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ACT 1
 
Jeffrey O’Neill was tired.

Slumped in his chair, body aching and mind spinning, Jeffrey didn’t even know what day it 
was anymore. He sighed as he fingered his cell phone, the lack of a decent signal screwing 
with his scheduled phone conference with Jonathan. This just needed to end, and soon.

Jeffrey was tired of the chase, of living in filth and jumping at the slightest sound, of 
running ragged through the night after shadows and a mad man. He was tired of it all, and 
this bone weary ache for home was the only thing he could think of to explain his 
carelessness today. Jeffrey pulled a small tattered photo from his shirt pocket, the only 
memento he had of his family. God, he missed Reva and Colin, but their safety was more 
important. It was the only thing that got him through the nights.

“I’m so sorry…” He murmured, sadly running his thumb over Reva’s smiling face one last 
time before tucking the photo back into his pocket. Taking a sip of his Coke, he glanced 
over his shoulder to see if the men at the bar had spotted him yet. He sank down a little 
lower in his chair, trying to blend in with the other tourists sitting on the patio of the tiny 
bistro.

His local contact had said to meet him here; that a gringo named Winslow had a 
stronghold near the village, a base where his followers worked out of. Drugs, guns, even a 
lucrative black market slave trade was rumored to be coming out of the compound. He 
needed to find it and destroy it, hitting the man where his income was coming from. Maybe 
it would flush Edmund out into the open again. So he could finish the man properly and 
end this all.

However, Jeffery knew he needed to avoid his own capture first. Winslow and his men 
would have a field day, torturing him and then destroying those he loved. His henchmen 
were hot on his trail and he needed to avoid capture at all cost.

Jeffrey glanced at his watch, worried. Where the hell was his contact?



Jeffrey hadn’t seen the man in weeks. He was beginning to suspect that Edmund was 
sending him on a wild goose chase, keeping him occupied while he was off doing 
something else.

Doing something much more sinister.

Still, Jonathan and Anna had seen nothing of the man in Springfield itself, only some of his 
men, blundering about, knocking poor Anna around. He did feel bad about that, but she was 
a cop and  knew the risks of the job. She didn’t even hesitate to help him when he asked. 
Her sense of duty and personal honor continued to inspire him.

Crazy woman.

There should be more people like her out there.

Jeffrey glanced at his watch, worried. He had already missed his scheduled call in to 
Jonathan a half hour ago and there had been no sign of his contact at the rendezvous 
point. The damn cell phone signals were so poor down here it wasn’t funny. He’d been 
trying to find a land line when the goon squad found him. It had been a chase ever since.

Jeffrey saw the same two men at the bar watching him. Damn it, they had made him. It was 
time to go. Throwing some money on the table to cover his bill, Jeffrey made his way from 
the patio and headed towards the market area of town. Maybe he could lose them in the 
morning shopping crowd. The two large men followed, not making much effort to hide 
their movements.

Jeffrey had a bad feeling about this. A very bad feeling.  

*~*~*~*

Reva Shayne O’Neill stared at the small handset vibrating innocently on the table, before 
moving to quickly pick it up.

Jeffrey.

Alive.

It couldn’t be, could it?

And yet there it was, blinking back at her. First Edmund and now Jeffrey. Reva closed her 
eyes slowly letting the truth seep into her soul, reluctant to believe it, silently kicking 
herself. You always make sure to see the body with your own eyes.



She should have known. 

Reva stared once again at the cell phone in her hand the quiet ring tone was the theme to 
James Bond. She’d laugh except it hurt too much. Her eyes snapped up as she glared at her 
son, Jonathan’s eyes, pleading with her to understand and trust him. And she wanted to, 
almost as much as she had wanted to trust her supposedly dead husband.

And look where that got her.

Setting her jaw, Reva flipped the phone open and answered it.

“Yes?” Her voice was cold.

“Jon… an? I d-d-d-don’t have…a l-l-lot…ime.” A very familiar voice sputtered through the 
phone. Despite the obvious scattering of the cell phone signal, Reva could recognize her 
husband’s voice anywhere, bringing hot tears to her eyes. The cold hand of fear swept over 
her as she clutched the handset closer to her ear. 

“Jeffrey?” She whispered into the phone, trying to wrap her head around what she was 
hearing. Her other hand went to Colin’s tiny head, his face hidden against her leg as he 
fussed. He could sense something was not right as well.

“No signal…Edmund’s men…have…. me cornered. Get Anna and…Devil’s Heart.”

Reva jumped when she heard a gun shot sound and then the phone line went dead.

“Jeffrey?” Reva called into the phone. “Jeffrey!!” He couldn’t be gone, not again, not so soon.

Jonathan reached for the phone, pulling it out of her freezing hands, trying desperately to 
reconnect the call. He locked eyes with Anna Li across the room, solemnly shaking his 
head. It was dead.

Reva glared at him and glanced around at half of Springfield standing there in Phillip 
Spaulding’s office as her youngest child clung to her leg, crying.

“Will someone tell me what the HELL is going on?”

*~*~*~*

Edmund Winslow couldn’t rest.

His head throbbed uncontrollably and the gouges scratched along his neck itched like the 
devil. Just when he had thought his plan was starting to come together, it all started 



spinning out of control. He just needed to think, there was still time. All the tiny threads of 
discord and hate, pushing people off balance, getting them rattled and scared.

Edmund knew he just needed to focus. He needed a little sleep and some food and then 
things would work themselves out. He was still certain that he was on the right course. It 
was time to make them all pay. It would be glorious and worth it all. Make them all hurt 
the way Lara’s death had hurt him. Take their children, just as his daughter Lara had been 
taken from him forever.

Edmund leaned back against the singed barn boards and slid down to sit on the little bit of 
hay still scattered around on the floor. Jessup’s farm, it had been his present to Cassie so 
long ago now. He knew this place and all its secrets well. Olivia and her family lived here 
now, making the farmhouse a true home and that actually gave him some peace. Someone 
should be happy here. And he had always rather liked Olivia, despite her misguided 
affections for his brother, Richard. Although, she had lost some of her edge lately mind you.

Happiness only makes you soft. Pain on the other hand just proves that you’re alive and 
kicking.

Edmund chuckled to himself, pressing a hand to his forehead, the swell of his headache 
threatening to overtake him. He couldn’t believe his luck when Ava had arrived at the 
farmhouse alone. It was like a gift wrapped present after the debacle that morning.

The garbage can lid to the head hadn’t helped his headache at all though. He worked his 
way through the accompanying wave of nausea and sighed as the pain in his head started 
to recede again. Now if the headaches would just stop life would be perfect.

Well, except for that little murder in the park.

Edmund hadn’t meant to kill that girl. He knew he should have waited to snatch Sarah, 
biding his time like he had originally planned. But the opportunity was suddenly there and 
he couldn’t let it go by. It was that damn nanny’s fault anyway. If she hadn’t jumped at the 
gun, she’d still be alive now. It was her own fault for trying to mess up his plan. Taking little 
Sarah would have ripped a hole in Reva’s heart, twisting the knife in poor Jeffrey’s back.

Selling that adorable child would have fetched such a fabulous price in the black market.

Such a pity about the nanny, though. Still, every war has its casualties; and make no 
mistake, this was a war.

Edmund shifted around in his makeshift hideaway, trying to take his mind off the pain. The 
old barn behind the farmhouse apparently was used mostly for storage now. He poked at 
the artificial white Christmas tree kept there with a few other boxes marked Beacon on 



them in Olivia’s neat printing. Surely Olivia didn’t have such horrible taste in decoration? It 
was almost criminal.

He could feel the headache starting to lessen, his breathing slowly returning to normal. 
The barn was the perfect place to lurk, at least part time. It seemed like all of Springfield 
eventually ended up at the farmhouse. And who would think to look for him here? The 
increased security was becoming an issue though. He knew he’d have to move on soon, find 
another place to stay to watch the excitement.

Edmund turned his head and stared at the burn marks on the walls still visible after all this 
time. He should have just let Jeffrey die in the barn fire all those years ago. It would have 
solved so much. On the other hand he was enjoying this little game of tormenting him 
through his family. With so many balls in the air, it was nice to see some of his plans 
coming together.

Oh, how he wanted to make Jeffrey suffer. It was almost as much fun as making poor Reva 
suffer.

His men had urged that disgruntled boy from the Beacon to spray paint those nasty words 
on the side of the hotel. The vandalism, the  threats on Anna’s life, and various other little 
things had been meant to escalate unrest and tension, breeding fear in town, with the 
desired outcome of having Olivia’s daughter eventually turn up to make sure her mother 
was all right. It played right into Edmund’s plans to exact revenge on Jeffrey.

Edmund couldn’t believe his luck when suddenly Ava was there at the farmhouse, alone 
and ripe for the snatching. A little torture captured on tape to torment Jeffrey and then off 
to the slave trade with her. Jeffrey would spend forever searching for her, trying to save her 
from her new hell, but it would still be too late. Her life will have been shattered. Just like 
his world had been shattered.

Edmund smiled at his diabolical plan. Selling Ava into that twisted world would be a fate 
worse than death with the added bonus of making up much needed funds after losing the 
San Cristobel royal jewels. The jewels had been rightfully his anyway; he was the 
legitimate heir to the throne after all.

Edmund sighed and ran a hand through his hair, frustrated. That was all water under the 
bridge now. His plan to snag sweet little Ava Peralta had been perfect. It had just been a 
matter of time, and a little patience, of which he had both, in spades. However, what he 
hadn’t planned on was that strange girl showing up and flinging a garbage can lid at his 
head.

Another wrench in his plans.



Edmund looked up at the morning sunlight filtering in through the barn boards and 
sighed. No wonder he had a headache. 

*~*~*~*

“Well, hello…” James Spaulding murmured to himself as he looked up from the sports page 
in time to see his mother talking to a stranger before the petite woman make her way 
outside onto the patio with his sisters. He looked the young woman over with an 
appraising glance - shoulder length hair, dark sparkling eyes, and faded blue jeans fitting 
her just right. Who was this new girl?

“James!” Emma raced over and wrapped her arms around her big brother, just about 
knocking him out of his patio chair.

“Hey munchkin.” He squeezed her back. “Who’s your friend?”

“Leyla Rivera.” The girl smiled warmly. “I’m Natalia’s little sister.”

James blinked. Oh my, those dimples. Of course she was related to Natalia. He smiled back 
and then it all started to click.

“Oh, you were the girl with Ava at the gate. When the guards called up saying that Ava was 
hurt and they were worried about an unconfirmed friend coming in with her…” 

“That was me. Thanks for your vote of confidence and saying it was ok to send us through.” 
Leyla ducked her head shyly. “I didn’t think they would ever let me in. This place is like Fort 
Knox.”

“Yeah, Granddad was a little security crazy and Dad seems to be following in his footsteps 
lately.” James laughed thinking of Alan. Damn he missed that old man. “Still there are plenty 
of ways to sneak in and out of the place if you’ve lived here long enough.” He grinned slyly.

“James! Where are the puppies?” Emma interrupted anxiously.

“They’re in the kennels out back.” James ruffled his sister’s hair, smiling at the glare he got 
back in return. “Wanna go find them?”

“Yeah!” Emma and Peyton shouted together.

“Let’s go.” James smiled at the petite brunette before scooping Peyton up for a piggy back 
ride. Emma giggled and headed out across the lawn.

“Come on, Leyla!”



Leyla laughed and took off after the group of siblings.

*~*~*~*

“Don’t even start with me.” Reva growled at her son as Jonathan gave her a look and 
frantically fiddled with his cell phone. “You are in so much trouble right now.”

“What did he say?” Anna appeared at Jonathan’s side.

Colin wailed a little louder at Reva’s leg. She kneeled down to hug his tiny shoulders, 
needing the comfort almost as much as the child.

“Shh, baby.” She cooed, rocking the boy and trying to get her bearings.

“Here, let me take Colin out back with the other kids. There are puppies!” Beth stepped 
forward as Colin’s tears started to dry up. Reva nodded and stood, her own tears falling 
harder. Once the child was out of sight, she let out a long sigh. It was all too much all at 
once.

“I know it’s a little early but here, I thought you might need this.” Phillip handed Reva a 
glass of whiskey. She accepted it gratefully and took a long drink before closing her eyes, 
shutting everything out if only for a moment.

Phillip could relate. He couldn’t believe the weekend they had all been having. People 
murdered and attacked, homes broken into, the dead coming back to life. His daughter and 
grand-daughter had almost been taken from him.

Phillip glanced over to Olivia and the weight, the true horror of what he had done to her in 
the past, fell heavy on his shoulders. How could he have stolen their daughter from her, 
taken his children away from all of their homes? What kind of monster had he truly been? 
He was no better than Edmund and this truth made him burn with shame. It was no 
wonder Olivia had wanted to kill him.

Olivia looked up from her perch on the couch, their eyes meeting as she smiled softly at 
him, oblivious to the dark turn of his thoughts, but somehow sensing his unease.

How could she have ever trusted him with Emma again?

Phillip watched as Natalia slid her hand down Olivia’s back, finally finding her hand and 
entwining their fingers. Olivia turned to face her partner, the love shining from her eyes.



Phillip smiled. They had both changed so much. It could have been so different, so much 
more difficult than it needed to be. He looked up found his wife staring at him from the 
doorway. Beth walked over and took his hand, adding her silent strength to his own.

“I’ve sent Hilda out with Colin and Francesca to play with the other kids. And there’s a 
security detail watching them.” Beth turned to look at the gathered friends and family in 
the room. Bill and Lizzie sat to one side, Lizzie nervously massaging her swollen belly. Ava 
sat propped up in an easy chair, trying to get comfortable despite her headache and various 
bumps and bruises from her attack. Frank, Doris and Anna stood by the small fireplace in 
the lavish mansion office, arms crossed looking like they would prefer to be anywhere 
else. Nestled on the couch sat Natalia and Olivia, holding hands, with Reva huddled in the 
other corner, clutching a throw pillow. The woman was as white as a sheet. Beth’s heart 
went out to her the most.  

A part of Beth still couldn’t believe she’d been married to Edmund Winslow. She knew 
better than many gathered here how the mind can play tricks with you. How Edmund could 
play tricks with you. How easily you can get lost in the shades of gray and make a mistake.

In this case, it had been a deadly mistake.

“Time to come clean.” Anna murmured quietly as she looked up at the handsome man at 
her side. “The boss is in trouble, Edmund has finally revealed himself and he’s escalating. 
We need Jeffrey here.”

“Problem is we don’t know where Jeffrey is now.” Jonathan hissed back, shaking his head 
and avoided the pointed glares of most of the room.

“If you two don’t stop mumbling away over there and tell us what’s going on, I’m going to 
have to hurt someone soon.” Reva grumbled. “Probably Olivia.”

“Me?” Olivia turned stare at the stout blonde sitting beside her on the couch. “What did I 
do?”

“The last thing I want to do is hurt you, Olivia,” Reva took a quick sip of her drink before 
smirking evilly. “But it’s still on my list.” She paused and then elbowed her old adversary, 
smiling wider as Olivia simply raised an eyebrow.

“Fine, I’ll start then.” Anna glanced up at a hesitant Jonathan and then looked around the 
gathered group, taking a cleansing breath before beginning.

“My full name is Xing Lung Li, I changed it when I came to America because I wanted to 
forget my past, distance myself from my father, but I soon realized some things can never 
be forgotten. Or forgiven.” Anna looked over at Doris who merely stared at her harder, and 



unable to take the emotions barely contained there, she dropped her eyes to look her 
hands before continuing.

“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; my mom had died when I was small.  Our whole 
world was the royal family and the palace.  My father even made me work the parties, do 
odd jobs around there. The only time I had any sort of freedom was at school. That is 
where I knew Olivia from.”

Olivia shifted as she felt the weight of the stares around the room. Natalia’s hand gently 
squeezed hers, reminding her that she wasn’t alone. She turned her attention back to the 
petite Asian woman as she continued her story.

“Well, I knew of her, but she never really noticed me. Anyway, as I grew up, I saw a lot of 
bad things happen around there. The Winslow family was virtually untouchable, and as 
head of the Royal Guard and chief of security, my father made sure of it. They had these 
lavish balls and parties…really wild affairs. One night when I was about eighteen they 
threw this gala ball and everything changed. 

Anna paused trying to figure out the best way to phrase this next part, without hurting 
Olivia. Her family had done enough to the poor woman. Olivia made a small coughing 
noise and took the decision away from her.

“I was there that night.” Olivia’s voice sounded far away, her eyes never leaving Ava’s. “And 
so was Jeffrey. We both had too much to drink and ended up in a bedroom upstairs 
together and well…” Olivia paused, the pain coming over her again in a wave, looking down 
as Natalia squeezed her hand tighter. 

Ava shifted in her chair. Although she knew she was the product of date rape, it was still 
difficult to hear it, to see Olivia still struggling with it. 

“Anyway, the next thing I knew I was being bundled up and tossed out by security.”

“Dear Lord…” Reva took another gulp of whiskey, shaking her head. She felt like she didn’t 
even know the man she’d married.

“I had seen Jeffrey leave and I found Olivia messed up and unconscious. So I naturally ran 
to get my father, who told his second in command to take care of things and make sure 
Olivia got home. My father didn’t want anything to do with this. Angry at how Olivia had 
been treated and just dismissed, I confronted my father; he told me it was none of our 
business. And as I persisted, his eyes grew cold and it was as if he was no longer looking at 
me, his own flesh and blood but rather someone who was in the way, who would cause 
trouble for him.  It stunned me and scared me.”



Anna’s eyes turned to Doris, a glimmer of hope that she would understand her a little more 
now. Doris steadfastly looked at her feet, but at least she was listening. Anna swallowed 
hard and continued.

