tears later, she announced to the crowd, “By the 
power vested in me as the Mayor of Springfield, I now pronounce you husband and wife. 
You may kiss your bride.”

Cheers erupted as Phillip swept Beth into a kiss and spun her around.

*~*~*~*

Anna stared out the window of her office. She had taken a couple of days off of work to 
clear her head. After what happened at the wedding, she couldn’t stop herself from 
scanning the tree line out back, and she even had a hard time sleeping. Not that she slept 
much anyway as she thought about Doris; but the fear of what and who was coming at 
them next had her on edge even more. She looked at the cell phone in her hand again and 
struggled with whether to call Doris or not. She wanted to make it right. She wanted to 
find the right words, but the couple of times she had tried to call the last several days, 
Doris’s phone had gone straight to voice mail.  She knew she had no right to ask for 
understanding or even trust from Doris, but God, how she wanted it.

Remy dropped the file on Anna’s desk, and she jumped at the sudden noise. “Hey, stranger! 
Where have you been?” His eyes got as big as saucers though when he saw the shiner. 
“Whoa! How did the truck fare that hit you?”

Anna smiled as best as her split lip would allow.  “It’s feeling it, too.  Don’t worry.”

“Well, good, I’m glad it was just a truck.  For a minute, I wondered if you were hitting on 
some guy’s wife.” He tucked his hands in his pockets, playing it cool with having a lesbian 
as a partner.  Some guys on the force may have given her a hard time about it, but he 
wanted her to know that it was all good with him. “As long as it’s not Christina, we’re good.”

“Oh no, I think I’m swearing off women for a while.  Okay, okay, for only a little while,” she 
added with a hint of arrogance so he wouldn’t think something was wrong before turning 
back to the window.

He started to say something then stopped when he saw Doris standing in the doorway. He 
cleared his throat.



“I’ll just…I’ll be outside.” He motioned between himself and the door, but when neither 
woman seemed to pay him any attention, he just excused himself.

Anna couldn’t stop staring at Doris.  Even tired and sad, she looked absolutely stunning.  
She set her coffee down on her desk and turned back to Doris, waiting.

Doris stepped into the office and closed the door behind her.  “You lied to me.”

She nodded, unable to deny it.  “I didn’t want to.”

“But you did.  And, in the process, you watched me and even encouraged me falling for you.  
You told me you loved me.” Doris shook her head still unable to comprehend the audacity.

“I do, Doris.” She raised her hand at Anna not to interrupt.

“And I told you that I loved you. We dated…often and very much in public.  For you, I did 
something I never did for anyone else.” Anna waited for it.  She knew it was coming. “I was 
out, in public for the world to see.  New Year’s Eve I danced with you…in public.  I kissed 
you…in public.  The other day, I was threatened by a segment of my political party to stay 
in the closet, and you know what I did because I love you so much, I basically told them to 
shove it.  I risked my career…for you because I thought you loved me, too. And you let me 
believe it, knowing it was all a lie, you let me put everything on the line.”
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Anna couldn’t stop the tears coming again.  She was so sick of crying. She thought she had 
run out of tears last night, but couldn’t stop them at the pain on Doris’ face.  “I do, baby.  I 
do. Please believe me. All I was trying to do is protect you. Hell, trying to protect everyone!”

Doris shrugged.  “The sad thing is, I do.  I believe you.  Believing you though doesn’t change 
the fact that you lied to me without regard for the damage it could do to me.  I believed 
you before, and you lied.  Whether I believe you or not doesn’t change the simple fact that I 
can’t trust you.”

“You can trust me.” Anna pleaded.

Doris shrugged sadly at her. “Then tell me the truth. Tell me what’s really going on here. 
The whole story.”

“I…,” Anna stuttered and shook her head. “Baby, I want to. I really want to, but I can’t. I can’t 
put you at risk.”

Doris barely contained the anger in her words. “You already did! You already risked my 
career and my heart. I trusted you completely, and you can’t have the common decency to 
give that trust back to me. That’s not a relationship, and it sure as hell isn’t the kind of 
relationship I want anymore. Maybe at one time, but not anymore.”

“Please, Doris.  Give me a chance to make it up to you.”

She shook her head.  “I can’t, and I won’t.”

“So, this is it?” Anna didn’t bother stopping the tears anymore.  She just let them fall.  She 
had known this would be the end result of her lies, and she had no one to blame but 
herself for the pain.

“Yeah. But that’s not all.” Doris stepped in close, giving herself the luxury of running her 
fingers along Anna’s cheek one last time. She spoke quietly but forcefully, her blue eyes 
never breaking contact with Anna’s driving the point home. “I don’t know what you’re doing 
here because I’m sure you’re still lying to me as sure as you’re standing here, but I swear if 
you do anything, and I mean anything, to hurt Olivia, Natalia, their relationship, or their 
kids, I will make you pay. Do you understand, Anna? I love you, but I will destroy you if you 
hurt them. That, my dear, you can trust.”

Anna swallowed hard at the cold look in Doris’ eyes.  Doris didn’t wait for a response.  She 
straightened up, put back on her mayoral persona, and turned to leave.  When the door 
click quietly closed, Anna slumped to the floor and cried.

The End



*~*~*~*


