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ACT 1

The late afternoon sun was turning the horizon orange and gold as Josh took the I-70 
split into St. Louis. Seeing the arch loom high on the city skyline, Josh had a 
spontaneous thought. Sure, they could keep going and get to Oklahoma in the wee 
hours of the morning, but this would be something they may not get a chance to do 
again.

He glanced over to Reva, who was amused by Colin’s “ohhing” and “ahhing” at the big 
city in front of them. She glanced up and smiled warmly as she ran a hand through her 
son’s golden hair.

“I have an idea.” He paused for a moment as he changed lanes to take the exit into 
downtown. He saw the look of surprise when he quickly stole another glance Reva’s 
way. “A mini-family vacation. A couple of days here in St. Louis. We’ll take Colin to the 
top of the arch, wander through downtown, and eat some great food. What do you say?”

The thought of some quality time with two of her favorite men warmed Reva and her 
smile showed it. “I guess there’s no reason to rush to Oklahoma. This is our new 
adventure, right? Let’s do it, Bud.”

Taking an exit off of Memorial Drive, Josh pulled into the valet parking area for the 
Adam’s Mark Hotel.

Reva was stunned. She expected something far less extravagant. “Um, Josh?”

He shook his head. “No, if we’re going to do this, let’s do it right. We deserve this. It’s 
been a long time coming.”

She smiled at him. “Okay.”

Once they had settled into their suite, Reva got Colin fed and bathed. They all sat on 
the huge king sized bed and watched a movie until Colin fell asleep against Josh’s 
shoulder. Reva got the rollaway cot set up and Josh carried the little boy over to settle 
him down into it.

Quietly, they exited the bedroom area and went to sit and talk in the adjoining suite.



Reva sat next to Josh. He automatically put his arm around her shoulders and pulled 
her close. It was as if they had never been apart; the comfort of their history making old 
habits easy to fall into again.

He closed his eyes and kissed the top of her head, enjoying the feel of her in his arms. 
It was what he had been missing and what he had needed for so long. Their lives were 
finally coming full circle.

She sighed and closed her eyes, letting a hand settle on his smooth stomach; a ball of 
desire was already building in her at the simply touch. She had forgotten how much she 
loved this with Josh; how he brought it out in her. There was something truly special 
about him; about them.

The ringing of her phone interrupted her wandering thoughts. She sat up and picked it 
up off the coffee table in front of them then settled back down against Josh 

“It’s Shayne.” She flipped the phone open and raised it to her ear. “Hey, sweetie, how 
did the game go?” The noise in the background made it hard to hear him so she 
pressed a finger to her other ear. “Where in the world are you?”

“We’re at Company. Buzz opened up for a private celebration.” He nearly yelled over the 
cacophony.

She smiled at the happiness in his voice. “I take it that means you won.”

“Yep, we’re heading to the championships!”

She could hear Henry in the background asking to be picked up and it made her smile. 
She already missed the rest of her family, but she needed this time, too. It was time to 
move on and make some new memories and a new life. She talked to Shayne a few 
minutes longer and gave Henry some phone kisses goodnight before hanging up.

She looked up at Josh who was smiling sweetly at her. A long moment passed between 
them with no words said. Slowly, he leaned down to kiss her, and she felt the familiar 
warmth that loving Josh had always brought her radiate through every inch of her body 
and soul.

She leaned back and saw the look of desire on his face. She stood and reached her 
hand down. “Come on, let’s go to bed.”

*~*~*~*
 
The noise in Company was deafening even though the crowd from the ballpark had 
come in over an hour ago. Olivia came in and spied Natalia in a booth near the back. 
Emma and Rafe were playing darts and generally goofing around. She snuck by before 



the kids could see her, and as she got closer to Natalia, she could tell her girlfriend was 
feeding Francesca French fries.

“French fries? Bad eating habits are my job. I’m the good momma.” Olivia loved the look 
of surprise on Natalia’s face as she snuck up on her.

“Hi! This is all your fault, you know. I think she can sniff them out now. She wouldn’t eat 
any of the mashed up veggies I had for her. She only wanted mashed up fries with 
ketchup.” Natalia directed a mock glare at her.

“Oh, you love my bad influence.” Olivia leaned over and gave Natalia a soft kiss.
Natalia smiled as they broke their kiss. “Mmmmm, I sure do,” she said huskily as she 
quirked an eyebrow at Olivia. “And maybe later you can show me what a bad influence 
you are?”

Olivia let out a little groan and kissed her again, a little slower. “Anything for my girl.”
Natalia had to look away from the hungry look in her partner’s green eyes. The woman 
could undo her so easily and for a moment she even entertained the idea of putting their 
quiet corner booth to good use.

She cleared her throat, an action that brought an amused smile to Olivia’s face, and 
changed the subject. “Is the farmhouse still standing?”

Olivia had almost forgotten to tell her. “Oh, yeah. Actually, Leyla was there. She had just 
gotten in. She would have come out but I think her trip home to see your folks and her 
friend Marco wore her out. She was crashed on the couch with popcorn and chocolate, 
watching a movie.”

Natalia snickered. “That girl’s too young to be acting so old! Did you hear from Ava yet?”

Olivia slid into the booth next to her. “Yep. Her flight should be in any minute now.”

“Do you need to go get her?”

Olivia shook her head and snagged a fry. Natalia popped her hand, drawing a giggle 
from Olivia as the food disappeared in her mouth. “Nope, she insisted I stay here and 
have fun with you all, so I sent a Beacon car to get her. She got everything packed up 
and the moving van should be here in a couple of days.”

The younger woman leaned against her partner, smiling happily. “It’s hard to believe 
we’ll have all of our family here at one time.”

“It is a feat of epic proportions, yes.” Olivia laughed.

On the other side of Company, Olivia saw Frank helping Marina behind the bar. She 
glanced at Natalia. “I’m going to get a bite to eat. Do you want anything?”



“Salad.”

Olivia looked at her surprised since she’d hardly eaten anything during the day. “For 
you?”

“No, missy. You.” Natalia smiled sweetly.

Olivia groaned and grumbled, “You know I can’t resist those dimples!”