“When Olivia eventually came back to try to get some justice, she was turned away and I 
never saw her again until I came to Springfield. When I once more went to my father about 
Olivia, I was beaten for my troubles. My father was a coward who sold his soul to the 
Winslow family for power and wealth. And I was disillusioned and disgusted but I was 
trapped.

“That bastard!” Olivia growled, unable to help her quiet outburst. She had no idea that any 
of this had occurred on her behalf; that this tiny dynamo had stood up for her against her 
powerful father. She began to think that she had misjudged Anna Li. She glanced up at 
Doris who stood with her arms crossed, still stubbornly angry, and sighed, hurting for her 
friend.

“It wasn’t very long before I found Jeffrey and confronted him; he broke down with guilt 
and remorse. I told him about what had been happening afterwards, how my father was 
covering up the incident and that his men had been threatening me to shut up. Jeffrey told 
me it wouldn’t be the last time I would be harassed, and I knew he was right.” Anna started 
to pace a little, needing to physically do something. “He said that he had tried to find out 
who he had been with at the ball but all he had been told was that she had been taken 
care of, like usual. It seemed like what had happened to Olivia was not an isolated 
occurrence. “In fact it was business as usual, I just didn’t know about them.”

Anna looked up and met Olivia’s haunted green eyes, wondering how many other women 
like her were roaming the world because of her father. Disgust rolled in her belly.

“I was incensed and confronted my father again, even going to Richard and Edmund but 
the threats against me only became more sinister. I felt like Jeffrey was the only one who I 
could trust anymore, and I was right.” Anna ran a hand through her hair and smiled, 
remembering the boy who had changed her life that day.

“He took me to see his father, the ambassador, and he admitted everything, including the 
threats to my life. His father helped me escape to America, but on the condition that I 
never spoke of what happened there. With a clean slate and a new name I was able to join 
the police force and I never looked back.” Anna glanced up meeting Frank’s concerned 
eyes, not sure she was comfortable being so vulnerable and open with the man. There 
would be a lot of fence mending and trust building needed after all this was said and 
done.



“From that day onward, I swore that I’d do everything in my power to take down my father 
and everything associated with that time in my life. Including Edmund, as I am sure my 
father is involved somehow with him still.” Anna sighed and started pacing again.

“When Jeffrey contacted me about coming to Springfield to protect his friends and family 
here and to be his eyes and ears, I didn’t hesitate. Hell, it’s the least I could do.” Anna ran a 
hand through her hair, finally glad to have gotten the burden off her shoulders. Her eyes 
met Reva’s, deadly serious. “He’s a good man, don’t judge him too harshly.”

Reva merely looked away, not sure what to make of it all.

“Why didn’t you inform the mayor or the police force of what was happening?” Frank finally 
spoke up. “Surely this was something we should have all been aware of, guarded against. 
You can’t just take the law into your own hands, Detective.”

“I had no concrete proof and Jeffrey refuses to come forward. Jonathan and I have been 
trying to build a case, but Edmund was officially dead and his men are very clever. We 
unfortunately needed Edmund to make a slip in order to bring this into the light of day. 
And Jane ultimately paid for it with her life.” Anna ducked her head, one hand clenching 
into a fist. Jonathan stepped forward, putting a comforting hand on the petite woman’s 
shoulder.

“Jeffery swore us to secrecy. Edmund blames Shayne Lewis for his daughter Lara’s death. 
And he has focused all his venom on Reva, vowing to make her suffer. That was why he 
tried to frame her in the first place for his murder. He seems to see her as the cause of all 
his misery.”

“Well, if that ain’t the kettle calling the pot black.” Reva snorted, shaking her head.

“Why is he targeting the children?” Natalia leaned into Olivia, gathering strength from her 
warm presence beside her.

“Because he’s a crazy son of a bitch…” Lizzie piped up across the room as Bill dropped a 
gentle kiss to his wife’s hair.

“Well, there is that.” Jonathan smirked. “Jeffrey had tried to lure Edmund out of hiding, 
suspecting that Reva was framed for his alleged murder. His plane went down and he 
found me and Sarah, encouraging us to return to Springfield for our own safety. Edmund 
apparently confronted Jeffrey during one of their many skirmishes, swearing to kill the 
Lewis children if Jeffrey told Reva he was alive. I think in his crazy head it’s expanded to all 
of his supposed enemies, to all our children.” Jonathan turned to look at his old friend Ava. 
“Apparently even the grown children of his enemies.”



“Oh my God. Shayne, Marina and Henry are in danger, too.” Reva gasped locking eyes with 
an equally concerned Frank.

“Jeffrey has continued to chase Edmund and his men around the world. He tried to flush 
him out and eliminate him, but Edmund keeps eluding him. I’m getting worried though. He 
missed his regularly scheduled phone contact and I think he might be in trouble.” Jonathan 
chewed his thumbnail and stared at his mother. Why did all hell have to break loose now?

“I think the vandalism to the Beacon back in February was the first concrete step, gang 
activities in the schools, general break and entering happening around town, escalating 
now to the vandalism at the farmhouse. All of it has the familiar feel of my father’s men 
while under the command of Edmund Winslow. Just part of the crazy man's diabolical plan. 
I think the attempted kidnapping, the assault on Ava and Jane’s murder are just the start. To 
me, all of this clearly points to Edmund’s return to Springfield.”

The room fell silent as the full implications hit them all.

This was war.

*~*~*~*
 

ACT 2

“So what do we do now?” Natalia asked the question that was burning in everyone’s mind.

“We fight back.” Olivia looked around the room, locking eyes with friends and family alike, 
seeing the same determination reflected back in each and every face. “We circle the 
wagons, protect and watch out for one another and we don’t let Jane’s death be in vain.” 
She smiled sadly as Natalia squeezed her hand, taking comfort in the simple connection 
with her lover.

“And we catch that sick bastard.” Ava growled from her chair, every inch her mother’s 
daughter. Their eyes met and they smiled at each other in understanding. No one messed 
with their family and got away with it.

“We need to find Jeffrey. There is no reason for him to hide now that you know,” Jonathan 
said quietly, looking at Reva, trying to gauge just how pissed she still was with him. “What 
did he say to you?”

“I could barely hear him, and I was so shocked.” Reva paused, frowning as she tried to focus 
on what she had actually heard. “He kept breaking up and I didn’t hear all of it but he said 
that he was cornered by Edmund’s men and you should get Anna and then it kind of faded 
out for a bit. All I heard next was Devil’s Heart and then…”



Reva closed her eyes a moment before looking up at her son again, tears welling as she 
realized what had ended the call.

“Oh, my God. I think I heard gun shots just before the line went dead.”

“Damn.” Anna turned to Jonathan. “What’s the Devil’s Heart?”

“I think it’s where he was supposed to meet his contact.” Jonathan ran a hand across the 
stubble on his chin, thinking hard. “A bar in that small town he’s been poking around in.”

“Where is my father now?” Ava wanted to know, worried that she’d lose him yet again, and 
not knowing if she could take it a second time.

“He had gotten some intel from an old CIA buddy that Edmund had a compound 
somewhere in Mexico, and he’s been trying to hunt it down.” Jonathan pushed his hand 
through shaggy hair, wishing he could have been there to help his step-father himself.

“Apparently that’s how Edmund has been funding his lavish lifestyle now. He still had 
several followers from his San Cristobel days and Anna’s father is still involved, despite his 
advanced age now. They helped steal the royal jewels last year to fund their Mexican 
operation from what we can tell. His men have been selling drugs, weapons; you name it, 
out of this place. The local police seem to have been easily taken care of.” Jonathan stared 
at Frank and smirked. Frank set his jaw stubbornly, refusing to be the implied poster boy for 
incompetent and corrupt law enforcement around the world.

“Well that sure as hell isn’t going to happen here.” Frank grumbled, finally finding his voice. 
“With Eleni finding the forensic proof placing Edmund as our murderer as well as Emma as 
an eye witness, he won’t be escaping justice this time.”

“We just have to find him, before he finds us.” Natalia shifted and looked at Olivia, both of 
them realizing that Emma and Ava were both prime targets now. She sent up a silent 
prayer for the added security Phillip had arranged, knowing that they were going to need it 
now more than ever.

“Jesus, I still can’t believe I was ever married to Edmund.” Beth turned to Phillip for a much 
needed hug. It was all too much to take in.

“I say that about several of my ex-husbands…” Olivia snorted, smiling wider as Natalia 
swatted her arm.

“Hey!” Phillip and Bill protested at the same time as Olivia just kept chuckling.



“I’m sure she didn’t mean you, honey.” Beth ran a soothing hand along Phillip’s arm, smiling 
gently as Lizzie did the same with Bill.

“Hell, don’t sweat it, Beth. Like it or not, between the three of us,” Reva looked over at Olivia 
before turning back to the slim blonde at Phillip’s side “we’ve been with half of Springfield.”

“Some of you are even moving on to the other half…” Phillip smirked, his eyes dancing.

“Hey!” Olivia grumped before starting to grin along with the rest of the room, everyone a 
little grateful for some much needed humor right about now. Natalia squeezed her hand 
and leaned a little closer as the conversation once more turned to guarding against 
Edmund’s next attack.

*~*~*~*

It turned into a long morning full of discussion, outlining plans for beefing up security 
around town and Doris immediately put the Springfield PD on high alert. Frank was to 
coordinate a task force with Anna working on any leads that had been scrounged up so far. 
Phillip had almost laughed out loud at the long suffering look on the detective’s face as 
she left with Frank, both headed back to the station. He didn’t envy her at all.

As Beth organized making a late lunch for their guests, Phillip made his way down to the 
lawn, quietly watching his girls playing with the squirming yipping pile of puppies. Hilda 
sat with Francesca, keeping a close eye on Peyton, who was patting the pups gently, just as 
her big sister Emma had shown her. They slobbered all over her tiny wrist and palms as she 
giggled away. Sarah was running around chasing Leyla and James, burning off as much 
energy as the puppies seemed to have.

Emma meanwhile was being followed by the small runt of the litter, a little white pup who 
looked nothing like her German Shepherd mother, nibbling at her heels. Giggling, Emma 
dipped down to tickle the little pick belly that was suddenly on full display. She scooped 
her up and snuggled the wiggling bundle close, dropping kisses onto her fuzzy head.

It was obviously love.

Phillip sighed. It would make him feel better knowing Emma had a dog around to protect 
her. He could get Emma into training the dog as the pup grew. And as much as the 
farmhouse was wired with the best security system money could buy, and the armed 
patrols starting tomorrow morning, nothing was foolproof, as the knot on Ava’s head 
proved.

Emma stared up at him with the biggest eyes he had ever seen, smiling as the puppy 
happily licked her chin as the girl held her in her arms.



Now he just had to make Olivia think it was all her idea…

*~*~*~*

“I am staying at the Beacon and that’s it, Mom. I’m not going to let some psycho scare me 
from living my life.” Ava jutted her chin out stubbornly holding her ground.

“Fine. But I’m adding more security at the hotel.” Olivia sighed and leaned back, resting her 
head against the plush leather sofa. She looked over at Ava who smiled, clearly pleased 
that she had won yet another skirmish with her mother. Olivia shook her head, not exactly 
sure when she had let herself become so soft.

“So what happened in San Francisco?” Olivia probed gently. She watched as her daughter 
shifted a little, obviously not happy with what had occurred.

“Things have been going downhill since I went back to work after Christmas.” Ava’s eyes 
dimmed a little and she tugged at the hem of the light blanket covering her legs. “My boss 
doesn’t have the same loyalty to family that I do and wouldn’t let me take time to come 
home for Francesca’s baptism. Then when I heard about the vandalism, I wanted to come 
out for a quick visit and he said no again. We got into an argument; I think I may have used 
the words ‘heartless Nazi control freak’ somewhere along the line and well, here I am.”

“God, I’m sorry, baby.” Olivia felt for her daughter, remembering her own early struggles in 
the workplace back on San Cristobel.

“Don’t be. My manager overlooked me for a promotion I’d really wanted as well, so I had 
been looking around. He’s an asshole anyway.” Ava grumbled.

“Do you think you might come back to Springfield?” Olivia asked hopefully, not wanting to 
push too hard but she missed having Ava in their lives. She wanted all her girls close, even 
more so now.

“I’m not sure yet.” Ava looked away for a moment and sighed. Enough time had passed, and 
her reasons for staying away were not as important as they used to be. In fact, these days it 
hurt more to leave her family than the memories of her baby and everything she’d lost 
here. With Jeffrey alive and coming home, spending time with him again would be like a 
gift from above. Maybe it was time to move back here again.

“Whatever you decide to do, we’re behind you.” Natalia appeared beside the young woman, 
a ham sandwich and a soda in her hands, flashing her dimples. “Here, eat this before you 
fade away.”



“And you. Did you take your pills yet?” Natalia turned to her lover, smiling as Olivia’s eyes 
widened and she suddenly looked like a five-year-old caught with her hand in the cookie 
jar. “They’re upstairs, in your make up bag.”

Groaning as she checked her watch, Olivia stood, moving to drop a quick kiss on Natalia’s 
cheek and made her way up to their room. Natalia just shook her head and headed back 
into the kitchen to give Beth a hand.

Ava bit into her sandwich thoughtfully, watching the two women go, a part of her longing 
to have that for herself someday, to have someone who she could call home too.

*~*~*~*

“You should have told me.” Reva stared at her son, tears welling in her eyes as they 
wandered the estate lawn, getting some sunshine. It did her good to be doing something, 
anything.

“I wanted to, from the beginning.” Jonathan wiped at his own eyes. “It’s been so hard not to. 
And now, Jeffrey’s missing. I have to go down there and find him.”

“I’m coming with you.” Reva stopped and looked up at him, determined.

“No!” Jonathan stared at the very serious woman standing in front of him. “It’s too 
dangerous. Besides, you can’t leave Colin. 

Reva bit her lower lip. She needed to find Jeffrey and pull his sorry butt back home. She 
needed to figure out her own heart, and the only way to do that was with him. There was 
so much she still didn’t know or understand. How could he have just abandoned his family? 
They were a team, or at least that was how she looked at it.

“Colin can stay with Shayne for a while, or even Billy and Vanessa. I can’t just stand around 
and wait for Edmund to strike. I either need my husband here by my side full time or I need 
to end it so I can rebuild my life.” Reva’s mind was made up and she suddenly felt a little 
better, more in control again. She glanced up at her worried son.

Jonathan wisely said nothing, simply sliding a comforting arm around her shoulders as they 
once more started walking. He would leave tonight and there was no way Reva was going 
to be on that plane with him.

*~*~*~*

Detective Anna Li trudged into police headquarters and dropped down into her chair 
before punching the start button on her computer tower, waiting for it to boot up. So far, 



the day had pretty much sucked and, if the ride back was any indication, it was not going to 
be getting much better any time soon. Stuck with the Chief breathing down her neck on 
this whole task force thing was going to be a royal pain in the…

“Pok Kai…” Anna all but growled as Frank strode past on his way to his office, his distrustful 
dark eyes glaring at her.

“I’d recognize ‘asshole’ in any language.” Cyrus Foley appeared from staff room, trailing not 
far behind his friend, Remy Boudreaux.

“What’s going on, Anna? You and Frank dashed out of here like a house was on fire.” Remy 
perched on the edge of the detective’s desk. Cyrus simply raised an eyebrow and sipped at 
his coffee, curious but not wanting to give anything away.

Cyrus had been dabbling in many things since returning to Springfield, some of them a 
little shady but they were always legal. He had even buckled down and gotten his private 
investigator’s license renewed, much to his girlfriend Mel’s annoyance. He’d more than 
made that up to her.

Mel had even used his services on occasion. The latest time he had been hunting down a 
deadbeat cheating husband for a divorce case that she had been working. Yes, he was a 
relatively honest man these days, and it was driving him just a little bit crazy. But he would 
deal with it, after all Mel was worth it.

Cyrus had been a little surprised when Anna Li, the new hot-shot detective in town, had 
called him around Thanksgiving, asking him to keep an ear to the ground for her, to round 
up some guys to help follow local gang activity, break-ins, and thefts. He didn’t question it 
too hard; her money was more than enough incentive to keep him interested and his 
mouth shut.

“You’ll find out soon enough anyway, Remy. I’m heading up a task force to capture Edmund 
Winslow for the murder in the park this weekend.”

“Edmund Winslow?” Remy leaned forward, incredulous. “Isn’t he dead?”

“Apparently the reports of his death have been greatly exaggerated.” Anna rolled her eyes 
and pulled her flash drive out of her pants pocket, sliding it into her computer. “I’m putting 
the team together and I want you on it, Remy.”

The dark man stood, smiling widely at his sister’s boyfriend. Cyrus shook his head and 
sipped his coffee. Anna pulled up her secret files on the Winslow case that she’d been 
gathering so far. It was going to take most of the day to organize it all to share it with the 
Chief and then the rest of the team.



“Cyrus, I’m going to bring you onto the team as well, as a civilian consultant on the case 
since you’ve been working with me on this since practically the beginning.” Anna 
murmured, distracted by trying to find the file on her removable drive stick. Where did she 
put that file now?

“You knew already?” Remy stared hard at his friend, a little shocked.

“Sorry, buddy. She’s a client.” Cyrus shrugged a little, hoping this wasn’t going to be an 
issue. Remy nodded, sort of understanding.

“So we’ll be working together again?” Remy asked hopefully. He liked working with the 
man; he always learned a little something from him when they were on a case together.

“Just like old times…” Cyrus grinned. “Without the trip into the muck this time, thank you 
very much.”

Remy wandered over to his desk as Anna became engrossed in her notes and files.

“Mel is gonna kill you…” he said quietly, knowing his sister hated secrets.

Cyrus didn’t even want to think about it.

***

Supper that night had been a family affair, feeling very much like a big holiday meal. The 
dining room table had been full, with Hilda having gone all out with the food. Natalia 
glanced across the table at her sister, still thrilled to have a member of her family there.

Leyla and James had become fast friends, Natalia noted, as she watched the young man flirt 
and tease all afternoon. She would have to mention to Leyla that he had a girlfriend who 
would be coming home soon from college for the summer. Actually, Daisy and Ashlee 
would have been home already if they hadn’t decided to do a little traveling of the west 
coast before coming home.

Natalia grabbed a piece of chocolate cake to go with her coffee and smiled to herself. 
Blake had only recently mentioned that Doris had offered Ashlee a trip to Europe for the 
summer, but the girl had turned her down. She had made Doris cry when she had said she 
wanted to spend the summer getting to know her mom better.

She was happy for Doris, but a part of Natalia was a little jealous, and she wished Rafe 
would come around like that too. His latest letter had said he would be able to come home 



for a visit soon and he couldn’t wait to meet his baby sister. She didn’t want to think about 
what would happen after that. Deployment overseas surely couldn’t be too far off.

Grabbing her coffee mug, Natalia excused herself from the table, smiling at Olivia who was 
deep in a discussion about guard dogs with Phillip before heading into the living room. 
Pulling up the program menu guide for the satellite dish, she glanced up as Leyla followed 
her into the room.

“Hey, sis.” Leyla dropped down onto the sofa, propping her feet on the large coffee table in 
front of them. “Long day, huh.”

“Extremely long.” Natalia found a familiar cooking show she liked and selected it. She 
glanced over at the girl fidgeting with the throw cushion at her side. “Have I told you how 
glad I am that you’re here?”

Leyla glanced down, smiling shyly, dimples making their appearance.

“Not that I mind in the least, but why are you here early?” Natalia sipped at her coffee, 
enjoying the hint of cinnamon in the brew.

Leyla dropped her feet to the floor and stood, starting to pace. She needed to move, to try 
to not focus on the wave of anger and hurt that still was very fresh. She let out a long 
breath and leaned against the back of an easy chair, before looking over at her older sister, 
still calmly sipping her coffee.

“Father.” Leyla bit out. 

Natalia nodded solemnly. Of course, it would have to do with their father.

“What did he say?” Natalia wasn’t sure she really wanted to know, but Leyla needed to talk 
about it. It had been so much easier in a way, having been completely cut off from her 
parents, but she wanted to be there for her sister if she could. She at least understood what 
living with the man had been like, even if it seemed forever ago now. She watched as Leyla 
pushed up off the back of the easy chair and started pacing again, still obviously upset.

“He was going on about you and Olivia. How he didn’t want me to be exposed to that kind 
of ‘lifestyle’.” Leyla made little air quotes as she ranted on. “Like it was some sort of 
contagious disease or something. And what’s with that lifestyle crap anyway? Straight 
people have lives while gays have ‘lifestyles’, that’s just bullshit.”

“Swear jar.” Natalia smirked into her cup, warmed more than she cared to admit by her 
sister’s defense of her relationship with their parents.



“Excuse me?” Leyla stopped her pacing, not sure she’d heard her right.

“It’s a dollar for each swear word. By my count you owe the swear jar two bucks.” Natalia 
looked up at the surprised girl.

“Are you serious?” Leyla sank down into the chair, staring at her sister.

“As a heart attack.” Natalia laughed softly. “It’s the kids. We don’t want them picking it up 
from us. If it makes you feel better, Olivia provided a sizeable donation from the swear jar 
proceeds to the Heart and Stroke foundation after she first moved into the farmhouse with 
me.”

“That place was yours first?” Leyla grinned. “I thought Olivia…”

“Nope.” Natalia shook her head. “I bought the old Jessup place from Cassie a year and a half 
ago. I added Olivia’s name to the deed at Christmas.” Natalia glanced down shyly, 
remembering the look of joy on Olivia’s face. “I wanted to give her a real home.”

Leyla blinked, taking in the soft glow of love on her sister’s face. Their father had no clue. If 
this was a sin, then hello Satan, sign her up. The old man only saw darkness and suspicion 
where the light of love obviously shone. Leyla sighed and stared at the television for a 
moment, letting the soothing images of home cooking distract her mind.

“He’s never going to change, Leyla,” Natalia murmured softly. “All we can do is live our lives 
how we want, whether he likes it or not.”

Leyla nodded her head sadly. There was so much wasted time that she would never get 
back with her sister, because their father was a stubborn fool. She glanced back at her 
older sister, and their eyes met.

“That’s why I left. I want to live my life, not his twisted version of what my life should be. 
He said that as long as I lived under his roof, I’d have to obey his rules or I could get out. I 
packed and left an hour later.” Leyla’s eyes filled with unshed tears. “Momma never even 
said a word.”

Natalia leaned forward and pulled her sister into a much needed hug.

“You are always welcome in my home. For as long as you want.” Natalia dropped a soft kiss 
onto the dark hair, Leyla’s head tucked under her chin as she held her tight. “That’s what 
family means, to be there for each other, no matter what. If our parents don’t understand 
that, then it’s their loss.”



Leyla nodded her head squeezing her big sister a little tighter, taking comfort in the words 
and feeling the truth in them. She sniffed and wiped at her eyes as Natalia leaned back to 
smile at her.

“And you still owe the swear jar two bucks, missy.” Natalia grinned at Leyla’s quick frown.

“Aw, jeez!” Leyla grumbled as her sister just shook her head and chuckled softly.

“Make that three...”

*~*~*~*

The sun was slowly setting as Olivia pushed open the French doors to the small balcony 
off their guest bedroom at the mansion. It seemed like forever since she had lived within 
the formidable confines of the sprawling estate. So much had changed for her that it was 
almost like another lifetime.

Olivia stepped out and leaned against the marble rail, swirling the white wine in her glass, 
thinking back to less pleasant evenings spent there. The ghost of Alan Spaulding still 
hovered here for her sometimes, as if she expected him to come blustering down the 
hallway, ranting about something that would screw up her life. Like the time she woke up 
in the looney tune ward at Ravenwood. Now there were some good times…

“Penny for your thoughts…” Natalia’s soft voice broke the silence. Olivia snorted and turned 
to look at her lover standing in the doorway, her skin almost golden in the fading sunlight.

 “Save your money, they aren’t worth that much.”

Natalia nodded and quietly closed the French doors before moving to wrap her arms 
around the taller woman, slipping her hands into the back pockets of Olivia’s jeans. Olivia 
tucked her head under her chin, pulling her closer and they just stood there together, 
watching oranges turn to pinks and then finally deep purple.

“I love you, y’know,” Olivia finally murmured into the dark hair, inhaling the clean, sweet 
scent of her partner. Vanilla and something all Natalia, it was an addictive combination.

“I think I recall hearing that recently but you were naked, and I’m sure I was a little 
distracted at the time…” Natalia waggled her eyebrows and her lips quirked up before she 
pressed tiny kisses along Olivia’s strong jaw line, enjoying the soft laughter bubbling up 
from her partner. She ducked her head and nuzzled inside the collar of Olivia’s blouse as 
strong arms wrapped around her tighter. They just held each other for a while, soaking up 
the other’s presence.



“I finally got through to Jane’s mother; she’s coming in from Chicago to make funeral…” 
Olivia’s voice broke and a tear trickled down her flushed cheek.

“Sshh, I know.” Natalia held her closer. They had all been so focused on the children being 
okay, she knew Olivia still hadn’t really had time to process the loss of the girl who had 
been an extended part of her family for a very long time. Olivia didn’t trust easily and, as 
frustrating as Jane could be sometimes, she had somehow won her partner  over.

“I told her that I wanted to pay for all of it. She refused at first, but I insisted.” Olivia wiped 
at the tears freely falling now. “It’s the least I could do for…for saving…”

Natalia ran her fingers through her lover’s thick hair, soothing her as Olivia suddenly turned 
and wept for long minutes into her shoulder.

“Maybe we could donate something to the park in Jane’s memory?” Natalia gently kissed 
Olivia’s temple. Olivia nodded slightly and sniffed. “Maybe a little covered area for nannies 
to sit and relax while watching the kids on the playground?”

“That sounds perfect.” Olivia leaned back with a watery smile. Natalia always seemed to 
know how to make her feel better. “I’ll call Billy about it later this week and see if Lewis 
Construction can fit it into their schedule. He was going on about the new school bid they 



just put in the other day at Company. He can’t wait for Josh to come home, too.” Olivia’s 
eyes suddenly grew wide as another thought hit her.

“Oh, God. Josh.” Olivia closed her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose. Someone needed 
to bring him up to speed. With Jeffrey still alive, that didn’t bode well for him and Reva 
getting back together anytime soon.

“This is all such a tangled mess,” Natalia murmured against soft skin, taking comfort in 
Olivia’s embrace. “What I don’t understand is Edmund’s obsession with the children?” 

Olivia just shook her head and stared at the last dying rays of sunshine peeking over the 
horizon. She had liked Eddie back in the day, but could never quite trust him back on San 
Cristobel. He had always been so jealous of his brother Richard, desperately wanting their 
father’s affection and attention.

Olivia thought back to one of the last times she saw him, drunk as a skunk playing that 
video game, dodging one of her flying drumsticks. He didn’t seem that crazy then; however 
she had been a close personal friend of Jimmy Beam that night so her senses might not 
have been a hundred percent.

“I don’t know.” Olivia closed her eyes and snuggled a little closer. “He was always so 
interested in the royal lineage, producing an heir to make his father happy. I guess he had 
finally achieved some peace on that front when he found Lara. Then with her sudden death 
it must have tipped him over into the deep end.” Olivia sighed, realizing how many 
mistakes she’d made herself when upset and scared of losing someone she loved. 

“It’s so easy for anyone to make a bad choice, to slip up. Nothing is ever black and white in 
this world, only varying shades of grey.” Olivia shifted away slightly, leaning back against 
the marble railing, drawing deeper into herself, knowing she had done her fair share of 
things she was ashamed of. She sometimes worried about how easy it had been to go there 
in the past, to slip into the darkness. There but for the grace of...

Natalia cupped Olivia’s cheek, smiling gently at her suddenly troubled lover, pulling her 
from her musings.

“Hey, stop thinking so hard, querida. You are not Edmund, okay?” Natalia leaned closer into 
the woman she loved, staring into the stormy green eyes, finding worth there. “And no 
matter how deep or dark you go, I will always come down after you and bring you back. 
You’re mine now, and don’t you forget it.”

Natalia dipped her head and claimed the soft lips, thrilling at the small whimper coming 
from Olivia. Long fingers slid into her hair as Olivia kept her near, not wanting to break the 
kiss.



Finally they separated, panting against each other’s lips, needing the other’s touch.

“So, you and me against the world?” Olivia husked, wanting desperately to believe it, 
needing it to be true despite everything and anything that would be thrown their way. 
Natalia smiled and nuzzled along the fine hair at her temple, placing butterfly kisses along 
the tender skin there before pulling her lover close.

“Always.”

*~*~*~*

On the other side of the mansion, Jonathan kissed Sarah good bye and gave her one last 
bear hug. This was so hard; he had no idea how Jeffrey could stay away from his little son. 
He sighed and dropped a last squeaky kiss on Sarah’s flushed cheek, making her giggle.

“Be good for mommy, okay, baby girl?” Jonathan whispered into her small ear, pleased when 
she nodded and giggled more. He slid her down to her feet and swatted at her little 
bottom.

He stared hard at Bill, silently acknowledging that it was up to him to protect his family 
now. Bill squinted slightly and nodded, sliding a protective arm around Sarah’s tiny 
shoulders as she snuggled against Lizzie. Not on his watch.

“Come back safe, Jonathan,” Lizzie said quietly from Bill’s side.

Jonathan gave her his most charming smile, knowing he couldn’t make a promise that he 
might not be able to keep, and disappeared into the night. He had a flight to Mexico to 
catch.

*~*~*~*

Monday morning arrived bright and early, as Olivia stepped out the kitchen patio door, 
ready to gather Emma up to drive to school. They’d all be back in their respective homes 
tonight, the security details arranged to start first thing that day. Phillip had seemed to 
think he had seen Emma out back, playing with the dogs again. She stepped out onto the 
patio, seeing her daughter sitting on the lawn with a small white ball of fluff. Olivia’s 
footsteps were silent in the grass as she approached, listening as Emma chattered to the 
pup.

“…and then it was like I was frozen. Y’know like those weird dreams, where you know you 
should run and scream, but you’re feet are stuck in quicksand and you try and you try, but 
you just can’t yell. I was so scared.” Emma scooped up the pup, little blue eyes staring up at 



her, calm and peaceful. “You’d have barked and barked and barked. Wouldn’t you?” Emma 
nuzzled into the soft fur sadly.

Olivia felt the prick of tears threatening to fall. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to 
calm down, it wouldn’t do to fall apart in front of her too yet. Poor sweet Emma.

“I wish I was a doggie. Maybe then…” Emma’s voice trailed off and she sighed.

“Maybe then you’d have scared away the bad man?” Olivia asked softly sitting down on the 
grass beside the surprised girl. Emma swallowed hard and tried not to cry, nodding slightly.

“Oh, baby.” Olivia wrapped her arms around the girl and hugged her close. “You know that 
Jane getting hurt isn’t your fault, right?” Emma shifted, seeming to melt deeper into Olivia’s 
arms, weeping into her shoulder.

“Maybe if I had yelled, he would have run away sooner.” Emma hiccupped.

Olivia pulled back and looked into the small flushed face. Olivia ran the pad of her thumb 
across the girl's cheek, wiping away the tears that were falling freely now.

“You did everything right, honey and Jane knows that.” Olivia swallowed hard, realizing this 
was a hard truth the girl was learning. As much as she wanted to protect her girl, life had a 
way of happening and Emma would need to figure out how to deal with this, too.

“Sometimes bad things still happen, even when you do everything right.” Olivia dipped her 
head and made sure to catch Emma’s eyes. “But whenever that happens, you know that I’m 
right here to hold you close and wipe away your tears. And so is your Ma and your Daddy 
and Beth all the rest of your family. Family sticks together and takes care of each other 
when things get tough.”

Emma ducked her head but nodded. Olivia just held tight, gently rocking her for a while.

“I love you, mommy.” Emma whispered eventually.

“I love you, too, sweetheart.” Olivia dropped a kiss to the top of her head, wiping at her own 
tears.

The little puppy wiggled in Emma’s lap, sensing the sad mood and wanting to be closer. 
She suddenly stopped mid-wiggle to sneeze, and then once again moved to lick the girl’s 
hand. Emma smiled a little and dropped a kiss to the little fuzzy head.

“So, who’s your friend?” Olivia pushed some hair from Emma’s eyes, watching as they once 
again sparkled with excitement.



“Daddy said I could name her. I was thinking maybe Miley or uh…Snowflake?” Emma looked 
at the puppy, who tilted her head to the right and swished her tail back and forth excitedly. 
“Flakey?”

The puppy simply stared back, not exactly impressed. Emma laughed as she slid her to the 
ground and stood to go pick up her glass of orange juice from the patio table, the puppy 
following close to her heels.

“She keeps following you all over the place, huh.” Olivia smiled as she slowly stood up 
herself. “Like a little white shadow or something.”

“Shadow!” Emma laughed. “Cool name, Mom.” The girl looked down at the dog, which was 
now half sitting on her foot. “What do you think, Shadow?”

The puppy yipped once happily, before doing a little circle and plopping back down on 
Emma’s foot. Emma looked up at her mom and grinned.

“I think she likes it.” Olivia raised an eyebrow at her very happy daughter.

Olivia bent over and lifted the little dog up, hind legs dangling down as it hung from her 
hands. They stared at each other a moment, Olivia tilting her head to one side. Shadow was 
pretty cute, obviously part Husky in her, with the most amazing blue eyes.

“Well hello, Shadow.” Olivia murmured. The puppy sneezed and then shyly started to lick at 
Olivia’s wrist, instinctively knowing who the alpha around here was. She smiled softly at 
the tickling tongue. “So, do you think she’d like to come live with us at the farmhouse, 
Bean?”

“REALLY?” Emma froze not sure she could believe her ears.

“If Natalia says yes, and you promise to look after her...” Olivia warned, already knowing 
that Shadow would be at the farmhouse by lunchtime.

“I will! I’ll take her for walks and make sure she doesn’t chase the ducks and brush her fur 
and…and…” Emma started to bounce excitedly. “Daddy said I could go to a special doggie 
training school with her so she could be a good guard dog…and…and…”

“Breathe, honey. Breathe.” Olivia chuckled and glanced up to look at Phillip and Natalia 
staring at the two of them through the kitchen windows, grinning widely. Her eyes 
narrowed, suspicious. Shadow followed her gaze and barked at them, her little tail 
whipping back and forth happily.



“Exactly what I was thinking, Shadow…” Olivia smiled, pulling the little puppy into her arms 
and snuggling into the warm fur as Emma wrapped herself around her waist for a group 
hug.

*~*~*~*

Anna rolled out of her bed and shuffled towards the bathroom in her tiny apartment. It was 
going to be a long day, with meetings pulling the new task force together and bringing 
everyone up to speed. Brushing her teeth, she heard her cell phone chiming from her 
nightstand.

Grabbing it quickly, she caught the call on the last ring before it would switch over to her 
voicemail.

“Li.”

“Anna? It’s Jonathan.” His deep voice faded in and out but Anna could make it out clearly 
enough. “I’m about to meet Daniel Lopez at that bar Jeffrey mentioned. I’ll keep you posted 
on what the plan is after that. I don’t think Edmund’s men know I’m here yet.”

“Well, keep it that way.” Anna worried about the young man; the stress had been getting to 
him and like the rest of them, he just wanted this all to end. “Call me at ten to update me.”