“I know.”

Olivia made her way to the bar; glancing to the game area to make sure that Emma was 
nowhere within ear shot. She edged her way up and settled in front of where Frank 
stood as he pulled the lever for the tap. Marina, who was standing nearby, took the 
glass and handed it to a guy down at the end of the bar before coming back to stand by 
her father.

“Hey Frankie!” She acknowledged the redhead glaring at her. “Marina.”

He glanced up. “Oh, hey, Olivia. Is Francesca insisting on more fries?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, actually I needed something.”

He wiped his hands on the bar rag. “Great. What can I get you?”

Olivia leaned a little closer, her voice dropping. “The rundown on what happened to that 
chase in the woods at Phillip’s. Was it Edmund?”

Frank sighed and dropped his head. He rubbed at the tense knot in the back of his neck 
then looked back up. “Of course it wasn’t Edmund. It was just some homeless guy.”

She didn’t buy it. “A homeless guy that took off like a bat out of hell when you got close? 
Really, Frank? You buy that!”

“How did you know that anyway?” He glared.

She narrowed her eyes at him. There was no way she was telling him that she saw 
Anna earlier. “I have my sources.”

He huffed and tossed down the rag in his hand. “This is none of your concern, Olivia. 
The police are taking care of it.”

“None of my concern?” She growled. “My daughter was nearly kidnapped and could 
have been killed. That damn well makes it my concern. And don’t give me the company 
line about the police taking care of this. You don’t even believe it IS Edmund. At least 



Anna, Jeffrey, and Jonathan have been doing something about it, which is more than I 
can say for the PD.”

He shook his head at her. “I can’t believe you’d even defend Jeffrey after…”

She threw up her hand. “Don’t!” She didn’t want to discuss that with him and certainly 
not with Marina hovering around.

“Olivia…” Frank started to apologize but she interrupted again.

“Frank…” her voice was a low warning.

He held up his hands. “I’ll talk to Eleni. She’s been digging up some stuff.”

“Just…” Olivia tried not to make her voice sound pleading. She heard Emma’s laughter 
rise over the crowd and she felt more determined than ever to protect her family. “Just 
keep an open mind, okay?”

He nodded and let the earlier tension go. “So…a Buzz burger?”

She smiled. “With extra onions. And a salad.”

He laughed. “Gee, let me guess who gets the salad.”

“Don’t remind me,” she grumbled.

*~*~*~*
 
The good thing about being an early riser was moments like this; Natalia loved lying 
here in bed, propped up her elbow, watching Olivia sleep. Last night, Olivia had 
certainly been a bad influence, just like Natalia had teased her about. She came back 
from the bar with their food, acting feisty and affectionate. She didn’t know what had 
gotten Olivia so fired up. It certainly wasn’t the salad she picked at. Whatever it was 
though, Natalia wasn’t complaining as she stretched and felt the soreness in her 
muscles.



The memories of last night came back to her and she traced her hand over Olivia’s 
back, smiling as the goose bumps rose on the creamy skin beneath her fingers. She slid 
the sheet down Olivia’s back and sighed. It still surprised her a little at how easy this 
part of their relationship had come to her. For someone who had fought her desire and 
panicked, she never imagined she’d so easily yearn and ache for Olivia.

Natalia’s light and teasing touch caused Olivia to stir. She stretched her arms out above 
her head and looked over at Natalia. “Mornin’, beautiful.”

Olivia loved the sexy dimples that took over Natalia’s face at the compliment. The hand 
drawing gentle circles on her back was creating a warm feeling low in her belly. It 
slipped lower and caressed the sensitive skin at the base of her spine, drawing a soft 
groan from her. She couldn’t seem to get enough of Natalia. Just when she thought she 
was satiated, a simple touch from the beautiful woman stirred her again.

“Good morning to you, querida,” Natalia whispered.

Olivia recognized the desire in Natalia’s breathy voice and it caused a rush of heat to 
flood her body. She tried to focus on the words she needed to say. “What time does 
Rick and Mindy’s wedding start?”

Natalia leaned in and ran her tongue over the back of Olivia’s exposed neck, up to her 
ear. “Noon. We have plenty of time.”



“The kids? Breakfast?” Olivia gasped as Natalia’s roaming hands ran down over her ass 
and dug in with her nails.

She could feel Natalia’s naked skin pressed against her and the hoarse whisper in her 
ear made her forget everything else. “God made cereal and door locks for a reason.”

Natalia nuzzled at Olivia’s neck, taking a gentle nip at her shoulder. “I want you…so 
bad. Olivia’s hip rose involuntarily as Natalia’s hand continued to caress her ass and the 
back of her thighs. She was throbbing painfully, and she buried her face in her pillow to 
let out a loud groan of frustration.

Natalia’s kisses drifted lower over Olivia’s back, stopping to suck firmly at a sensitive 
spot on the inside of her shoulder blade.

Olivia rolled her head back to the side, looking over her shoulder to see Natalia’s naked 
form stretched out over her back. A firm thigh slid between her legs and she instinctively  
moved against it.

“Nuh uh. It’s not going to be that easy, my love.” Natalia moved her thigh away so Olivia 
couldn’t reach her. With aching slowness, she propped herself up on her hand over 
Olivia’s back and used her free hand to trace the path her kisses had taken earlier. She 
did this over and over again until Olivia writhed beneath her.

“Natalia,” Olivia moaned with need.

Natalia wasn’t trying to torture her lover or make her frustrated; she just wanted to love 
her and give her everything she needed and desired. With a soft moan of her own, she 
moved her hand between Olivia’s legs and relished the feel of the warmth and wetness. 
She closed her eyes as she took it all in; the feel of Olivia surrounding her and the 
sound of her lover’s heavy breathing as she got closer to the edge. Making love to 
Olivia was intoxicating and exhilarating, like a drug Natalia couldn’t overdose on, but 
gladly would.

The other woman was an addiction, and Natalia only wanted more. Her mouth watered 
at the direction her mind and body was taking her. She continued to move her fingers as 
her mouth descended lower, nibbling at the indentions at the base of Olivia’s spine then 
moving to the side to run her tongue over the sensitive skin of Olivia’s ass. She nipped 
at the spot where the curve of it met the back of her thigh, making Olivia lift her hips.

The passion of Olivia’s scent overwhelmed Natalia and she tugged with her free hand 
on Olivia’s hip, encouraging her to her knees. Natalia sat back on her heels mesmerized 
by the image of Olivia complying. She slid her fingers out so she could tease around 
Olivia’s clit.

Olivia’s moans became louder as she buried her face again in her pillow. Her hips 
moving faster seeking Natalia’s roaming fingers. She gasped in surprise as Natalia’s 



mouth settled on her ass again, slowly moving closer to her center. “Natalia?” When she 
felt Natalia’s tongue bury itself inside of her, she cried out. “Oh my God…oh God!” She 
clawed at the sheets beneath her pillow, aching for release as Natalia drove in deeper 
and harder with her tongue.

Natalia couldn’t get enough of Olivia. Eventually, she pulled away and leaned over 
Olivia’s back again. She shoved in three fingers effortlessly. She could feel the 
tightening against her fingers as Olivia rocked harder against her hand. She waited for 
the right moment and moved up to whisper in Olivia’s ear. “Come for me, querida. For 
me.”

Olivia shuddered and cried out, burying her face in her pillow to muffle the noise.
Natalia nuzzled at her lover’s neck, placing gentle kisses on her shoulders, as she 
waited for Olivia’s body and breathing to settle. A deep sigh let her know Olivia’s 
contentment and she moved off to the side.

Olivia rolled wearily to her side and ran a shaky hand along Natalia’s cheek. “You…
are…amazing.”

Natalia wrinkled her nose. “Is that why you’re marrying me? Because I’m good in bed?”

Olivia laughed. “It’s definitely an incentive.”

She slapped Olivia on the arm playfully, making Olivia laugh harder. Olivia peeked over 
Natalia’s shoulder at the clock on the side table. “Hmmm, only a little after nine.” A 
sudden banging and giggling was heard from downstairs. “And it sounds like the kids 
are taking care of breakfast.”

Natalia got a scared look on her face. “Have you ever seen Rafe cook?” Olivia shook 
her head. “Maybe we should get up.” Natalia moved to get out of bed.

“Oh no, you don’t.” Olivia grabbed her wrist and pulled her back down onto the bed, 
wrapping her legs around Natalia’s so she couldn’t move. “I’m not done.”

Olivia rolled her over onto her back and kissed her way down to Natalia’s breasts. As 
soon as Natalia offered up a protest, she latched onto a nipple to quiet her.

“Olivia, what are you doing?”

The older woman flicked at a nipple with her tongue and moved down Natalia’s 
stomach. “Getting some breakfast.”

*~*~*~*
 
Beth felt like her life was one whirlwind event after another – the worry and fear over 
Phillip’s illness last year, Alan dying immediately after, her wedding to Phillip, the 



endless studying for the bar exam, taking and passing the exam, and now all the fast 
and furious preparations for Mindy and Rick’s wedding. As soon as all of this was over, 
she wanted to sit down with Mel Boudreau about joining her private practice. She felt 
like their very different specialties and approaches could be a strong combination. 
Besides, someone had to balance out the dirty pool of Alan’s lawyers in town.

She poured two fresh cups of coffee and ascended the stairs to the bedroom. Phillip 
was brushing off his tuxedo to make sure it was in perfect condition for the ceremony.
“I got you some coffee.” She handed it over to him.

He took a grateful sip and smiled at her. “Is Peyton up yet?”

“Yeah, Hilda’s making sure she eats some breakfast. I got her dress and shoes out. And 
you’re sure Olivia said it was okay to use the suites to get dressed?”

He nodded his head and swallowed the sip of coffee he’d taken. “I called her last night 
to be sure. It’s all set up with hors d’oeuvres and champagne in both suites. In fact, Rick 
texted earlier that he and Mindy are already there. We’re good.”

She turned to leave then did an about face. “Remind me to double-check the caterers 
when we get to the park about making sure the food stays cold. I don’t want anyone 
getting food poisoning from this heat.”

He smiled at his wife. “Honey, they’re professional caterers, and it’s like the ovens of 
hell outside. I’m sure they’ve thought of ice.”

She rolled her eyes. He was such a man sometimes. “Just remind me.”

“Okay.” He looked at his watch and jumped. “Oh, when are Bill and Lizzie supposed to 
get here again?”

She glanced at her own watch. “Oh…damn it!” She frantically set down her coffee and 
ran to the closet to get her dress and shoes out then ran to the bathroom for her 
makeup bag. “I need to grab Peyton’s stuff. Be right back.”

As soon as she walked through the door, the front door rang. Phillip picked up his tux 
and shoes and headed down the stairs where he could hear Bill and Lizzie talking to 
Hilda.

Bill looked up and saw the taller man coming down the stairs. “Hey! Is everyone ready 
to go?”

Beth came scurrying to the top of the banister, her arms loaded with clothes and shoes. 

“We’re ready! Peyton, honey, are you finished with breakfast?” she called out for her 
daughter.



“I’ll get her, Mrs. Spaulding.” Hilda hurried to the kitchen for the young girl.

Beth got to the bottom of the steps and saw Lizzie miserably sitting in a chair. 
“Goodness, Lizzie, I think you grew overnight! You look like you’re about to pop.”

Quirking an eyebrow at her mother, Lizzie didn’t move her head, which was resting 
against the railing of the stairs behind her. Sighing at the physical exhaustion of the 
pregnancy and the heat of the later summer, Lizzie said, “Just put a fork in me…I’m 
done.”

Beth smiled with understanding. “Just a few more weeks. You’ll make it.”

Lizzie whimpered at the thought of a few more weeks. Yesterday wouldn’t have been 
soon enough for her. The first few months had been fun and thrilling, but now, she was 
done with it. She could certainly confirm the belief that summer is the worst time to go 
full term with a pregnancy. If she got any bigger, she was going to look like that mean 
aunt in Harry Potter that he tried to explode.
As quick as her oversized body would allow, she stood with Bill’s help and made her 
way to the car behind everyone else. They climbed in the limo Phillip had rented for the 
occasion and headed to the Beacon.