“Will do.” Jonathan hesitated a moment before deciding that Anna really should have some 
sort of heads up about his mother. “Reva wanted to come along with me and I took off 
without telling her. You might have a visit from her later today once she figures out what 
I’ve done.”

“Thanks, just what I needed today.” Anna rolled her eyes and groaned. Great another diva 
she needed to deal with.

“Sorry.” Jonathan didn’t sound at all sorry, barely containing a soft chuckle. “I’ll touch base 
with you again, soon.” And with that the call ended.

Anna stared at the dead phone and shook her head. It was going to be an even longer day 
than she had first suspected.

*~*~*~*

Doris walked into Olivia’s office at the Beacon without as much as a simple warning from 
her assistant, Keira. Looking up from her budget forecasts, Olivia smiled widely, happy for 
the break and pleased to see two cups of coffee in the mayor’s hands and a small bag from 
Company.



“Please tell me you’ve got blueberry muffins in there.” Olivia came around from her side of 
the desk and sank down onto one of the other guest chairs, snatching the paper bag from 
her friend’s hand. She dug down, smiling widely as she found the muffins. They were still 
warm.

“I’m beginning to suspect you like Blake’s muffins better than Natalia’s.” Doris bit the inside 
of her cheek to keep from laughing as Olivia’s eyes snapped open and she practically 
choked on the tasty morsel she had in her mouth.

“Don’t even go there, Wolfe. Besides you know my thoughts on you and Blake and hooking 
up.” Olivia smirked. Natalia never failed to whack her in the stomach every time she 
suggested trying to get Blake away from Frank.

“She’s my friend and that’s all.” Doris rolled her eyes and tried not to go there in her head. 
Damn, too late…

“I guess I just think she could do so much better than Frankie.” Olivia took a grateful sip of 
coffee before eyeing her slightly blushing friend sitting across from her. “Hiring Eleni was a 
stroke of genius, I must say.”

Doris grinned for a moment, ripping a piece of muffin loose and popping it into her mouth.

“She is a very competent forensic scientist. The fact that she’s Frank’s ex-wife and Marina’s 
mother is no reason to hold that against her.” The mayor smirked unable to help herself. 
“Besides, I need a fresh pair of eyes in that police station. I’m afraid the council is going to 
want an internal review of the department, and I have no idea what we’re going to 
uncover.”

Olivia’s phone rang and she groaned as she reached across her desk to grab the offending 
handset.

“Sorry, gotta take this. There is a convention coming in this week and there’s been nothing 
but headaches happening.” Olivia shook her head and listened to who was on the other 
side. Doris nodded and quietly nibbled away at her muffin.

“Pete, I don’t care what the chef was whining about now, we need that seafood buffet for 
Wednesday night…” Olivia paused, standing to move around the desk to her computer, 
quickly punching up her booking calendar. “No, there is no wiggle room here. Just tell him 
to get it done.” Olivia hung up and plopped down into her chair. She glanced up at a 
curious Doris.



“Hell week?” Doris smiled sympathetically. She’d had her fair share of those since becoming 
mayor.

“You have no idea.” Olivia ran a hand through her highlighted hair and shook her head at 
her friend. She didn’t even want to think about the emails waiting for her in her inbox.

“I should go then. Lunch later this week? We can go over the Winslow case; I can update 
you on any new findings.” Doris stood and headed for the doorway, coffee and half her 
muffin in hand.  Olivia smiled gratefully as her phone began to ring again. She waved as 
Doris headed out the office door.

Hell week, indeed.

*~*~*~*

That night, after dinner, a lone car turned from the road onto the long gravel driveway and 
made its way up to the farmhouse. Shifting it into park, Reva Shayne sat for a moment, 
resting her head on the steering wheel for a moment to gather her thoughts. Once she had 
finally made the decision, everything else had fallen into place. Now it all hinged on 
whether or not she had some much needed backup on her little adventure.

“Damn it, Jeffrey, the things you make me do…” Reva grumbled into the darkness, before 
finally opening her car door and making her way down the small walkway to the 
farmhouse door. Tapping lightly, she heard a tiny yapping coming from inside and then 
locks turned and quickly opened by a frazzled looking Leyla.

“Hey! Come on in,” The girl’s leg suddenly shot out to keep a small dog from escaping out 
the door. “Quick before killer here escapes…”

“A puppy? I thought lesbians had cats.” Reva frowned at the little bundle of energy 
bouncing around her feet as she came in. Leyla snorted and covered her mouth, trying not 
to let her laughter be heard as she shut the door and turned the lock again.

“I guess they didn’t get the official handbook,” Leyla chimed in as she made her way back to 
the kitchen table. Natalia glared at her sister as Olivia picked up the wiggling puppy and 
hid her own laugh in the soft fur.

“Good one, kid.” Reva smiled at the girl, liking her already.

“Jellybean, would you come get Shadow and keep her in there with you?” Olivia called into 
the living room. Emma appeared immediately and took the pup from her arms. Dropping a 
quick kiss to the girl’s head, she watched her daughter disappear with the newest member 
of the family.



“I-I need to talk to you girls. Kind of ask you for a… well, a favor.” Reva stammered slightly, 
never very comfortable at asking for help.

Olivia’s eyebrows rose almost to her hairline. Natalia walked over to the fridge, pulled out a 
bottle of wine and grabbed a bottle opener from the drawer.

“Okay, what are you up to, Reva?” Olivia asked as she slid wineglasses out onto the kitchen 
table and they sat.

“Jonathan left for Mexico last night without telling me.” Reva started to pace, thrusting her 
hands deep into her pockets, not wanting to think about just how annoyed she was with 
her son. “I wanted to go with him, to bring Jeffrey back myself. Mostly it was to make sure 
he really is alive and it’s not another horrible trick being played on me.”

Reva stared out of the kitchen window a moment into the darkness and sighed. Turning she 
leaned back against the sink, trying hard not to fidget.

“I went into the police station right away, to confront Anna. She stonewalled me, but I 
eventually weaseled it out of her.” Reva rambled.

Olivia nodded sipping her wine thoughtfully. Li was good, but she was no match for a 
determined Reva Shayne.

“Anna’s stuck here with the task force and Jonathan hasn’t contacted her when he was 
supposed to. She’s ready to mount an attack and I think we need to go in quietly and find 
out the lay of the land.” Reva looked down at her feet, wiggling one foot nervously.

“Where do we come into the picture?” Natalia glanced back and forth at the two women, 
not liking the way this seemed to be heading.

“Anna gave me Jonathan’s contact in Mexico. I want to meet up with him and find out what 
happened to Jonathan and to bring Jeffrey home.” Reva pushed herself away from the sink 
counter and walked over to the kitchen table. Leaning against a chair back, she swallowed 
hard knowing it was now or never. “I need someone to go shotgun, so to speak.”

Reva looked up and met Olivia’s intense stare, their eyes locking in understanding.

“Whoa, road trip!” Leyla grinned, completely missing the tension building in the small 
kitchen. Olivia turned to look at Natalia, watching as she placed her glass of wine down on 
the tabletop.

“Olivia, can I talk to you a minute?” Natalia smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.



Reva gave Olivia a look, both women knowing that the brunette was not happy with this 
plan by the set of her jaw. Olivia sighed, her head dropping to her chest for a moment as 
she rubbed the bridge of her nose.

“In private.” Natalia cocked her head towards the back door.

“Of course, honey.” Olivia glared at the older woman, who had smirked but held her tongue. 
She was sure Reva must be tickled by the thought of Natalia taming the mighty Olivia 
Spencer.

Olivia refilled her wineglass and calmly followed her lover outside onto the porch.

“Are you out of your MIND?” Natalia exploded, waving her arms angrily as she ranted. 
“Following Reva to God knows where to rescue Jeffrey? He’s a trained government agent, 
for heaven’s sake; I think he can take care of himself in this type of situation.”

“Well, you wouldn’t say that if you’d seen how bad a shot he is…” Olivia murmured, taking a 
sip of wine as she remembered the time she took him to the range at the gun club. It was 
most disappointing that she could out shoot the man. She didn’t even want to think about 
what the Feds were teaching agents at Quantico these days.

“I just don’t like you doing something so dangerous. You have a family to think about.” 
Natalia closed her eyes, frustrated. He was her rapist, how could she be so loyal to the 
man? How could she put herself in harm’s way, after everything with Jane still so fresh in 
their minds?

“He’s Ava’s father, Natalia.” Olivia stared hard as Natalia opened her eyes again and looked 
back up at her.  “How could I look my daughter in the eye if I didn’t do everything in my 
power to bring him back to her?”

Natalia looked away, running a hand through her hair. She had a point, damn it.

“Then hire a small army and send Rambo Shayne in there with them. Your family needs you 
here,” Natalia’s eyes started to well with unshed tears. “I need you here.”

Olivia looked down. She didn’t want to leave her family any more than Natalia wanted her 
to go.

Putting her wineglass down, she took a step and tugged her lover into a tight hug and 
sighed. There was no right answer here.

“Damn it, I wasn’t going to cry…” Natalia sniffed into Olivia’s strong shoulder.



“Shhh, now. Come here.” Olivia dropped tender kisses into the dark hair, running soothing 
circles along the Natalia’s back. “As much as I would love to invade a foreign country with a 
black ops team, even I can’t swing that one. Reva needs my help. Jeffrey is in trouble and 
Jonathan is down there already. We have to help them.  Maybe once I’m there we can get 
the local police to help us find him. I won’t know until we’re down there and try.”

Natalia sighed and rubbed at her eyes with the heel of her palm, looking very much as 
Olivia imagined she did as a little girl. Her heart melted a little more. If this precious 
woman wasn’t reason enough to be very, very careful down there, she didn’t know what 
was.

“I know. Just don’t expect me to like it.”

“Anna has some contacts for us. Once I’m there, we can get the local police to help us find 
out what happened to Jonathan today and where Jeffrey has been taken. Throw some 
money around and see what we can get moving.” Olivia started pacing already trying to 
work out a plan of attack. It felt good to be able to do something.

“Use that old Spencer charm of yours?” Natalia teased half-heartedly, knowing that she had 
lost the battle. As much as she hated to admit it, Olivia really needed to take care of this. 
“They won’t stand a chance.”

Olivia gave her a lopsided grin before leaning in close and capturing tender lips. Pulling 
apart they bumped their foreheads together affectionately, enjoying the familiar closeness. 
She squeezed her lover a little tighter, already realizing that Natalia would need to cover 
for her at the Beacon this week.

They had talked about Natalia’s return to the Beacon now that she had been added as co-
owner of the hotel, but her official title hadn’t been finalized yet. They had discussed 
Natalia shadowing Olivia at first and then taking the newly created position of Assistant 
General Manager while Olivia moved deeper into the franchising side of things as the 
General Manager. So much for easing Natalia into the position, it would seem she was 
about to have a baptism by fire this week.

“Your mission, should you choose to accept it,” Olivia teased, hoping to ease her lover’s 
worry, “is to run the Beacon while I’m gone. Without killing Greg.”

Natalia snorted into her shoulder.

“Ok, I realize that’s almost impossible. How about, you can hurt Greg, you just can’t kill 
him.” Olivia threaded her fingers through the thick dark hair as Natalia looked up at her, a 
small smile beginning to quirk her lips. “That’s my girl…”



They held each other for a moment, Olivia nuzzling along the soft hairline, dropping 
butterfly kisses along the way.

“Promise me you’ll be careful.” Natalia whispered, still reluctant to let her lover go.

“I promise.” Olivia murmured against soft skin, meaning every word. “Besides, you can’t get 
rid of me that easily.” Pulling apart, they smiled at each other and started back into the 
farmhouse. Grabbing her wineglass, Olivia’s mind started running over everything that 
needed to be taken care of.

“I have to call Phillip and see if the Spaulding jet is available.” Olivia took a sip and pulled 
the screen door open for Natalia. “And I’ll need my gun.”

Natalia paused and glanced up at her partner’s serious eyes. She still didn’t like this, not 
one bit.

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this…” Natalia sighed and stepped back into the warmth of 
their home.

*~*~*~*

Reva had left and the kids were tucked safely in their beds before Olivia disappeared from 
the farmhouse, heading towards the barn, flashlight in hand. She opened the heavy barn 
door slowly and made her way to where she had stored some boxes. She knew Natalia 
hated her having her gun in the house, and the thought of little Emma or Francesca ever 
getting their hands on it sent a shiver down her back. So she had packed it up into a box 
when they had moved out of the farmhouse and just never unpacked it when they 
returned. It had been out here ever since.

“Where did I put you…” Olivia muttered to herself in the half light.

A loud creak sounded and Olivia froze. Maybe coming out here, by herself, hadn’t been the 
wisest move. She turned slowly, checking the shadows for anything unusual.

She heard the noise again, this time to her right. And fairly close.

Standing perfectly still, Olivia held her breath and tried to see what was there.

A small field mouse poked his nose out from behind a loose board, the board creaking as 
the mouse moved to toss a sunflower seed onto the floor with a quiet click.

Olivia exhaled and ran a hand through her hair.



“You scared me there little buddy.” She laughed at herself and turned back towards the 
stack of boxes. Finding the right one, she popped it open and dug down into it, pulling out 
old newsprint and finally her gun. Digging a little deeper she found the package of bullets. 
Folding the box closed again, she made her way to the barn door and out into the late 
evening sunshine.

Edmund silently stepped out of the shadows and smiled evilly.

The game was on.

*~*~*~*
 

Act 3

Jeffrey O’Neill sat slumped on his bare cot, bruised and battered, his leg chained to the 
brick wall of his tiny cell. The Winslow compound was a fortress and, as he had begun to 
discover, it was as difficult to escape from as it had been to find in the first place.

The tired man squinted into the darkness of his cell, the dim light coming from under the 
locked door not really helpful. Jeffrey had lost track of time in the small six by six foot 
room, stripped of his watch and phone and drugged for God knows how long. His only hope 
now was that Jonathan and Anna would find him quickly and be able to break him out of 
here somehow.

Jeffrey looked up as he heard heavy footsteps approaching; the grumbling of his belly 
telling him that it must soon be meal time. The lock turned, sounding loud in the darkness, 
and then the door was flung open. Jeffrey blinked in surprise, his eyes having difficulty 
adjusting to the brightness. He stood, looking for an opportunity to escape, as two huge 
guards dragged in a new prisoner, dropping him to the floor of the cell in a boneless heap. 
Cuffing the new man’s leg to the far wall, the thugs gave him a swift kick to the gut and 
laughed.

Jeffrey winced in sympathy, but stayed well back. He could just see the man through the 
guard’s legs, clutching at his stomach as he cried out in pain, gasping for breath.

“Next time, shut the fuck up when I’m talking to you, asshole.” The largest guard growled, 
before turning and noticing his audience. He glared at Jeffrey, who quickly sat down. “What 
are you lookin’ at? You want a beat down too, O’Neill? ‘Cuz that can easily be arranged.”

Jeffrey shook his head and looked down, shuffling as far back on his cot as his own chains 
would let him. Laughing, the two men headed out the door, slamming the cell door shut 
behind them. Jeffrey could make out the scuffling sounds of the injured prisoner locked in 



with him as he seemed to be seeking the other cot. He heard the loud squeak of coils as 
the other prisoner found the tiny bed.

“Are you okay?” Jeffrey tried to focus in the darkness, listening for cues, to try and figure out 
if the new prisoner was going to be an ally or a problem. He heard a slight gasp and then 
more rustling.

“Did he call you O’Neill?” The man groaned from the other cot. “Jeffrey, is that you?”

Jeffrey froze, the voice sounding extremely familiar, finally it all clicked into place.

“Jonathan?” Jeffrey couldn’t help the grin that broke out, despite the circumstances. “What 
are you doing here?”

“Well, I know it doesn’t seem like it at the moment,” Jonathan grinned as much as he could 
with his split lip. “But I’ve come to save your sorry butt.”

“Well, I see that’s gone smoothly for you…” Jeffrey shook his head.

“Shut up.” Jonathan chuckled and then coughed, grabbing at his ribs. “And don’t make me 
laugh, it hurts.”

“Tell me Anna is still free out there, coming to get us both. Did you meet up with Lopez at 
the Devil’s Heart like I told you too?”.” Jeffrey tried not to get too excited, but this was the 
best news he’d had in a long time, despite Jonathan being locked in chains as well.

“Uh, not exactly.” Jonathan rolled to his back on the narrow cot, his chains rattling along the 
wire frame. “She’s stuck in Springfield, heading up the Chief’s new task force in Springfield.”

“What?” Jeffrey frowned, confused. “A task force?”

“Yeah, it gets better. I’m sure Reva is on her way here as we speak.” Jonathan continued, 
knowing his mother wouldn’t be able to rest until she had her husband back in Springfield, 
safe and sound. If anyone was going to kill Jeffrey, it was going to be Reva.

“Reva knows?” Jeffrey closed his eyes and ran a hand through his hair. This was so not 
good. “How the hell did Reva find out?”

“From you.” Jonathan ground out as another wave of nausea came over him. “Edmund has 
struck in Springfield, Jeffrey. Anna and I were called out to the Spaulding’s to explain what 
we know. Reva was there and picked up my cell phone when you called, and recognized 
your voice. She knows everything.”



Jeffrey fidgeted, his mind racing. They needed to get out of this damn cell, now more than 
ever. Edmund was a time bomb waiting to go off. And their family would be his prime 
targets.

“Ava, Olivia, the Mayor, hell half of Springfield knows now. Edmund killed Olivia’s nanny 
while trying to snatch Sarah. The police now have all the proof they need that he killed 
her. Everyone is scared and getting ready to fight back and watch out for each other. All 
they need now, is you.” Jonathan said quietly.

Jeffrey looked away and sighed. Things were quickly going from bad to worse.