*~*~*~*
 
Orders were coming in fast as Marina made quick work of the coffee pot to set it up to 
brew a fresh batch. She pushed her hair back and blew out a frustrated breath. It 
seemed like half of Springfield decided to stop into Company for breakfast. Of course, 
half of that half was heading to Rick and Mindy’s wedding. That’s what happens when a 
local doctor and a girl from one of the most influential families in town get married. 
Everyone comes out of the woodwork for it!

Buzz called out an order from the back, and she went back to gather up the plates for 
table five, which was a family of six and all of them with huge appetites. She hustled to 
the table to drop off the order and ran back to the bar for the coffee that had finished 
brewing. She made her rounds to check on everyone and came back to stand behind 
the bar again.

The bell over the door rang and in came Frank and Eleni. Marina felt her hackles rise 
just at seeing her mother, but the way the other woman was on her father’s tail didn’t 
help matters. Frank rested his hands against the bar and dropped his head down 
between his shoulders. Eleni stood right next to him, gritting her teeth and trying to 
speak quietly; it wasn’t quite working and Marina could make out some of what was 
said.

“Why are you being so hard-headed about this, Frank? I told you that Anna and I have 
been sorting through the evidence, what there is of it, and not only is something off with 



the case on Edmund but it looks as though there could be other cases with evidence 
missing. This isn’t something you can brush over.” She was nearly pleading with her ex-
husband now.

“Eleni, I’m not brushing over it. I have a lot going on right now, and I’m doing the best I 
can.”

“I know, but this is about the safety of this town and its people, and very well could be 
about the integrity of your department.” Eleni tried to get him to see the importance of 
this issue. He was so damn stubborn sometimes that it drove her crazy. When he didn’t 
respond, she lost her temper and slammed her hand on the counter. “Damn it, Frank.”

“Why don’t you lay off of him?” Marina had heard enough. “You don’t have any right to 
come in here, after all these years and lecture him about anything. He raised me on his 
own. He’s taken care of Grandpa and this restaurant, on top of protecting the citizens of 
this town. And you come up in here and mess everything up. You always mess 
everything up. Why couldn’t you just stay gone?”

Frank and Eleni, along with some surprised patrons, watched as Marina ran out through 
the kitchen. Buzz popped his head out of the kitchen, and seeing Frank and Eleni, he 
gestured after Marina. “What’s that all about?”

Eleni scrubbed a hand through her hair and looked at Frank. “Something has to give, 
Frank. You can’t keep pretending that you don’t see what’s staring you right in the face.”

The moment seemed to stand still as their eyes locked, and for a brief moment, Frank 
wondered if she was still talking about the cases or something more. The thought made 
him swallow hard and he had to look away. He heard her sigh and half expected her to 
continue on in her tirade like she had been for the last few weeks, but he was surprised 
when all she did was run her hand over his, squeeze it slightly, and leave. For a few 
seconds, he sat perfectly still. He closed his eyes and could still feel her touch. 
Something was staring him in the face and it was time to do something about it.

*~*~*~*
 
In the alley behind Company, Marina paced the small, dark space. She chewed at a 
fingernail and kicked an empty can in her way.

“Hey, what did that poor can ever do to you?” She jumped at the deep voice behind her 
and turned to see Shayne at the end of the alley holding Henry. “Buzz told me you got 
upset at your mom and dad.”

Marina waved it off and came over to take Henry, giving him a tender kiss on his cheek. 
“It was nothing. She was just jumping all over my dad, and I didn’t take it very well.”



He watched her for a moment as she cooed and giggled at Henry. “She really gets 
under your skin, doesn’t she?”

“Well, she did kind of abandon me and my dad for that…that bastard, Alan-Michael.” 
She flinched at her own cursing in front of Henry. She kissed him again. “I’m sorry, 
baby.”

Shayne shrugged and decided to let it go. He really didn’t want to get Marina all worked 
up over it. He had learned the hard way that Eleni was one topic he needed to steer 
clear of if he wanted to keep Marina happy. “So, do you need to go get changed so we 
can get to the wedding?”

It was then that Marina realized that both Shayne and Henry were in dress shirts and 
navy dress pants. She had been so preoccupied that she had forgotten about the 
wedding. She shifted Henry nervously to her hip. “Actually, it’s kind of busy here. I don’t 
think I can make it.”

Shayne looked at her curiously, “It didn’t look that busy when I was just in there.”
“Oh,” she ran a hand through her hair and hesitated. “You know, I’m just not really in the 
mood to go with all the stuff going on with my mom and seeing a bunch of happy 
families is not at the top of my agenda.”

He nodded. “Okay. It’s my cousin’s wedding though. I probably should go. Henry and I 
will make a stunningly handsome pair, if I do say so myself.”

Marina smiled a little at how good Shayne was with Henry. “Tell you what, go to the 
wedding and leave Henry with me. That way you can relax and enjoy it without having 
to keep up with a kid.”

He honestly couldn’t argue with the logic so he shrugged. “If you’re sure.”

“Absolutely.”

He gave her a kiss and high-fived Henry. When he turned the corner out of the alley, 
Marina leaned back against the wall, breathing a sigh of relief.

*~*~*~*
 
Olivia heard the laughter in the kitchen drift up the stairs as she finished getting 
dressed. She smiled as she listened to Emma’s giggles and Rafe’s good-natured 
chuckles. Natalia had taken a shower in a rush when Leyla knocked on the door to let 
them know that Rafe’s culinary skills left much to be desired. So, Natalia was down 
there now trying to regain some semblance of order to her kitchen. A knock at the back 
door and cheers from her family let her know that Ava had arrived.



She put in her earrings and looked at her reflection in the mirror. She hadn’t worn the 
sleeveless red dress since Natalia’s engagement party, but red seemed to be her color 
for weddings. When Natalia had made a pointed comment about how sexy she had 
been at that party, she couldn’t resist wearing it again.

She picked up her black handbag and headed toward the bedroom door then stopped 
as her hand touched the knob. She had been trying not to think about the necessity of 
protection for her family since talking with Anna and then Frank, but the lightness of her 
purse reminded her that she was forgetting something. She walked with purposeful 
strides over to the closet and opened the door.

She was probably just being overdramatic and paranoid. “Better safe than sorry 
though,” she mumbled into the empty room.

*~*~*~*
 

ACT 2

In the kitchen, Natalia and the kids were laughing and having fun as they cleared the 
plates from the table. Emma and Rafe were joking around while Leyla fed Francesca 
some cereal and peaches; the infant batting her little fists against the highchair table in 
excitement. Ava stood at the sink next to Natalia, drying dishes as Natalia finished 
washing them.

Olivia leaned against the door frame and watched her partner. The sheer, flowing 
fuchsia dress was flattering to Natalia’s curves, especially where it dipped into her waist 
and highlighted the firm ass that Olivia recently had privy to hold. Thoughts of what had 
transpired little more than an hour ago upstairs made Olivia sigh with renewed desire. 
Damn but Natalia had some wicked ways!

Sensing her lover’s presence, Natalia turned around and almost dropped the plate in 
her hands. “Wow! Look at you.”

Rafe watched as his mom and Olivia admired each other silently. He hid his unease by 
gulping his orange juice down and dumping the glass in the sink. It was one thing to 
know your mom was sleeping with someone, but quite another to feel the air crackle 
with energy when you’re around.

Olivia made her way over to Natalia and reached for the cup of coffee made for her on 
the counter. “I could say the same about you.” Her voice was low and meant only for 
Natalia’s ears.

Natalia swallowed, a teasing smile lighting her face, and announced to the room. “Okay, 
you all go get dressed. You,” she motioned to Olivia, “sit and eat.”

“Yes, ma’am!” She happily sat down as Natalia set a plate of pancakes in front of her.



Natalia hovered for a moment and Olivia smirked at her partner, humming out the word 
as a question, “Yesssss?”

Natalia bit her bottom lip, a becoming shade of pink tinting her cheeks. “I really like you 
in that dress.”

Olivia crooked a finger at her and beckoned her to come closer. She smiled as Natalia 
leaned in. She cupped her hand around the younger woman’s neck and pulled her in for 
a kiss. When Olivia leaned back, she smirked at Natalia who was slow to open her 
eyes. “I know you do. Why do you think I wore it?”

Footsteps on the stairs made Natalia stand back up straight. She gave Olivia a pointed 
look. “I’ll deal with you later.”

Olivia smiled around a mouthful of pancakes. “Pwomish?”

“Mom! Don’t talk with your mouth full!” Emma told her as she walked into the kitchen. 
The other three snickered behind the youngest Spencer kid.

“Swowy.” Olivia did it again, this time on purpose.

“Mom!” Emma stomped her foot and all of them started laughing at the young girl.

Natalia put away her dishrag and put Olivia’s dirty plate and cup in the sink. “Okay, are 
we all ready?”

They loaded up Francesca in the car seat and left the house. The drive to the park 
seemed quicker than usual, but it could have just been because everyone was in good 
spirits. Olivia had never seen Natalia so happy. They had their kids and Natalia’s sister 
there. The whole town seemed to be happy or in love. Life couldn’t be any more perfect 
than it was at that moment.

*~*~*~*
 
Frank sat in a booth at the back of Company and stared at his phone. Eleni’s words still 
rattled around in his head. He had been willingly avoiding doing what he needed to do, 
personally and professionally. In most matters he was a laid back kind of guy. He didn’t 
think he had a lot of high expectations or demands. When he stopped to look at the 
situation though, he knew it was best for everyone. No one deserved to be second-best 
or an afterthought and he knew he hadn’t given his all to his relationship with Blake. He 
really understood it. He got it now how Natalia must have felt when she ran out of the 
church. He didn’t have his one true love waiting for him, but even still, this was hard.
He bucked up his courage and found Blake in his contact list. Holding the phone to his 
ear, praying this time there wouldn’t be another interruption, he waited for her to pick up.



On the other side of the town square, Blake pulled her ringing phone from her purse. 
She looked up at Doris who was leaning back in her leather chair behind her desk. “It’s 
Frank.”

Doris rolled her eyes. “Don’t mind me.”

Blake sighed and answered it. “Hey, Frank. What’s up?”

Doris pretended to look through some paperwork on a new bridge construction contract, 
but she could not avoid listening to the one-sided conversation.

“Just having some coffee with Doris…Um, yeah, I guess…Now?” Blake made a face 
and glanced at her watch. “Tell you what, let me finish here and I can meet you at 
Company in thirty minutes….Okay, bye.”

Doris waited a moment, absorbing the fact that Blake hadn’t told Frank the mandatory “I 
love you” when hanging up and that the redhead obviously wasn’t anxious to see her 
boyfriend. “So…”

Blake slipped her phone back in her purse and looked up at Doris. “Frank wants to talk.”
Doris raised an eyebrow. “That seems…coded.”

For a moment Blake didn’t respond. She simply looked at her hands in her lap, thinking. 
“I’m going to break up with him.”

“What?” Doris mentally slapped the imp that was happy dancing in her head, 
reprimanding it not to read more into the situation.

“Yeah, it’s just…you know when something doesn’t feel right. You try to make it fit and 
force it together, but it just doesn’t matter what you do, it doesn’t…fit.” Blake ran her 
hands through her hair and stood up.

Doris chuckled a little to herself. “Oh yeah, do I!”

Blake made her way over to a window that looked out over the heart of the town. She 
turned around and looked at Doris. “Some people aren’t meant to be together and some 
are. I mean, look at Olivia and Natalia. Who would have thought it? But you see them 
together and it’s just…destined.”

Doris had been playing with a pencil, a coil of nervousness tightening in her belly. She 
had to lighten the moment before it got too deep. The last time that had happened Blake 
had kissed her. She quickly stuffed down the feeling that memory gave her and shook 
the pencil in her hand at Blake. “You read too many romance novels, Blake. The real 
world isn’t like that. Sometimes, you just have to make do.”