*~*~*~*

Reva stared out the tiny window of the Spaulding’s small private jet, watching the Mexican 
landscape move along lazily far below. She turned to glance across the aisle at Olivia, who 
was dozing in her seat, her laptop glowing on the seat beside her. She couldn’t have 
chosen a better sidekick for this fight. The woman had been like a demon possessed once 
the decision had been made to actually do this.

The older woman shook her head, impressed with the work ethic of her one-time rival. 
Olivia had nodded off after sending last minute emails to her staff and Natalia. She had 
also arranged for a meeting, as soon as they land, with some of the local authorities 
arranged through some of her Washington friends and some old San Cristobel movers and 
shakers she had kept in touch with, to try to smooth out their arrival in Mexico and to get 
them some much needed help navigating the legal system, or lack there of.

Reva smiled softly at the sleeping woman. Olivia wasn’t nearly as tough as she’d have 
everyone believe. No wonder Josh had fallen for her, she was just his type. Tough on the 
outside, gooey soft inside, if she ever let you see it.

She turned to stare out the window again and sighed, thinking of the last time she had 
seen her ex-husband. Reva couldn’t stop the flare of love and pain that suddenly bloomed 
in her chest. She missed him so much, too.

“We said one year, Bud.” Reva murmured sadly, realizing that was coming up quickly. She 
was going to need every minute to figure things out now.

God, what the hell was she going to do now?

*~*~*~*

Natalia opened the door to the small office and stepped into Olivia’s private domain. She 
felt a little like an interloper, but it hadn’t been all that long ago that she had sat just 



outside this very room and helped keep her partner organized and prepared to handle all 
situations. Now though, she was the one in the hot seat.

She could do this. Olivia had faith in her and deep down inside, Natalia knew she would be 
able to handle it. She made her way around Olivia’s large desk, and pulled out her chair, 
smoothly rolling it back. Sinking down into the chair, she leaned back and sighed. These 
were some big pumps she was going to have to try to fill here. She glanced up as the office 
door opened a little wider

“Ms. Spencer left this for you,” Keira spoke quietly from the doorway, smiling at her 
temporary new boss. Although she had seen Natalia often in recent months, dropping in for 
quick visits with their adorable baby or just popping in as a surprise, their conversations 
had been brief and casual. However, she had heard a lot about Natalia Rivera from the 
other staff, and if even half of it was true, she already quite liked her. She brought in a 
shoebox sized wrapped present and left it on the corner of the desk.

“I’ll just let you get settled in and then I can bring you the reports for the Finance meeting 
later this afternoon.”

“Thanks, Keira.” Natalia nodded, smiling at the attractive blonde as she disappeared once 
more to the outer office. To what had once been Natalia’s old desk. She shook her head, still 
not quite believing she was a partner in the business now and pulled her surprise present 
closer. Lifting the lid off, she found a simple white card on top, the note written in Olivia’s 
neat handwriting.

Official Boss Kit
Use only in case of emergencies.
Love, O

Natalia smiled widely. Digging deeper into the box, she laughed out loud as her hand 
wrapped around a small bottle of scotch. Pulling it out she put it onto the desk top and 
then grinned some more as she found a bottle of aspirin and a box of her favorite 
chocolates. Pulling them all out from the tissue papered depths of the box, she looked and 
saw one more thing lurking at the very bottom.

A whip.

“Dear God.” Natalia blushed, not even wanting to know where her lover had found that on 
such short notice.

And then she laughed, armed and ready to take on the world.

*~*~*~*



Frank stared at the farmhouse porch from the comfort of his car and sighed. He had 
wanted to come by just to make sure everything was fine. The safety of Francesca and 
Marina were his priorities right now and even though Phillip had a security detail 
patrolling past the farm at regular intervals, he still felt better swinging by himself on 
occasion. Just dropping by the farmhouse was something he hadn’t done in a while but still 
felt familiar. Old habits die hard, he guessed

Turning his car around in the empty yard, his mind flashed back to his farce of a romance 
with Natalia. He still didn’t know how he had missed the signs. Love truly was blind. And as 
painful as it had been at the time, Natalia had done the right thing, and he knew it.

At the thought of doing the right thing, Frank sighed, still unsure what to do about his 
feelings for Blake. Maybe they just needed a little more time. He hadn’t spent as much time 
with her as he should, work and his little Sweet Pea taking huge chunks of it. Blake really 
deserved more from him.

With Eleni back in town and having to work with her on a fairly regular basis, Frank 
realized it was going to be a challenging time coming up for him, too. Marina was already 
having a holy fit about the whole thing. Frank sighed as he thought about trying to juggle 
all the women in his life. A part of him just wanted to crawl into bed and hide.

He suddenly stopped, as something caught his eye near the pond. Leaning slightly out of 
the car window, he squinted, trying to make out what it was he saw. There was something 
disturbing the long grass at the far side of the pond. Frank slid a hand inside his jacket, his 
fingers wrapping around his service revolver, loosening it in his shoulder holster but not 
quite drawing it, ready for anything. Suddenly there was a flurry of activity and then a duck 
took off into the air, flapping and quacking as it went.

Frank let out a breath he didn’t even realize he had been holding, tucked his gun securely 
back into the holster and laughed at himself. This whole Edmund thing was making 
everyone so jumpy. It was high time to get back to his office anyway; his email inbox was 
probably overflowing by now. He finished turning his car around and headed down the 
long driveway, before heading back into town.

Dark eyes watched carefully from the loft of the barn, peering out through cracks between 
the barn boards. This place was turning into Grand Central Station. He grimaced and 
started thinking about other locations he could move to, as Frank’s car sped up and quickly 
disappeared down the road.

*~*~*~*



The Devil’s Heart was a bit of a dive as Mexican cantinas went, but the food was good and 
the bartender poured strong drinks. Sitting out on the tiny patio soaking up the afternoon 
sun, Olivia glanced at her watch for the millionth time, before pushing her aviator 
sunglasses a little higher on her nose.

“Where the hell is he?” Olivia murmured. She had just about all she could take with waiting 
for meetings and smooth talking the locals. Still their meeting with some of the local 
police authorities had gone very well and she was pleased that they all seemed very 
concerned of the illegal activities that have been coming and going out of the Winslow 
compound. In between meetings it had had taken them all morning to arrange a meeting 
with Anna’s contact and now he was late.

“Relax, he’ll be here.” Reva speared a fry with her fork and dipped it into a blob of ketchup. 
“Did you hear back from Doris?” She watched as Olivia slipped her blackberry out of her 
pocket and checked, shaking her head.

“The cell phone signal down here sucks.” Olivia grimaced and stuck it back into her pocket. 
“I don’t even know if my text got sent for sure. I’ll call her from the hotel when we get back 
and get an update on what’s happening in Springfield.”

“Mrs. O’Neill and Ms. Spencer, I presume?” A slightly stocky man stood beside their table 
smiling down at them. His handsome dark complexion and accented voice marked him as a 
local, but his light colored hazel eyes hinted at an interesting family history. 

“I’m Daniel Lopez.” He flashed a brilliant smile and bowed ever so slightly. “I’m so sorry I’m 
late.”

Reva looked up and smiled, charmed as he kissed her hand. There was something about the 
man that reminded her of Josh. Maybe it was the smile or the way his eyes crinkled. Or 
maybe it was the sense of calm confidence that surrounded the man.

“We’re just glad you could meet us on such short notice.” Olivia waved at the empty chair at 
their table. “Have a seat.”

Daniel pulled the chair out and nodded to the bartender, who quickly started to pour a 
drink.

“I’m assuming you’re here for the same reason that Jonathan Randall was.” Daniel leaned 
back, his eyes starting to wander along Olivia’s curves and hollows. Reva moved forward 
and caught his attention again.

“You’ve seen Jonathan?” The blonde smiled. At last some good news, he had at least been 
here. “Oh, thank God. Do you know where he is?”



“He had asked me for the location of Edmund Winslow’s compound and I told him that our 
local police have been watching this place a few hours drive from here. They think that a 
lot of illegal activity is going on out of that place.” Daniel frowned a little. “It’s not a 
pleasant place to visit.”

He idly rubbed at a vivid scar, an angry red slash along his forearm.

“Are you with the police?” Olivia asked, a little suspicious of this helpful man. Anna had 
been very vague about where she and Jeffrey knew this man from but she seemed 
confident that they could trust him. She had her doubts. She was still waiting to hear back 
on her own background check from one of her friends in Washington.

“I used to be. Now I’m… how you’d say, freelance?” Daniel shrugged and smiled warmly, 
taking his glass of tequila from the waiter. “Thank you, Jose.” The waiter nodded and 
disappeared back into the busy cantina.

“We would like to hire a small security team…” Reva began, both women trying to get a feel 
for their contact.

“I’m assuming that you have not heard from either Jeffrey or Jonathan and you think they 
are in trouble?” Daniel cut to the chase. “Why beat around the bush ladies? Time is of the 
essence after all.”

Reva and Olivia exchanged looks. Why indeed?

“Go on,” Reva prodded.

“I can certainly provide the team and will show you myself how to get to the Winslow 
compound. However I cannot be caught doing anything, shall we say…questionable. After 
all I live here.” The man smiled, taking a sip of his drink.

“How much?” Olivia asked, her eyes narrowing. Everything in life always seemed to come 
down to a dollar figure. She suddenly felt like she needed a shower.

“I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.” Lopez grinned and began the 
negotiations in earnest.

*~*~*~*

Natalia sank down into the comfortable office chair ignoring the three lines blinking at 
her. She shook her head, having no clue how Olivia handled all this stress, day in and day 



out. She looked up as Keira quickly tapped at the office door, sticking her blonde head just 
inside.

“Blake Marler is here to see you, Ms. Rivera. If you have a moment.” The statuesque blonde 
was prepared to stonewall the redhead if necessary. She could tell that the new boss was a 
little overwhelmed and would help out as much as she could.

Natalia sighed, knowing that there were a million things needing her attention at the 
moment, but being a friend would always come first.

“Sure, Keira, send her in. Would you mind getting me the address for that restaurant 
downtown you were telling me about that your friend works at? I think I’ll treat the girls to 
dinner out tonight. Oh, and call Paul to tell him I’m going to be a little late for the Food 
and Beverage meeting. Thanks.” Natalia turned to quickly glance at the mountain of emails 
steadily growing in Olivia’s inbox. Only five of them had an urgent red exclamation mark 
beside the subject line. Her day was looking up.

“Hey, Natalia.” Blake pushed the office door open and took in the small office. “I don’t think 
I’ve ever been in the dragon’s lair before.”

“Shh, they haven’t quite figured out I’m a pretender to the throne around here.” Natalia 
smiled as she smelled fresh coffee, and if she wasn’t mistaken a small paper bag with 
hopefully something yummy inside. “What did you bring me?”

“Muffins, fresh from Company’s oven.” Blake sat down and handed over the small bag. “I 
thought you might need a little afternoon break by now.”

“Mmm…they’re still warm.” Natalia bit into the much appreciated muffin. “What’s in there, 
cinnamon?”

“And nutmeg, my secret ingredients.” Blake sipped at her coffee, grinning over the rim of her 
cup.

Natalia nodded, she’d have to try that next time. She watched as her friend seemed to 
slump a little in her chair. Something didn’t seem right with the usually chatty redhead.

“You okay, Blake?”

“Yes.” Blake nodded, and then shifted slightly before finally standing and pacing a little 
around the office. “No. Well, maybe…”



Natalia leaned back in the chair, frowning as she watched the older woman fidget. 
Something was definitely going on with her friend. She hoped Frank wasn’t being a total 
idiot again.

“It’s just,” Blake sat back down and leaned a little closer. “Eleni Andros is back in town and 
I’m a little worried.”

“About what?” Natalia’s eyebrows rose and she leaned back. Frank’s ex-wife had seemed 
nice enough of what she had seen and heard about her. “You and Frank are doing okay, 
right?”

“Oh, sure.” Blake ran a hand through her hair, not sure how much she should talk about it. 
She glanced back up at her friend. “I’m just a little…I don’t know, confused lately? Frank has 
been a little distant and has been working so much, trying to be the best Chief of Police he 
can possibly be. And then Eleni and I have old history too.”

“What kind of history?” Natalia frowned, sure that there was more to the story than the red 
head was saying.

“It’s complicated…” Blake cocked her head to the side and tried to figure out the easiest 
way to explain the tangled web of love from nearly twenty years ago now. She shrugged 
and decided to just cut it down to the bare essentials.

“Eleni and I were both in love with my ex-husband, Alan-Michael Spaulding, at the same 
time. I thought I could get rid of her by reporting to the officials that Eleni was an illegal 
alien from Greece, but my plan backfired when Alan-Michael married her.” Blake looked 
down at her hands, knowing that she would still do just about anything for someone she 
loved.

“I was devastated. That was the first time that Frank and I got together, but it didn’t last 
that long. I knew he was in love with Eleni and we were both just hurting. Besides, you 
know me, I never give up and I kept pursuing Alan-Michael. It didn’t end up very well in the 
end though. I eventually lost him and my job at Spaulding Enterprises because of it all. 
Frank and Eleni did end up together though.” Blake looked away a little depressed at how 
horribly wrong that whole escapade had gone. Eleni always seemed to beat her at her own 
game. It was annoying, damn it.

“So now you think she’s going to…?” Natalia probed gently. She could certainly understand 
why Blake was a little worried; she probably wasn’t Eleni’s most favorite person in the 
world even after all this time.

“I think she might try to make my life miserable again. Try and break us up or make Frank’s 
life difficult because of me. It’s what she does.” Blake stood and started to pace again.



“You don’t know that for sure.” Natalia made a mental note though to keep a closer eye on 
the new CSI supervisor. “She’s changed, you’ve changed. I’m sure it’s all water under the 
bridge.”

Blake snorted, not quite believing it. Still Natalia had a point. She certainly wasn’t that 
same person from twenty years ago. She wasn’t the same person from five years ago even.

“I wonder what made her get out of catering and take up forensics.” Somehow Blake 
couldn’t quite picture the tall woman testing samples of blood and other gross things. She 
shuddered a little at the thought of what came across the woman’s desk in a day.

“This from the woman who is a realtor, a romance novelist and whatever it is Buzz calls 
you at Company” Natalia grinned at her multi-talented friend, as she popped another 
morsel into her mouth.

“Hey, don’t forget ordained minister.” Blake replied with a wink, dropping back down into 
her chair.

“What?” Natalia blinked, nearly choking on the last bit of her muffin. “Seriously?”

“Yeah, ordained minister in the Church of Karma, but that’s a story best told one night over 
several glasses of wine.” Blake smiled and shook her head. Ah, the schemes she had come 
up with back in her bad old days. The redhead sighed, wondering just where that feisty girl 
had disappeared to anyway? She wouldn’t be afraid to go after what she really wanted.

“A girl’s got to keep her options open, I suppose.” Blake mused as she swirled her cooling 
coffee and took a drink. The problem was she didn’t even want to begin to look at her girl 
crush on Doris Wolfe. Besides, it was Frank that she was worried about losing, right?

“You never cease to amaze me.” Natalia shook her head and made her way back to the 
other side of her desk. Glancing at her inbox she realized those emails were starting to pile 
up again. “And I thought I’d done a lot of different jobs to earn a living.”

“I should let you get back to work.” Blake stood and made her way back to the door as 
Natalia’s cell phone began to ring this time. “Lunch later this week?”

“Definitely.” Natalia smiled and nodded as she answered her cell phone, Leyla’s name 
showing on the call display. Now what? The office door slid shut as she focused on her 
younger sister’s voice.



“Ava is being a bitc…I mean, a royal pain.” Leyla growled on the other end of the line. 
Natalia chuckled, her sister already owing the swear jar twenty bucks and counting. “She 
doesn’t want to go to her appointment.”

“I do not need to have a scan. I feel fine.” Ava grumped in the background.

“Even I can tell you need your head examined,” Leyla’s voice rose, obviously still arguing 
with the other girl in the suite upstairs. “Because, seriously, you have a major attitude 
problem.”

“I don’t have an attitude problem, you have a perception problem.” Ava shot back in the 
background.

Natalia pinched her nose, and counted to five. There was nothing quite like that Spencer 
stubborn streak. She could just march upstairs to their suite and shake some sense into the 
girl. She could do with seeing Francesca again. The thought of her littlest girl and her 
adorable baby dimples brought a huge smile to her face and Natalia felt calmer again.

“Leyla, could I speak to Ava for a moment?” Natalia sighed. She didn’t need this right now, 
but hopefully Ava would see the sense of getting the head scan. Who knew what damage 
could have been done by that mad man. Natalia didn’t even want to think about what 
would have happened if Leyla hadn’t stepped in when she did.

“Hi, Natalia.” Ava sounded a little subdued. Natalia could almost picture the pout.

“Ava, do me a favor and go for the scan. That way your mother will not kill me when she 
returns.” Natalia looked up as Keira dropped a small mountain of file folders on her desk 
and disappeared out the door again.

“But—“

“Please, Ava.” Natalia smiled into the phone. She hated to use it, but it was obviously time 
for the old guilt card. “For your mother’s peace of mind.”

The long suffering sigh on the other side signaled victory.

“All right. I’ll go.” Ava ground out. “Here’s Leyla.”

Natalia glanced over a letter on the top of the latest mound of files and sighed. The hotel’s 
executive chef just resigned, his letter of resignation stating that he was leaving at the end 
of the week. Apparently the Food and Beverage manager had bullied him one time too 
many. 



Natalia heard a little scuffle sound as the phone was handed back over to her sister.

“Hey, it’s me.” Leyla’s voice came back over the line, obviously pleased. Natalia needed to 
nip the smugness in the bud.

“Be nice.” Natalia warned, hoping that the girl listened to her. She picked up her pen and 
clicked it open and closed.

“I’m always nice.” Leyla covered the receiver and Natalia heard a muffled retort. “I heard 
that Peralta.”

“Listen, Ava is getting a little stir crazy so cut her some slack, okay?” Natalia shook her 
head. The young woman was so much like Olivia sometimes it wasn’t funny. “If Rick gives 
her the go ahead, I’ll get her busy helping me tomorrow and you will have the suite to 
yourself to keep an eye on the baby.”

“Sounds good to me.” Leyla grumbled. The tall woman was starting to drive her insane.

“Ava’s appointment is for three at Cedars. Rick called to confirm it personally. So please 
make sure she gets there on time.” Natalia chewed the end of her pen, deciding that she 
really didn’t want to cook tonight and she was definitely going to take the family out to 
dinner.

“All right, I’ll do my best.” Leyla grumbled into the phone.

“That’s more than enough for me then.” Natalia smiled as her sister said good bye and hung 
up.

World war three successfully diverted. Time to update the General about the latest 
development.

Dialing Olivia’s cell phone number from memory, Natalia waited patiently for her partner to 
pick up. She chewed her bottom lip as the call went directly to voice mail. She knew that 
the cell phone signals down there were spotty but that still didn’t stop a little ball of worry 
from forming in the pit of her stomach. Now she just needed to find a new head chef 
before the convention arrived on Friday night.

*~*~*~*
 
“Li.” Anna growled into her telephone handset, ready to kill whoever was on the other end 
of the line. The morning had been horrible with the Chief and forensics coming at her from 
all sides. She had been trying to organize which men she wanted to be on the taskforce 



and juggle the rest of her caseload. Remy looked up from his report and frowned at her, 
worried.

“Ben. What’s up?” Anna took a deep breath and tried to focus on what was being said to her 
on the phone.

“I’m sorry, what?” Anna asked as Remy stood up and wandered over to his partner’s desk.

“When?” Anna grew very still. She met Remy’s eyes, before closing her eyes tight. “How 
long?” She nodded and sighed. This was not good. “Thanks, Ben. I owe you one.”

Hanging up, she took a moment to gather her thoughts. Remy looked like he was about to 
explode with curiosity.

“Federal agent Daniel Lopez just washed up on shore. He’s been dead for over a week.”

“Damn.” Remy rubbed his jaw. “If Lopez is dead, then who is meeting Reva and Olivia?”

“Good question.” Anna quickly dialed Reva’s cell phone. No answer. She tried Olivia’s 
number next, it went straight to voicemail.

“I hope your passport is up to date, Boudreaux.” Anna grimaced, not looking forward to 
trying to explain this all to the Chief. “Call Cyrus. We need to figure out how to get down 
there as soon as possible.”

Anna stared at her cell phone, wanting to call Doris, to warn her of what was going on, to 
hear her voice, even if it was yelling at her. She sighed, resigned to the fact that Frank 
needed to be the one she reported it to. Pulling her blazer jacket on, she headed out of the 
office.

*~*~*~*

Jonathan sat on his cot in the dark room holding a small bowl of gruel and sniffed it.

“Do you think it’s drugged?” He dipped a finger into the warm goop, the consistency 
reminding him of paper mache. Jonathan knew he should eat to try to regain some of his 
strength, but this didn’t even look like food.

“No, but it’s pretty disgusting.” Jeffery scooped some of the mushy food onto his fingers and 
into his mouth. “You get used to it.”

Jonathan put the bowl down and sighed. They needed to get out of here before Edmund 
figured that Reva knew everything. He grabbed the chain cuffed to his leg and gave it a 



tug, testing its strength. The chain pulled away slightly from the wall, the bolts in the 
mortar shifting ever so slightly. With a little brute force it just might give away.

Jonathan smiled. Things were starting to look up around here.

*~*~*~*

Eleni Andros shook her head, her long chestnut curls swirling around her shoulders as she 
looked through the files yet again. There had been so much unusual activity going on in 
the police department. Chief Wolfe had been totally oblivious to what was going on 
around him, and Frank was not much better.

“Well, we can’t have that…” she murmured softly to herself until a familiar voice from the 
doorway startled her.

“Can’t have what?” Frank stood there, a small smile on his face and two cups of coffee in 
his hand.

“Oh, Frank. I didn’t hear you come in.” Eleni smiled back as her ex-husband wandered into 
her office. The lab was generally a noisy place with experiments and machinery humming 
and buzzing around them.

“I brought you a coffee. Double, double right?” Frank placed the paper cup down onto her 
desk and grinned. It smelled heavenly and the timing was perfect.

“You remembered. Thank you” Eleni smiled warmly taking the offering as Frank nodded and 
stepped away, dropping down into one of the other chairs in her office.

“What’s with all the paperwork? Surely sleepy old Springfield isn’t going to keep you as 
busy as Los Angeles did.” Frank shifted under the woman’s thoughtful gaze. He remembered 
that look well. It usually meant that he hadn’t done something right and he was about to 
hear about it.

“I’ve been tasked by the Mayor to go over old cases. Double check the science and see if 
there were any mistakes or anything that could come back to haunt us.” Eleni swirled her 
coffee and took a sip.

“Oh.” Frank didn’t like the sound of this. Damn Doris Wolfe, sticking her nose where it didn’t 
belong.

“Frank, I think there’s been some funny business going on around here. For several years.” 
Eleni watched her ex-husband’s eyes grow wide. She leaned forward, getting his undivided 



attention. “And I have no idea how high up the chain this goes, but it could be bad news for 
the department.”

Frank swallowed hard and looked away. He needed this like a hole in the head. This could 
get very messy, very quickly. Who knew how many cases this was going to affect and how 
many political careers were going to be touched by this scandal. Frank looked up and met 
concerned eyes staring back at him. She was going to need his help. He never could say no 
to her anyway.

“Well, I have your back, Eleni.” Frank straightened his shoulders, suddenly feeling years 
younger. “Just get to the bottom of it and keep me in the loop. Let the chips fall where they 
may and together we’ll figure the rest out.”

Eleni nodded, pleased to know that Frank was at heart still an honorable man, after all this 
time apart. They smiled at each other, both thinking that maybe this working together 
thing was going to work out just fine.

They both looked up as Anna Li arrived at the office door, not looking happy.

***

The Rivoli was busy, and as Natalia held a fussing Francesca closer she realized she should 
have called for a reservation at the small restaurant. Emma was chattering about her day 
to a quiet Ava and Leyla. Stepping up to the small table where the host was, Natalia smiled 
at the overwhelmed server.

“Hi, we don’t have a reservation, but I was wondering if…”

“Ms. Rivera?” The woman looked up and smiled. “Your assistant called about an hour ago. 
We have your table ready.” She grabbed several menus and led the way, a slightly stunned 
Natalia following.

“Okay, Keira just scored bonus points for that one.” Leyla smirked as the family settled into 
the seats. She held the highchair steady as Natalia slid a squirming Francesca into it.

“It’s her job. A good assistant always anticipates her boss’ needs.” Ava said testily as she 
handed Emma a menu. Leyla grinned lecherously at the unintended innuendo by Ava and 
shot a sly glance at Natalia.

“Don’t even go there.” Natalia raised her finger as her sister’s mouth opened and then 
snapped shut. She felt herself blush a little anyway and prayed that it wasn’t noticeable in 
the dim lighting. Leyla helped her arrange Francesca into the high chair that had quickly 
arrived and before they knew it drinks had arrived and they had ordered their meals.



“So how did the CT scan go?” Natalia took a sip of her soda and leaned back, trying to let 
the stress of the day go. Leyla glanced over to the taller woman and waited for her to spill 
it.

“I’ve got a concussion just like Rick thought, but nothing more serious.” Ava sat a little 
straighter, she had known she didn’t need to go for the stupid scan.

“Leyla said that’s because Ava’s hard headed.” Emma added, grinning and then growing 
worried as her aunt choked a little on her drink. Natalia and Ava both turned to give Leyla 
a look, as she sheepishly wiped at her mouth with her napkin.

“Anyway, I have some meds from Rick that I have to take and he said to just take it easy for 
a few days. And it’s not like I have a job right now to rush back to, so…” Ava shrugged 
looking a little sad. She glanced up as Natalia reached over, squeezing her arm.

“Olivia left instructions if you wanted to help out at the Beacon until you figure out what 
you want to do. No pressure, but the offer is out there if you’re interested.” Natalia smiled 
warmly.

Ava nodded, touched by the gesture, and squeezed Natalia’s hand back in silent thanks. The 
moment was broken as their food started to arrive.

Natalia spooned some applesauce and sweet potato puree into Francesca’s mouth. Her 
bottom two teeth had come in last week and were showing as the baby smiled, gumming 
and smacking her food happily. Natalia smiled widely as her little hand gripped at the 
spoon, pulling it towards her mouth.

“Oh my God, this is so good.” Leyla moaned, practically at the same moment Ava sighed 
with pleasure over her own dish. Natalia realized the whole table was silent as they all 
dove into their food. After making sure that Francesca was doing okay, Natalia took a bite 
of her own meal.

“Wow.” Natalia could taste all sorts of exotic spices and flavors in her dish. She paused and 
looked around the packed restaurant, at everyone enjoying their meals. She glanced over at 
the lineup starting to form at the door. Natalia nodded to herself, wondering just what 
Keira’s friend did here at the Rivoli, and suspecting her assistant was up to something.

She smiled as an idea starting to take shape.

*~*~*~*

 



Olivia tossed another piece of wood onto the campfire and sank back down onto the log 
beside Reva. It had taken them three long hours to get to the rendezvous point with 
Daniel’s men. They had been on standby since Jonathan had arrived. Apparently he had 
wanted to scout the compound with one of the men who had been inside before and 
neither of them had returned. That was two nights ago now.

Reva silently stared into the fire as the flames started to lick higher. She wrapped her 
blanket a little tighter around her shoulders to ward against the cool night air and glanced 
over at their guide, who was laughing and joking with their men.

“God, sometimes Daniel reminds me so much of Josh.” Reva murmured, before turning back 
to a thoughtful Olivia. “Don’t you think?”

Olivia glanced past her and looked a little longer at the man. He was built a little like a 
buffer version of their ex-husband, and the little goatee added to the resemblance. She 
knew herself well enough to know that not that long ago she would have already had him 
in her bed, purely for the sake of comparison. She snorted, oddly pleased to find that the 
New Improved Olivia wasn’t sorry about missing out on that at all.

“I can see it, a little around the eyes.” Olivia smiled softly and took a swig from a small flask 
and offered some to the blonde, who paused, then took a drink before handing it back. 
Olivia closed the silver flask and sat it by her boot, and waited for Reva to continue.

“I thought that with a little time to get my head together, to get over Jeffrey’s…death,” Reva 
rolled her eyes at that, the pain and anger still very close to the surface. “I figured that I’d 
end up with Josh again. Give it time, a year we had agreed.” Reva sighed as if the weight of 
the world rested on her shoulders. “And just when I thought I’d finally found myself again, 
knew where I was headed and with who… damn it, everything has changed.”

“Life does that to you sometimes.” Olivia nodded staring into the flames, her mind going 
back to the changes in her own life in the last few years. “Just when you think you finally 
know what the right thing is, what you are meant to do…wham. Love throws you a curve 
ball.”

The image of Natalia running down the aisle, away from Frank and everything normal that 
Olivia thought she was supposed to want flashed across her mind. It was like yesterday, her 
memory of Natalia standing in the gazebo declaring her love, the snow falling around 
them, her heart thundering in her chest with joy and fear. Curve ball.

Reva glanced over at her old adversary. She knew she shouldn’t but she was just dying to 
ask. And if not now, then when would an opportunity for a heart-to-heart like this happen 
again? 



“So, what’s it like?” Reva grabbed a longer stick and poked at the fire a little, waiting to see 
what Olivia would say. She watched as the other woman froze, then turned to face her, 
raising an eyebrow, obviously surprised and not sure she’d heard her right.

“Oh, come on, Olivia,” Reva smirked, goading just a little as she reached down for the flask 
again. “It must be something pretty damn good to make a leopard like you change your 
spots like that…”

“It wasn’t some-thing,” Olivia finally spoke, grabbing Reva’s stick to poke at the fire herself. 
If Reva actually had the guts to ask her, she could answer the curious woman. “It was some-
one.” Her voice grew softer, tender, and she ignored the amused look on the blonde’s face.

“Natalia.” Her lover’s name tripped off her tongue with a sigh. Olivia shook her head and 
smiled softly, looking up at the stars twinkling up above. God she missed her and it hadn’t 
even been a full twenty-four hours yet.

“She just stepped around all my bullshit and emotional minefields, right past all the walls I 
put up and never gave up on me. She loves me despite it all. The rest of it, just kind of took 
care of itself…” Olivia stared back down into the fire. She flashed back to those first shy 
kisses in the hallway when she first moved back into the farmhouse, slowly rebuilding her 
trust, patiently waiting for each other, until they could wait no more.

“So, you’re saying that you’d never found women attractive before Natalia?” Reva wasn’t 
quite buying it. Olivia’s eyes twinkled with mischief as she turned back to the clearly 
skeptical blonde.

“Well, let’s see…who else have I argued so ferociously with? Who else has driven me insane 
with her bossy ways, dared to call me out when I didn’t do something that seemed right…” 
Olivia’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly and she seductively licked her lips, staring intensely 
at the older woman beside her.

Reva’s eyes widened and she swallowed self-consciously. Olivia couldn’t keep a straight 
face any longer and let her off the hook, breaking out into laughter and slapping her leg.

“Relax, I was just yanking your chain.” Olivia nudged the blonde with her elbow, smiling 
warmly as she shook her head and grinned back. “Besides you’re too old for me anyway, 
Reva…”

Reva’s jaw dropped, and her eyebrows descended, insulted.

“Shut up. You just don’t know what you’re missing, Spencer.” She huffed.



“You wish.” Olivia chuckled softly, and Reva soon joined her. “Besides you have enough man 
trouble on your plate, you don’t need woman trouble too.”

Reva grew quiet again. The fire crackled and popped into the night for a while, smoke 
rising lazily skyward.

“Do you keep in touch with him?”

Olivia nodded, knowing exactly who she was talking about, not wanting to hurt the 
woman. They had both loved Josh Lewis, it was one more bond they shared. If she hadn’t 
found Natalia, she would have always wondered if he had been ‘The One’ or, more 
accurately, ‘The One That Got Away’. Looking over at Reva she knew she was wondering the 
same thing.

“He sends me text messages pretty regularly. Natalia, too. I think he’s checking to make 
sure I’m not messing things up.” Olivia smirked. Good old Josh, always worrying about her, at 
least when he wasn’t worrying about Reva anyway. “The hospital construction is taking a 
huge chunk of his life right now. They’re a little behind schedule and he’s been battling the 
city council there on code restrictions.”

Reva nodded, staring into the flames, soaking up any information she could get.

“Has he met anyone? Is he happy?” She looked at Olivia with haunted eyes. If he had 
changed his mind about meeting her she needed to know.

“Reva, I don’t…” Olivia reached out to squeeze the blonde’s hand.

“Sorry, forget I asked.” Reva moved away slightly and wiped at a falling tear, before quickly 
taking another slug from the flask. “I have no right to know anyway. I’m a married woman 
after all, whose husband couldn’t even be bothered to let her know that he was alive.”

The men by the van looked over curiously at her raised upset voice. Daniel stared at them, 
smiling slightly and nodding. Reva ran a hand through her hair and sighed.

“He’s damn hot.” Reva grumbled, checking the man out. “Do you know how long it’s been 
since…?”

“Too long by the sounds of it.” Olivia murmured, wishing Natalia was here to help her 
escape from this odd conversation. Actually, Lopez kind of gave her the creeps. She couldn’t 
quite put a finger on what it was exactly but there was something.

Reva turned back to the fire, adding another log. The smoke grew thicker for a moment and 
then the flames licked higher once more.



“Where there’s smoke, there’s fire…” Reva mumbled and took another swallow, glancing 
back up at the handsome man joking with his friends in Spanish.

“Does Natalia talk to you in Spanish?” Reva suddenly asked out of the blue. Olivia’s flush 
spoke volumes and Reva laughed. “I bet it’s sexy.”

“You have no idea.” Olivia stood up and smirked. That was all she was willing to say on the 
subject. She took out her Blackberry and checked for the millionth time for a signal. Still 
nothing. She glanced up as Daniel made his way towards them.

“Still no luck?” Daniel’s appreciative gaze tracked down her body and back up again, finally 
meeting her eyes.

Olivia smiled back coldly, not appreciating the unwanted attention. She slowly put her 
hands on her hips, pulling back the tails of the long sleeved shirt she wore over her black 
t-shirt, revealing her loaded gun tucked into her waistband.

“No luck here tonight, Daniel.” Olivia’s eyes were deadly serious. She glanced over to the 
small group of men still finishing their cigarettes by the truck, watching the exchange with 
a little bit of interest. She didn’t know this man, or any of them for that matter, and she was 
not taking any chances.

Daniel nodded and smiled warmly back, clearly getting the message.

“Have a good night then.” He wandered back past the camp fire, talking briefly to Reva 
before making his way to his tent. Reva looked back at her and frowned.

Olivia didn’t trust that man one bit.

*~*~*~*

It had taken Jonathan longer to dig away at the wall than he had expected. He had been 
able to shatter his bowl and use one of the larger shards to loosen the bolts around his 
chain even more. All it needed after that was a good yank and he was free. It had taken a 
bit of effort, but between the two of them they were able to pull Jeffrey’s out as well.

They stood quietly to the side of the door, listening for approaching footsteps. When the 
guard entered with their next meal they would be able to jump him and escape.