“Bullshit. You don’t buy that, I know you don’t.” Blake crossed her arms.

Doris squinted at her friend. “Oh really?”

“Really. Because if you did, then breaking up with Anna wouldn’t have been so hard for 
you. Like it or not, you’re as much of a romantic as I am.” Blake quirked an eyebrow at 
her saucily, knowing she was right.

“Pffftt, whatever!” Doris found herself getting more and more uncomfortable with the 
conversation. “Didn’t you have somewhere to be?”

She rolled her eyes at Doris, knowing this wasn’t over. “Fine. I’m going. Will you be at 
the wedding?”

“Be there? That’s an understatement. I’m officiating.” Doris looked at her watch. 
“Speaking of which, I probably should make my way over to the park in a little bit.”

Blake picked up her purse and went around the desk to where Doris was now standing. 
Their eyes locked for a moment. “I guess I’ll see you there then.”

“You’re going to be there?” Doris swallowed, tucking some hair behind her ear and 
looking away from Blake quickly.

Blake tilted her head to the side, noticing that Doris seemed a little nervous all of a 
sudden. She couldn’t help but smile at her socially awkward friend. “Of course, I’m a 
hopeless romantic after all and all hopeless romantics love weddings.” Blake hesitated 
for a moment then leaned in to kiss Doris on the cheek. “See you there.”

When the door closed behind Blake, Doris slumped in her chair finally letting out the 
breath she had been holding. She dropped her head in her hands. “Dear God, help me.”

*~*~*~*
 
The limo rounded the corner of the town square to head towards the front door of the 
Beacon. Phillip glanced at his wife nervously eyeing the park as they drove past it. Beth 
visibly sighed when she saw the catering van parked at a corner space.

He tightened his hold on Beth’s hand to get her attention. “I told you it would be fine.”
She glanced back out the window. “Yeah, but do you see the florist’s van? The chairs 
were supposed to have this cute arrangement of flowers at the end of each row.”

Phillip looked out the windows and searched for the van. She looked at him and he 
gaped open-mouthed and shrugged. “I’m sure it’ll get done.”



She tilted her head to the side, her eyes pleading with him. He tried to resist but couldn’t 
and finally rolled his eyes, giving into Beth. “Okay.” He tapped on the glass divider. 
“Driver, pull over at the park.”

The driver did as he was told. When he stopped, Phillip helped Beth out of the limo, and 
he instructed the driver to wait for them to return. He glanced back into the car at Bill, 
Lizzie, and Peyton. “Give us just a minute.”

All three smiled understandingly at him, and he closed the door before jogging off to 
catch up with his wife.

Beth walked briskly between the rows of chairs to the low platform in front of them. An 
elaborate arch of vines and bright flowers in every shade of pink and purple imaginable 
covered it and stood to the back of the platform.

A figure was crouched over at corner of the stage, searching for something in a purse. 
Beth assumed it was the caterer or decorator.

She cleared her throat. “Excuse me?”

“Son of a bitch!” The woman dropped the contents of her purse to the ground in a 
sloshy pile, stood and turned.

All three stared at each other for a brief moment before Beth broke the silence. “Oh, hi, 
Doris. I didn’t realize that was you.”

Doris looked down at her hands that were apparently wet from something. She glanced 
around for some way to wipe her hands, but when nothing seemed to appear feasible, 
she pushed her shoulders back and hoped to regain a modicum of dignity. “Um, hi.”

Phillip couldn’t help but smirk, reaching into his pocket for a tissue. He had grabbed a 
few earlier because he knew how emotional Beth could get over weddings. He handed 
the tissue to the mayor. “Tough morning, Doris?”

She took the tissue gratefully. “Oh, no. It was great until a few minutes ago when I 
knocked my coffee over and into my purse. Fortunately, the wedding script wasn’t in 
there, nor my phone, so all’s okay. It’ll dry out.” She looked at the couple then. 
“Shouldn’t you two be getting ready at the hotel?”

“We were on our way. I just had to stop and check on things.” Beth glanced around, 
trying to appear nonchalant. The caterer was nearly done setting up and that was one 
small relief. “Have you seen the decorator from the florist?”

Doris shook her head. “No, but it’s still a couple of hours until the wedding starts. I’m 
sure they’ll be here soon.”



Beth worried her bottom lip. Phillip and Doris shared a quick look at each other and then 
at Beth. When Doris saw Phillip was about to say something to Beth, she spoke up. “I 
tell you what, why don’t you give me the name and number of the florist you’re using 
and I’ll give them a call? I’ll make sure things get done.”

The blonde looked at Doris gratefully but still a little hesitant to not deal with the matter 
herself. “Are you sure?”

Doris waved her hands. “Of course. You two need to get ready. Besides, Beth, consider 
it a favor from one lawyer to another. I heard about that. Congratulations!”

Beth smiled genuinely and even blushed a little. It felt strange to be called a lawyer. 
“Thanks.”

Doris sighed a little wistfully. “I actually miss practicing. It was fun to get into the 
courtroom and go head-to-head with another lawyer. I’m sure you’ll be great at it.”

“Maybe you should go back to it then,” Beth commented.

Doris shrugged. “Maybe. Who knows what the future holds?”

“Around here, you never know!” Phillip commented as he dug into his pocket and fished 
out the business card of the florist. Handing it over to Doris with more words of thanks, 
he and Beth turned to head back to the car.

*~*~*~*
 
Billy popped another piece of bacon in his mouth as he watched his future son-in-law 
struggle with the black bow-tie around his neck. He wiped his hands on a napkin and 
finally stood to make his way over to the flustered younger man.

“Come here, turn around,” Billy mumbled around the food in his mouth.

Rick sighed and turned to the large man behind him. “I’m a doctor. You’d think I’d be 
better with my hands.”

Billy tugged at the material. “Aw now, you know why it’s so difficult to do this, don’cha?” 

Rick shook his head. “So the father of the bride has the perfect opportunity to do this.” 
With a quick jerk, Rick felt the tie choke him slightly. Billy laughed at the panicked look 
on the man’s face and let up the tension. Fixing the tie just right, he gave Rick a slap on 
the shoulder. “I’m just messin’ with you, son. Sort of.”

Rick ran a finger inside the collar of the tux and eyed Billy suspiciously. The bigger man 
may have been smiling at him, but the message was still sent loud and clear – don’t 



mess with his little girl’s heart. Message noted and stored away. Rick sighed with relief 
when there was a knock at the suite’s door.

He walked over to the door and opened it to find Phillip and Bill smiling back at him. 
Phillip surged forward and gave his best friend a big hug. “Hey, buddy!”

“Hey, where are the ladies?” Rick looked over Phillip’s shoulder after the hug.

Phillip brushed past carrying his tuxedo bag and Bill followed suit. Phillip dumped the 
bag on the bed and turned to Rick. “Oh, you can’t hear the giggling from here? They’re 
already down there with Mindy and Vanessa having a grand old time plotting your 
demise, my friend.”

Billy laughed behind them. When they looked at him, he was finishing off a doughnut 
and laughing at something on his phone.

“What’s so funny?” Rick asked and came over to the food cart to get some grapes.

Billy took a drink of his coffee so he couldn’t choke from laughing with a mouthful of 
doughnut. He held up his phone to Rick with Phillip and Bill looking over his shoulders. 
Everyone laughed but Rick, though he had a hard time containing his amusement. It 
was a picture of Josh and Reva from the top of the St. Louis arch mimicking a human 
version of the ball and chain with Colin holding a sign behind them saying “Welcome to 
the Dark Side. The cookies really aren’t that great!”

“Funny!” Rick barely held back his smirk as he tossed the phone back to Billy. “So, are 
we going to open that bottle of champagne and start this party or what?”

Bill jumped in then. “Oh, I’ve got it!” He grabbed the bottle from the ice bucket. “I love 
doing this part.”

All the guys stood behind Bill as he pulled the wrapper from around the cork and began 
to twist to pop it. Billy rubbed at his chest and swayed a bit on his feet.

Rick noticed and clapped him on the back. “Are you okay?”

Billy tapped his chest and burped loudly. “Much better now. Doughnuts are not my 
friend, I guess. They gave me some indigestion from hell.”

Bill looked at his father over his shoulder. “Yeah, the doughnuts, the pies, the cookies, 
the cake…”

“Are you gonna pop that cork, son, or is your old man gonna have to show you how it’s 
done?” Billy reached for the bottle as soon as it went off. Bill had jerked out of the way 
and ended up hitting a table lamp, shattering it into a million pieces.



All four of the men looked at each other. Finally, Phillip said what was on all of their 
minds. “So, um, who’s going to tell Olivia about the lamp?”

A few seconds passed in silence until all of them said in unison. “Natalia.”

*~*~*~*
 
The twigs and grass crunched under Jeffrey’s feet stirring the mosquitoes and bugs 
from their resting places. As he squatted low behind a bush, finding a perfect view of the 
rows of white chairs, the twigs and grass crunched under his feet and stirred the 
mosquitoes and bugs from their resting places. Ahead, he noticed Doris Wolfe walking 
around pointing to different parts of the stage and set-up as she spoke with another well 
dressed woman.

He looked around the low hanging trees and thick bushes before standing and moving a 
few feet to the left. This was a better spot. He could remain comfortably standing and 
ready for action if needed.
He smiled a little at the almost nonexistent sound behind him. A soft clearing of a throat 
was far more audible than the steps the person made when coming up.

He turned. “You’re pretty good at that, Anna.”

She shrugged. “I learned from the best, Boss.”

Jeffrey chuckled a little. “Some things can’t be taught. Some things are a natural talent.” 
A quiet moment passed before he continued, “I assume you’ll be around during the 
festivities today.”

Anna nodded and glanced through the trees. When she caught sight of Doris, her heart 
beat a little faster. She wondered if there would be a day when she wouldn’t respond 
like that at the mere sight of the other woman. “I have a spot on the other side actually.”

“Good. We’ll have it covered from both angles then.”

She continued to nod and look out over the field with the white chairs in the middle. 
“And Remy will be in the crowd.”

Jeffrey thought that was curious. “What about Frank?”

Anna sighed and looked at him. “He still doesn’t think we have anything to worry about. 
He’s convinced that Edmund took off now that we’re onto him, and we’re being paranoid 
for nothing.”

He shook his head. “I sure hope he’s right. It has been awfully quiet since Jane 
Peterson was shot. I can see why he’d think that.”



Anna leaned against a tree trunk. “Yeah, but he’s been presented all of this evidence. 
Eleni’s tried to show him proof but he keeps discounting it. Those two argue like…”

“Exes?” Jeffrey smirked.

She laughed. “Exactly.” She paused for a moment, deep in thought, before continuing, 
“It’s more than that though. I think she’s digging up something more going on in the 
department. There’s a lot of holes and missing information, misplaced evidence and lost 
leads.”

“Corruption?” He tilted his head and looked at her closely.

“It’s suspicious, Jeffrey,” she admitted.

“Are you thinking Frank could have something to do with it and that’s why he’s so 
defensive?” Jeffrey turned fully to her.

She sighed and blew out a breath of air with force. “I don’t think so…I don’t know. Who 
knows? There’s enough to deal with right now. That’s all I know.”

“True.” Jeffrey turned back to see wedding guests beginning to arrive. Anna waited, 
silently, for him to continue. “She left with him yesterday. I watched it. I’ve never seen 
her so happy.”

Anna closed her eyes, feeling the residual pain of hurting Doris flow over her. She 
opened her eyes to see a tear slide down his cheek. “Have you talked to anyone else 
here? Olivia or Ava?”

He sniffed and swiftly shook his head. “No. I can’t. I…it was hard enough to look Reva 
in the eye knowing what I had done, to see her disappointment in me. This is the only 
way I can repay the debt I owe.”

“You know there’s really no way to fix or change what happened, right?” She fixed him 
with a hard look. In spite of knowing the full story from all those years ago, her anger at 
what happened to Olivia would still rise to the surface occasionally.

He looked out over the lawn. “I have to try. As long as a Winslow continues to breathe, I 
have to try.”