Jeffrey signaled that he heard a shuffling sound coming closer, possibly footsteps. And then 
they stopped. He pressed his ear tightly against the door, just able to make out what was 
going on outside. A cell phone chirped and then he heard a man’s voice.



“Yes.” A deep voice spoke quietly, quickly answering the call. “Miguel is bringing them in 
slow and easy.” There was a bit of a pause and then laughter.

“Yes sir. Tell the old man that everything is under control here and I’ll drop Miguel’s 
payment to him in the morning. Mr. Winslow will be very pleased. We should have Reva 
Shane in chains in a few hours.”

Jeffrey closed his eyes. He knew Reva was in danger, now more than ever. He turned his 
head again, listening closely as the man spoke.

“I’ll contact you when we have them.”

Jeffrey heard the cell beep as it was closed and then signaled Jonathan.

“Help me!. He’s going crazy!” Jonathan screamed at the top of his lungs. He sounded like he 
was being murdered. Jeffrey heard the jangling of keys. Jonathan screamed again and 
kicked his cot.

The key turned in the lock and Jeffrey and Jonathan flattened themselves flat against the 
wall. They each clutched a broken shard, ready to use deadly force if necessary.

The door swung open and the large man lumbered in, gun in hand. He never knew what hit 
him.

*~*~*~*

The small group made their way to the wire fence surrounding the Winslow compound. 
Barbed wire wrapped along the top of the twelve foot high fence. A gorgeous mansion 
could be seen a good mile inside the perimeter. Spot lights shone around the house itself. 
It was like a fortress.

“This is as far as I go.” Daniel turned to the small armed group. “I’ll wait for you here. If you 
aren’t out by the appointed time, I’ll call in the reinforcements.” He nodded to Reva and 
Olivia. “Good luck ladies.”

Daniel slid the door open and hopped out of the back of the panel van. He stood, watching 
them take off and head along the fence line to the gate. Pulling out his cell phone, he 
quickly dialed a phone number. On the second ring it was picked up.

“The eagle has landed.”



Lopez killed the phone, smiling as a second jeep appeared. Yanking the door open, he 
climbed inside and grinned. He almost felt sorry for the women.

Almost.

*~*~*~*

The sun was rising higher as the van pulled up to the main gate of the compound. The 
driver paused to speak with the security detail. Reva could just make out every other word 
and it was in Spanish.

“What are they asking him?” She hissed to Olivia, tugging her head scarf a little more over 
her face and rearranging her feather duster.

“Well if my Spanish lessons with Natalia are working, he’s either asking what happened to 
Isabel and Consuela or what the latest World Cup soccer score is.” Olivia leaned forward, 
straining to hear the conversation better.

The guard laughed at the answer and then thumped the side of the van, punching the 
button to open the gate, letting the cleaning service van enter the compound.

They were in.

The driver turned around and smiled a toothless grin at the two women.

“See, no one ever really notices the cleaning and maintenance staff.”

*~*~*~*

Wednesday morning arrived bright and early in Springfield. Natalia kissed her little Sweet 
Pea goodbye in the Beacon lobby, the baby starting to fuss. She had been making strange 
with people lately, not wanting to be very far from either one of her mothers. Leyla had a 
way with her though and soon Francesca was giggling away as they made their way to the 
bank of elevators, headed upstairs to Olivia’s suite of rooms.

“You know what your moms need around here is a daycare.” Leyla smiled, bouncing the 
seven month old in her arms before waving and stepping onto the elevator.

Natalia blinked and then smiled widely. She’d need to research it a little bit, but she was 
sure that they could convert that old storage room in the basement into an adorable space 
for staff and guests alike to use. Maybe she could bring it up at today’s senior management 
meeting.



She glanced at her watch and quickly made her way towards her office. It was never good 
for the boss to be late.

*~*~*~*

Jonathan peeked around the corner and then waved Jeffrey forward. He had the guard’s gun 
drawn and ready to use. Who knew getting out of the basement would be so difficult.

The guard did not have a key fob they could use to swipe and gain access to the locked 
areas of the mansion. Obviously controlled access was necessary for just this scenario, an 
attempted escape from the prison cells.

A security desk sat unattended, the monitors showing several camera angles of the 
building.

“There, it’s the parking garage.” Jeffrey pointed to the monitor showing the feed from 
camera seventeen. “We just have to find a fob that will let us access that area.” He did a 
double take as he watched as a maintenance company van pulled into a parking spot and 
two very familiar women jump out from the side of the vehicle.

“Dear God, it’s Reva and she dragged Olivia here with her, too.” Jeffrey covered his eyes. If 
either of them got hurt because of this he would never be able to live with himself.

“Auntie O is always up for a fight.” Jonathan snorted. They froze as they heard footsteps 
approaching.

“Duck!”

*~*~*~*

Olivia and Reva followed the two men from the garage bay into the staff entrance of the 
mansion. They noticed the long line of limos and sports cars. Gambling, drugs, prostitution, 
all of it ran out of this place. It was like a naughty resort for the Mexican rich and famous, 
discretion guaranteed or a bullet for your troubles.

The small group carried their cleaning supplies with them and started to move deeper into 
the building. One of the men, the big guy Reva lovingly called Stump, lumbered in the 
lead. He had a fob that he easily swiped as they went along. They paused at the landing of 
a set of stairs in the middle of the mansion.

“I have never been downstairs, but that is where they have the highest security.” Stump 
mumbled.



“Give us your fob and wait for us here. We can probably get away with acting lost, since 
we’re the new maids.” Reva whispered. Stump handed her his keychain with the electronic 
tag dangling from it and nodded. Olivia smiled up at him and his toothless friend and 
followed Reva down the staircase, her hand resting on her gun, just in case.

*~*~*~*

Natalia stormed back into her office, slamming the door behind her.

“Whoa, whoa, where’s the fire?” Ava sat up in her chair. Keira had let her in and she had 
been patiently waiting for Natalia to return from the staff meeting to discuss how she 
could help out.

“How your mother keeps from strangling those men, I don’t know.” Natalia growled. She had 
been to enough of them in her day as her assistant, but somehow Olivia always managed 
to control the meeting. She ran a hand through her dark hair, irritated that she handled that 
so badly.

Ava snorted sympathetically.

“I wanted feedback about how to solve our chef issue and then wanted to talk about 
starting a day care facility in the basement and you would think I had suggested killing 
someone.” Natalia sank down onto the chair and took a moment to try to calm down. 
Pulling out her Blackberry she sighed.

“Still no word?” Ava asked, concerned.

“No. Nothing.” Natalia was annoyed. She didn’t want Olivia to go in the first place and now 
she was missing too. Her stomach churned with worry. She quickly typed out a text 
message and sent it, hoping that maybe this one would get a response. Leaning back she 
ran a hand through her hair and waited.

“Damn it, where are you?” Natalia growled at her handset.

“Hey, at least you know why Mom left you…” Ava said it without really thinking.

Natalia’s eyes widened.

And there it was, coming out at last. Natalia looked up and locked eyes with the younger 
woman, a little hurt. She might deserve that crack, but not from Ava. 

*~*~*~*



A walkie-talkie crackled, one of the men grabbing it from their belt.

“Targets are in the building and moving. They were last seen headed to the lower level.”

“Copy that. We’ll be ready.” The guard nodded to the others. Several of them started 
checking their weapons, to make sure they were ready to go at a moment’s notice.

Jonathan and Jeffrey stared at each other as they hid under the security desk, waiting for 
the security detail to move on. They needed to try to take down these men before Reva and 
Olivia were taken.

Everyone froze as a cell phone ring tone sounded out.

“Is that Madonna’s ‘Like a Virgin’?” Jonathan asked.

*~*~*~*
“Is that Madonna’s ‘Like a Virgin’?” Reva asked. Olivia sighed and tried to muffle the ring 
tone.

“Great, now we have signal.” Olivia muttered. Still she was secretly thrilled that she’d 
received some sort of communication from Natalia. She grinned as she read the text 
quickly, and responded immediately, her thumbs flying. 

Reva rolled her eyes and swiped the small grey fob across the reader.

“I think we’ve found the right place.” Reva murmured as the door clicked and swung open, 
revealing a security detail standing in front of her. They all drew their weapons at once.

“Oh, this is not good…” Olivia groaned.

*~*~*~*

“Ava,” Natalia sighed running a hand through her hair in frustration.

“I’m sorry.” Ava sank down into the nearest chair. “I’ didn’t mean…”

“Ava. We never did discuss my leaving your mom last summer.” Natalia picked at a folder 
sitting on her desk, not really looking forward to the conversation they were about to 
have, guilt washing over her in a wave.

“She was devastated, Natalia.” Ava’s eyes sparkled with old anger on her mother’s behalf. 
“Devastated.”



Natalia’s eyes snapped up. She knew she had hurt Olivia, badly. Olivia had talked to her 
about it, in fits and starts, and she realized she had probably glossed over a lot of it. Blake 
had filled her in a little about the barbecue fiasco, and Doris had outright threatened her 
while dropping hints of a road trip to some retreats. They had both been hurt by her 
disappearance, and maybe that’s what Ava needed to hear about.

“So was I, more than you can even imagine.” Natalia glanced down, swallowing hard. “And if 
I could do things over again…” she looked back up, locking her eyes with the younger 
woman. “Well, I would have done so many of them differently. But I can’t change the past.”

“I’m just worried that at the first sign of real trouble, or when things turn really dark and 
hard, because you know what Olivia’s like, you’re going to run out on her.” Ava finally 
opened up, needing to get this off her chest. “And I don’t think Mom can survive that again.”

“I know.” Natalia looked down at the ring on her finger, twisting it with her other hand, 
contemplating the commitment it represented. She may not have officially said the vows 
yet, but in her heart and mind, in her very soul, they were already married. “And it’s 
something that both your mom and I have discussed. And all I can say is that we are very 
aware of our past mistakes and are working hard not to repeat them.”

“Then why are you so pissed off with her? She loves you, not my Dad.” Ava shook her head 
not getting it.

“I-I’m not. I guess I’m worried that she’s going to get hurt.” Natalia’s eyes started to water. “I 
don’t want to lose her now that I’ve just found her and our lives are finally getting started 
in the right direction.”

Suddenly Natalia’s Blackberry vibrated. She grabbed the phone and smiled, tears starting to 
form.

OSpencer 11:43 am
I love you and have faith in you. And don’t forget to use the whip. xoxo Olivia

Leyla pushed open the office door with Francesca’s stroller, the baby giggling happily away 
and wheeled it into Olivia’s office.

“Hey sis, you’re supposed to meet the Bean at school…” Leyla took in the emotionally 
charged scene unfolding before her. She could tell something was wrong by the angry set 
to Ava’s shoulders and the tears falling from Natalia’s eyes. “Natalia? What’s going on 
here?”



“Oh, I forgot. I told Emma we’d have a special picnic today.” Natalia stood, wiping her tears 
away with the heel of her hands. She grabbed her bag and put her hand on Ava’s shoulder 
as she passed. “We’ll talk more about this later, okay?”

Ava nodded and Natalia smiled sadly.

“It’s fine, Leyla. Thanks for popping down and reminding me.” Taking the handles of the 
stroller from her younger sister, she made her way through the outer office, nodding to the 
busily working woman sitting there. “I’ll be back at one, Keira.”

Leyla watched her go, not believing a word of it. She glared at the taller woman standing 
beside her. She’d had about enough of this moody creature.

“What did you say to make Natalia cry?” Leyla stepped closer. She might be small but she 
could hold her own. She had taken care of herself just fine on the mean streets of Chicago 
when necessary.

“It’s none of your business.” Ava sighed, trying to ignore the girl. This was something she 
needed to work out with Natalia.

“Natalia is my family, so that makes it my business.” Leyla took another step closer, this time 
moving directly into Ava’s personal space. “I’m watching you, Ava. You might have everyone 
else fooled with your sweet daughter act, but I’m not buying it.”

Ava just rolled her eyes.

Leyla stepped back and shook her head, raking her eyes disdainfully down the long lanky 
body before her.

“Not for one minute.” Leyla turned and left, knowing that somehow she needed to find out 
more about Ava Peralta.

Ava sighed as the door quietly shut behind the petite Latina. So much for being friends…

*~*~*~*

“Don’t move or I’ll shoot.” Jeffrey leapt out from behind the security desk, his gun raised. 
Jonathan made his way out a little slower, watching as each guard slowly dropped their 
weapons and lifted their hands up. He started to collect their guns as the two women 
stared at Jeffrey.



Reva and Olivia smiled from the far side of the room. It was so good to see the man alive 
and well, it was almost too good to be true. Reva ran past the guards, Olivia following a 
little behind her.

Reva stopped in front of her husband, the tears blurring her eyes.

“Is it really you?” Her lip trembled, as she struggled to catch her breath.

Jeffrey nodded, he couldn’t speak past the lump in his throat, the tears welling in his own 
eyes. Reva launched herself into his arms, pulling his head down for a searing kiss. They 
pulled apart and just stared at each other a moment longer.

Reva shook her head and then slapped Jeffrey, hard across the face.

“Don’t you ever do something like that again, y’hear?”

“I promise.” Jeffrey rubbed his jaw, and nodded, pulling his wife back into his warm 
embrace. He glanced up and met Olivia’s eyes, grateful. She nodded and smiled back, happy 
for him. She was happy for Ava, too, and was looking forward to telling her that her father 
alive and well.

“Now, let’s lock these idiots up and get the hell out of here.” Jonathan smirked, cocking his 
new semi-automatic toy. “It’s a long drive back into town.”

*~*~*~*

A warm breeze blew across through the park, gently cooling the few people wandering the 
pathways at lunchtime. A young couple sat by the slowly moving creek, having a romantic 
picnic in the sunshine. A jogger ran past them, making her way along and passing the small 
gazebo, smiling at the girl standing there who waved at her as she passed.

Emma glanced back at her other mother and frowned. Something was not right and she 
would get to the bottom of it. Walking back to the bench, she sat down and watched her 
wipe Francesca’s chin with a damp cloth.

“Why are you so sad, Ma? Emma bit down on her peanut butter and banana sandwich as 
Natalia slowly fed the baby.

“I miss your mom.” Natalia sighed, smiling at the perceptive girl. “And it’s busy at work. I’m 
not used to that anymore.”

“Would a hug help?” Emma asked, not knowing what else to do.



“Yes, baby. A hug would definitely help.” Natalia’s eyes welled with tears as Emma wrapped 
her arms around her neck and just held her for awhile. It reminded her of when she was 
small and she would hug her mother when she looked sad. She sighed and squeezed 
Emma a little tighter.

“When I was little and my mother was sad,” Natalia leaned back and ran her fingers through 
Emma’s messy hair, smiling as it came back to her now. “My Abuela used to say to her, it’s 
not the size of the dog in the fight, it’s the size of the fight in the dog. And I think I forgot 
that for a little while today.”

Emma pulled back, confused.

“You want Shadow to fight? I though you and mommy said that fighting was bad and…”

“And it is, honey. That was just a saying.” Natalia’s lips quirked up.

“Oh.” Emma grinned as she remembered something. “Mommy used to say when I was 
having a bad day with other kids bugging me to never let them see they’ve got you down. 
Is it something like that?”

Natalia blinked. Out of the mouths of babes…

“Yes, it’s exactly like that.” Natalia hugged the bright girl. “You know, some day you’ll make a 
great business mongrel, just like your mom.”

“But I wanna be a marine biologist and swim with the dolphins…” Emma’s eyes bugged out 
and she looked worried. Why was everyone always trying to get her to run the world?

“Of course you do, sweetheart.” Natalia laughed and pulled the girl closer, dropping a quick 
kiss to her cheek. “You’ll be great at whatever you put your heart and soul into. Just like 
your Mom.

“Just like you too, Ma.” Emma stared up at her other mother, glad that she looked happier 
now.

 “When did you get so smart?” Natalia stared at the girl’s earnest face and smiled, tears 
starting to well.

Emma just grinned and shrugged, before offering Natalia a bite of her sandwich.

*~*~*~*



The Devil’s Heart was quiet in the afternoons, after the lunch crowd had dispersed. The 
bartender looked up from wiping the bar as a group of rag tag people entered the cantina.

“Whiskey. Neat.” Olivia ordered immediately, sliding onto a bar stool. She watched as Jeffrey 
and Jonathan wearily sank down onto their barstools, Reva fussing over her injured son. 
“Better make that four, Jose.”

The bartender nodded and glanced over her shoulder.

“I think this just might be my lucky day.” Daniel Lopez leveled his gun at Olivia’s head and 
smiled, his sour breath making her stomach churn as he pulled her closer. His arm 
stretched across her chest, holding her tight as he nuzzled along her ear.

“Lopez?” Jonathan and Reva froze, not understanding what was going on. 

“You’re not Daniel Lopez.” Jeffrey stared hard at the man holding his ex-wife hostage. The 
man laughed and tightened his grip on Olivia.

“Miguel Carrera, at your service. I’m afraid Agent Lopez met with an…unfortunate accident.” 
Carrera smirked. “Now I’m afraid I must return you to Winslow’s men. They should be 
arriving momentarily. You are all much more adept than I gave you credit for. Winslow and 
that crazy old man he has running things are currently not going to be very pleased with 
me. So I’m just going to hand you over, keep my little insurance policy here and take off.”

Olivia hissed as he squeezed her tighter, trying hard not to freak out. This forced 
confinement, trapped in this man’s arms, the smell of sweat and alcohol on his breath, it 
was all pushing a lot of old triggers. She bit down on a wave of nausea and tried to think, 
turning away disgusted as Carrera nuzzled into her hair.

“Did you really think you could escape me?” he whispered hotly into her ear, his arm 
pressing into her breasts as he pressed himself against her backside. “You’re mine now, 
bitch.”

Olivia felt the warm steel of her own hidden gun dig into her stomach, and she smiled.

She was no one’s bitch.

*~*~*~*
 

Act 4

No one moved in the small cantina.



Carrera shifted, his back to the bar, watching the doors and making sure that he could see 
everyone. Once Winslow’s thugs arrived, he could hand over the O’Neill’s, collect his money 
and then escape to his jeep out back. His cousin Jose would steer the authorities in the 
wrong direction and he would take his pretty bonus prize to their hideout in the 
mountains.

“Are you sure you don’t want Reva? You may not have noticed, I’m a little fucked up.” Olivia 
hissed at the man, grinding back into his groin with her body. “But, maybe you like that.”

Taking advantage of his momentary distraction, Olivia grinned and stomped down on his 
foot, hard. Spinning as he cried out, she drew her gun from her waistband, cocking it and 
putting it to Carrera’s head.

Ice cold fear washed over her, making Olivia’s heart beat practically out of her chest as they 
stared each other down. It was so much easier being ballsy and stupid when you didn’t 
have a family waiting for you at home.

“Besides,” Olivia pressed the gun against Miguel’s head, leaning a little harder into the one 
against her own temple and smiled wildly. “Don’t you know that being bitchy and unstable 
is all a part of my mystique?”

Miguel smiled. He was going to enjoy toying with this one; he loved it when they fought 
back. First though, he needed to take care of business. “I only need to hand over Reva and 
Jeffrey. You are just going to be very tasty icing on the cake, querida.”

“Don’t fucking call me that.” Olivia growled. No one called her that but Natalia.

“I’ll call you what I want to, puta.” He snarled back.

Suddenly the place exploded in chaos around them, as several Mexican police officers 
crashed into the cantina through the plate glass windows and from the back storage room. 
Remy and Cyrus came rushing in through the swinging doors like a modern day version of 
Butch and Sundance, waiting to mow down at any second. Reva, Jeffrey and Jonathan 
scrambled for cover, pulling a table over and hiding behind it for safety. Anna just calmly 
followed her boys in and stood her ground. This was not going to end badly on her watch.

“Freeze!” Anna lifted her revolver, more than ready to use it.

“I win.” Olivia smirked at the very outnumbered Carrera, before moving suddenly and cold 
cocking him with her gun. Stunned, and in pain, he clutched his head, slumping against the 
bar as Olivia dove for cover. Carrera recovered slightly and lurched towards her, his gun 
dangling loosely in his fingers.



“Don’t even think about it, asshole.” Anna warned as the room collectively seemed to hold 
their breaths. The man stumbled forward and Anna shot him in the knee, dropping him 
instantly to the floor. Olivia kicked the gun away from his hands as the petite woman came 
to stand before the whimpering man.

“My leg!” Miguel moaned rolling slightly, gripping at the bloody wound.

“Life’s a bitch, Carrera,” Anna growled, pulling out her handcuffs. “And so am I.”

Olivia and Reva snorted. Anna Li was definitely growing on them.

*~*~*~*

It was finally quiet. Natalia had been on the phone all morning rearranging schedules, and 
meetings, as well as talking to Keira’s friend, trying to cajole the very talented chef from 
the Rivoli to come in for a discussion on what opportunities she might find at the Beacon. 
Natalia was confident from that phone conversation that the restaurant’s dynamic female 
chef could be wooed to join their staff, given the right salary package and the title of 
executive chef. Keira was all excited about it, too.

Natalia smiled, Friday was still a long way off and she had just stroked off all of the urgent 
items from her to-do list. Best of all she had finally spoken to Olivia a few hours ago, from 
the Spaulding jet winging its way back to Springfield. Natalia could easily tell she was 
exhausted. If she had her way, Olivia wouldn’t be leaving their bed for several days. She 
had been so scared something bad had happened, when she hadn’t heard anything from 
her partner for so long.

Natalia sat back in the chair, her hands behind her head. It had been a good day. She sighed 
happily and closed her eyes for a moment. Only one more thing would make it perfect…

“I can't leave you alone for a moment, Rivera, without you trying to take over the world. 
Have you been taking lessons from Jellybean behind my back?”  Olivia leaned nonchalantly 
against the door frame to her office, anxiously waiting to see the dark eyes of her lover.

“Olivia!” Natalia gasped, looking up, their eyes meeting and locking. Two souls silently 
communicating, needing each other, loving each other, come what may. She smiled, fighting 
back tears, flashing her dimples. She launched herself out from behind the desk and met 
her lover halfway, their lips hungrily finding each other. Breaking apart, Natalia snuggled 
close, breathing in the scent of her partner, holding her close and never wanting to let her 
go again.

“I’m so glad you’re home.” Natalia reached up and cupped Olivia’s flushed cheek, guiding 
her back down for a tender kiss.



“I’m so glad I’m home.” Olivia pressed her forehead against her lover’s, needing the 
closeness and familiar affection.

“Sit down, you look tired. I’ll order some coffee.” Natalia ran the pad of her thumb across 
Olivia’s bottom lip, smiling as she kissed it gently. She turned and went to the office door to 
find Keira already walking in with two steaming mugs from the staff kitchen. Smiling her 
thanks, Natalia took the mugs, elbowed the office door shut and turned back, stopping in 
her tracks.

Olivia sat behind her desk, already scrolling through her email, looking every inch back in 
command. Like she had never left. She glanced up as Natalia made her way around the 
desk, placing their mugs onto the desktop. She felt her chair spin and then grinned as 
Natalia sank down onto her lap. She wrapped her arms around the petite brunette, nuzzling 
along her warm neck as she spun them back towards the desk.

“I could get used to this.” Olivia murmured, dropping her chin to Natalia’s shoulder, and 
cuddling her close. She slowly dragged her fingers through long dark hair, enjoying the feel 
of the soft strands falling against her skin.

“Mmm.” Natalia closed her eyes and hummed with pleasure, bringing her hand up to hold 
her lover’s hand tighter, enjoying the warmth of being held. This was such a great way to 
spend a coffee break. 

“Say, this desk looks awfully sturdy…” Olivia murmured from behind Natalia, smirking into 
the suddenly scandalized brunette’s neck. “And you know, good girls are just bad girls that 
never got caught.”

“Olivia…” Natalia giggled, still a little shocked, but her mind starting to imagine the 
possibilities.

“I’m just sayin’…” Olivia nipped a tender earlobe, grinning.

Natalia gasped and flushed shyly at the thought of being face down on the wide desk top, 
Olivia pressed against her, taking her, hard and fast… It was sending a hot flash straight 
through her whole body, settling deep in the pit of her stomach, pooling lower still. Natalia 
couldn’t seem to stop the next fantasy of pressing Olivia down on the desktop herself, 
spreading her legs and having her way with her.

Natalia gasped as Olivia’s hands slid down to cup her breasts, slowly starting to massage 
and roll.



“Whew, is it hot in here?” Olivia husked softly near her ear, her own thoughts not exactly 
pure as she squeezed them even more intimately. “Or is it just you?”

Natalia turned, shaking her head slightly at the corny line. God, she’d missed her. She 
claimed the teasing lips in a searing kiss. Finally pulling back for much needed air, Natalia 
made her last executive decision for the day.

“Home. Bed. Now.”

*~*~*~*

Bright afternoon sunlight stretched across the floor of the master bedroom of the 
farmhouse, falling over the trail of discarded clothes led directly to the large bed 
dominating the room. Natalia nuzzled along a delicate shoulder blade, dropping lazy kisses 
across the soft skin. Olivia sighed and rolled over, coming face to face with her lover.

“I think someone missed me.” Olivia murmured sleepily.

“Maybe.” Natalia grinned before claiming the full lips before her again. She froze when she 
heard tiny paws tippy tapping across the wide plank floor, stopping right beside the bed. “I 
think someone else missed you, too…”

They rolled slightly peering over the edge of the bed at the small white ball of fluff 
playfully looking back up at them.



“Ok, new house rule. Shadow can not stay in our room when we’re making love. It’s just 
too…” Natalia struggled for the right words. Olivia looked at her lover and raised an 
eyebrow, trying hard not to smirk, but failing miserably.

“Performance anxiety, sweetie?” Olivia teased and waited for the swat to her shoulder. She 
wasn’t disappointed.

“NO! Yes…I mean…” Natalia blushed, making Olivia laugh a little harder as she rolled over 
and stretched out across her smaller body. “It’s just a little creepy, don’t you think?”

“Okay. Sorry, baby.” Olivia nuzzled along the strong jaw line. “New house rule, got it.” Natalia 
settled against her and sighed happily. They laid in each others arms for a while, soaking 
up the other’s presence, dozing a little until they would have to get up.

Olivia sighed, content. Sunshine streaming in, birds chirping outside, Natalia naked and in 
her arms. Buzz burgers on the way, once Leyla and the kids were home after school. Yes, it 
was so good to be home. Her mind drifted as she thought about how lucky she was.

She sighed thinking about Anna on the plane back to Springfield. The woman was so 
driven, so angry and yet honorable and strong. She had misjudged her and Olivia hated 
when she did that. She had been good for Doris, and the Mayor had been good for her. A 
part of Olivia felt bad that they couldn’t make their romance work.

“Do you think I should talk to Doris about Anna?” Olivia murmured into dark hair, as she 
snuggled closer. “Anna doesn’t want me to, I asked her about it on the flight. She thinks it’s 
for the best, but I don’t know. Doris deserves happiness, too.”

“I don’t think Doris will ever be able to truly trust her. And if you don’t have trust, then 
you’ve built your home on a foundation of sand.” Natalia swallowed hard, remembering her 
own mistakes, painfully aware of how hard she worked to rebuild Olivia’s trust. How they 
still were suffering the repercussions of her leaving. She wished she could go back in time 
and walk hand-in-hand with this amazing woman at her side, into the Bauer’s Fourth of 
July barbeque.

Natalia never wanted to hurt her lover like that again. Hopefully she’d get the chance to 
make it up to her somehow this year.

“Doris needs someone she can be honest and open with, who has her back and who she 
can depend on. And I don’t know that Anna can be that person.” Natalia sighed into Olivia’s 
chest. “I mean, look at Reva and Jeffrey. Poor Reva probably doesn’t know what to think.”



A wave of anger washed over Natalia and she shifted away from her partner slightly. Olivia 
may have made her peace with Jeffrey, worked through their rocky past but she personally 
would never be able to forgive him for raping her, damaging that fragile insecure girl still 
hidden deep inside her lover.

“And I don’t trust Jeffrey as far as I can throw him.” Natalia all but growled, turning slightly 
to look into Olivia’s surprised eyes. “I’m sorry, but I don’t. He hurt you, deeply, and now he’s 
messing with his family’s happiness. What else is he capable of?”

Olivia pulled her closer, trying to soothe her upset lover. She rolled slightly on top, looking 
down into the dark, glittering eyes. She was so outraged on her behalf, such a passionate 
woman, in all aspects of her life. It touched her so profoundly, to be loved so completely. 
How did she get so lucky to have this woman in her life?

“I love it when you get all protective.” Olivia dipped her head and gently claimed the full 
lips beneath her, soft tender kisses, loving and sweet. She moved to kiss a dimple, and then 
more butterfly kisses tracing along a dark eyebrow. “I’m sorry I worried you by going on this 
road trip with Reva.” 

“I guess you’ll just have to keep trying to make it up to me then…” Natalia waggled her 
eyebrows suggestively, her anger drained from her by Olivia’s touch. She snaked her arms 
up and around her lover’s neck, pulling her down for a searing kiss, tongues tangling and 
dancing together, fueling an urgency and igniting a need once more. Shifting slightly, she 
nibbled Olivia’s tender earlobe, sucking the sensitive skin before whispering softly. “Aren’t 
you forgetting something?”

Shadow suddenly felt herself lifted up from the floor, and unceremoniously dumped into 
the hallway, the bedroom door closed tight behind her. She sneezed once and stared 
longingly back at the closed door for a moment, before flopping down onto the floor, 
blinking sleepily. After all they’d have to come out of there eventually…

*~*~*~*

Reva stood in the kitchen at Cross Creek that night and smiled, watching Jeffrey sitting 
with his son, playing and tickling the boy’s tummy. It was something she thought she’d 
never see again. Colin looked up at his dad, his little face smiling, but a part of her 
wondered if he even remembered the man. She sighed and folded her tea towel, draping it 
over the edge of the sink to air dry.

Flicking the light off in the kitchen, she made her way over to the huge stone fireplace. She 
ran her fingers across the headstock and frets of Jeffrey’s guitar as it stood leaning against 
the stones. It had been something Reva just couldn’t bring herself to part with when she 



had started donating Jeffrey’s belongings to charity in the fall. She sighed, remembering 
how hard it had all been.

She leaned against the mantle, noticing the carved initials of her and Josh. Reaching out 
she traced them with her thumb. Reva smiled remembering all the good times, and all the 
bad times they had shared here as well. Josh had always been there for her, whether she 
wanted him to be or not. Even his leaving to give her a year to get her head together had 
been the right thing to do. Colin’s giggles pulled her from her thoughts 

Reva glanced over to the couch, watching father and son rough house a little. Jeffrey 
looked up at her, happy and content. She had married him, and loved him still, but she 
really had no clue who he even was. What kind of man could do that to his loved ones, to 
his wife, even to protect them?

Jeffrey’s eyes dimmed, as if sensing her thoughts. Colin crawled into his lap, wanting to 
snuggle a little more but his little eyes were getting sleepy. Reva nodded. She could relate, 
she just wanted to slip under the covers and sleep for a month. Sighing, she moved past 
the couch heading for the bedroom.

“I know this will take time to fix, Reva.” Jeffrey said softly, reaching for her hand as she 
passed.

“I don’t know that I can get past this,” Reva whispered back, her eyes welling with tears. “I 
need to be able to trust the man I’m with, to depend on him to be there for me, and my 
family. Not traipsing around the world risking his life.”

Reva pulled her hand from his larger one, their eyes meeting and locking.

“I need a husband, Jeffrey. Not a superhero.”

Jeffery knew she was right. He swallowed hard, knowing he had screwed everything up, 
despite his best intentions.

“I understand.” Jeffrey looked away as Colin squiggled around on the couch. “My bags are 
already in the spare room, I’ll stay there until we figure things out. You should go to sleep, 
I’ll put Colin down, I’m sure you’re exhausted.”

Reva smiled and turned to leave. There were no easy answers for this problem, only time 
would tell how it all turned out.

“I love you, Reva.” Jeffrey’s words made the tired woman freeze in her tracks.



“I know you do.” Reva nodded sadly, and headed to her bedroom. She might be going to 
bed, but she doubted very much that she’d be able to sleep.

She still had a lot to think about.

Jeffrey hugged his small son close, breathing in the clean, sweet scent of home, and cried.

*~*~*~*

A gentle summer breeze blew across Springfield cemetery, cooling the small group 
gathered in the summer sunshine. Puffy white clouds scudded across the brilliant blue sky, 
as the lush trees swayed in the wind, birds singing in their branches and bouncing along 
on the neatly trimmed cemetery lawns. Tombstones and monuments stood guard along the 
hillside, silent testament to the unending rituals of life and death unfolding before them.

Olivia, Natalia and Emma stood to the side as Jane’s family gathered to say goodbye one 
final time. Jane’s mother huddled with her children and other family members, all of them 
dabbing at their eyes. Jane’s boyfriend was a mess, his eyes hollow and dim as tears 
trickled down his cheeks. It seemed like half of Springfield had turned up to say good-bye 
to the young woman who had left this earth too soon. The minister finished his the 
graveside blessing and the mourners began to disperse, most heading back to the Beacon 
for a small celebration of life.

Emma gripped Olivia’s hand and looked up at her mother, who smiled and nodded. They 
both made their way to the graveside, pausing a moment before they each tossed a single 
red rose onto the casket. Stepping back, Emma waved goodbye to her friend, tears starting 
to well again.

Natalia dabbed at her own eyes and waited for her girls to move back towards her. She 
watched as Olivia kneeled and hugged Emma tight, wiping her tears away. Standing again, 
she took Emma’s hand and turned around, looking for her in the milling group of people, 
their gaze locking.

Natalia moved forward, meeting them, gently running her hand across Emma’s tousled hair, 
before dropping a soft kiss to the top of her head. Emma smiled and took her hand and 
together they headed towards the parking lot.

Olivia paused a moment as they neared Gus’ monument, slowly meeting Natalia’s eyes, 
remembering a different day they had spent together here. It had been a day of truths and 
being brave. The first steps on a road less traveled, a journey of a lifetime together, that 
neither woman would ever want to miss. It was the day that changed their lives, forever.



“I love you.” Olivia whispered, eyes glittering with the hint of unshed tears, echoes of the 
past ringing in her ears.

“Don’t you know?” Natalia cupped her flushed cheek, so pleased that more than a year later 
she could stand here and finally, proudly, speak the words that she should have said in that 
precious moment. “I love you, too.”

They smiled a moment at each other, their hands tangling together, fingers entwined and 
followed their daughter out of the cemetery and back to their lives again.

On the far side of the cemetery a solitary figure stood staring down at a small memorial 
monument sunk almost level with the cold earth, blood red roses laid across the name Lara 
Pizano etched into the polished black stone.

Edmund wiped away a falling tear, ignoring the never ending throb of pain behind his 
eyes. He looked up watching the mourners in the distance scatter, making their way to 
various vehicles, moving on with their small, insignificant lives. He was just another parent 
without a daughter, his child taken before she had even begun to really live.

Soon they would all understand his pain. Not just Shayne for killing Lara, or Reva and 
Jeffrey for all the suffering they had caused. No, this was bigger than them now. It was 
going to be gloriously epic.

“You will pay.” Edmund smiled grimly, knowing the time would soon be at hand. “You are all 
going to pay…”

The End

*~*~*~*

 
 

 