*~*~*~*

ACT 3
 
When Olivia and Natalia got to the park, a few guests had already begun to arrive. 
Ahead of them, Emma walked with Leyla, while Rafe carried Francesca. In the stroller 
that Ava pushed were some toys and a blanket to keep the baby occupied during the 



ceremony. Walking hand-in-hand to a row about halfway back, Olivia and Natalia chose 
a place close to a shaded area of trees to keep Francesca out of the sun.

Once they all got settled, Ava took the blanket to a flat spot beneath a large oak, where 
Rafe joined her with Francesca, and Leyla and Emma soon following suit. The older 
siblings laughed as the baby basked in the attention being doted on her. Francesca 
shook a toy and giggled at the noises it made.

When they realized their family was comfortable, Olivia walked with Natalia over to 
Doris, where their friend was instructing the musicians on where to set up. With an 
amused grin, Olivia spoke first, “Mornin’, Doris. Taking up a new career as a wedding 
coordinator?”

Doris turned to her friend with a smirk. “Oh, Spencer, have you ever seen a wedding 
done by a straight person? Atrocious! Seriously, we put the style in lifestyle,” she 
finished with a wink.

Olivia looked at her partner. “Is that why our banquets always look so fabulous?”

Natalia nudged her with her hip and tried not to laugh. “Maybe you should give Greg a 
raise. He makes you look good.”

Dropping her voice to a level she knew Natalia loved, Olivia quirked an eyebrow as she 
edged closer to tempting lips, and whispered, “You make me look good.”

Doris cleared her throat. “Um, you’re not alone, ladies.”

The two women chuckled as they pulled back a little. Sighing happily, Olivia glanced at 
her friend. “So, Doris, what’s made you so chipper this morning? Did you make a grown 
man cry before you came over here?”

Doris hesitated a little. She was desperate to talk to someone, but she also felt a little 
guilty for what amounted to gossiping about Blake. Until the last year or so, she really 
hadn’t ever had any female friends and she didn’t know how to handle it. Eventually, 
she just gave in because if she didn’t tell someone she was going to burst. She simply 
reasoned that she’d have to threaten Olivia and Natalia within an inch of their lives if 
they said a word to Blake. “Frank probably is crying right now, but I swear, it’s not my 
fault.”

Natalia dropped her mouth open in shock. “Doris Wolfe, what did you do?”

She raised her hands in defense. “Hey, Spencer, call off the Latina Lesbian Mafia there. 
I didn’t do it. It’s Blake’s fault.”

When both women gave her a dual “spill it” look, she waved her hands in the air. “Blake 
went over to Company this morning to break up with Frank.”



Olivia sighed and rubbed at the bridge of her nose. She had really hoped things would 
work out for Frank and Blake, if for no other reason than to keep him happy and 
occupied.

Natalia, however, was the one to actually voice the thought. “What happened? I thought 
they were doing fine. Even yesterday, I saw them kiss at the game.”

Doris snorted. “Yeah, but you didn’t see her kiss me.” The words were out before she 
could stop them; the belated hand over her mouth only emphasized the shocked looks 
on Olivia and Natalia’s faces.

“Oh my God, Blake kissed you!” Natalia’s voice was a little louder than she expected it 
to be and Doris shushed her.

“Seriously, Doris, you couldn’t just pick up women at Ladies Night?” Olivia couldn’t stop 
the amused smirk on her face.

Doris pointed at her then at Natalia. “You’re one to talk. Best friends, remember?”

Natalia raised her hands. “Wait! Does this mean you and Blake…?”

Doris waved her hands again. “No, God no! It was nothing, and I’m sure has nothing to 
do with her breaking up with Frank. She’s been frustrated with him for a while. The kiss 
was a…friend kiss. That’s all.”

The couple waited silently as Doris couldn’t make eye contact with either of them, her 
body language giving her away. Nervously, she brushed a hand through her hair and 
fidgeted with the hem of her jacket with the other, blowing out a frustrated breath.

When Doris finally looked back at them, the two friends were still staring at her. “What?” 
she asked, exasperatedly.

Olivia shook her head. She could tell her friend was already in deep trouble. “Oh, Doris.”

Doris faked a look down to her watch, eager to drop the line of conversation and ignore 
Olivia’s pitying look. “Oh, damn, look at the time! I have a wedding to perform.”

*~*~*~*
 
Frank poked at the remnants of his chicken salad sandwich and the now cold French 
fries on his plate as he waited for Blake to arrive. It had been a strange morning. There 
had been excitement and happiness in the air with the talk of Rick and Mindy’s wedding, 
but he could also feel a strange energy around him, as well. He wanted to blame it on 
the constant fighting with Eleni, the way Marina flew off the handle earlier, and even the 
weight on him of needing to break up with Blake. Deep down inside though, none of 



those reasons felt like the right one. He couldn’t put his finger on it and the detective in 
him hated not having answers.

When the bell jingled over the door and Blake’s familiar face came inside, he knew he at 
least had the answer to one problem.

Blake approached the back table where Frank was sitting. Pushing some hair behind 
her ear, Blake shifted her purse from one hand to the other. She felt awkward and 
exposed as if a spotlight was on her. She tried to smile but it felt forced.

Frank stood and gave Blake a kiss on the cheek. There had been a time when the 
stilted looks and awkward pauses were explained away with the excitement that comes 
from being new lovers; now, he wasn’t so sure.

As neither seemed to be able to make eye contact, the long pause that followed was 
growing uncomfortable; each fidgeting and not sure how to start the conversation that 
needed to happen.

“We need to talk.” They looked at each other with surprise and a little recognition as 
their words overlapped.

Frank gestured towards her. “Please, go ahead. Ladies first.”

Blake shook her head and laughed nervously. “They say nothing good ever comes from 
the words ‘we need to talk,’ but obviously, you and I were thinking the same thing. So, 
maybe it is a good thing after all.”

He smiled at her with understanding. “It seems like it, yeah.”

She paused for a moment then reached her hand across the table to take his. “This isn’t 
working, is it?”

Frank shook his head and looked down at their hands. He really had wanted this to be 
right, and he had tried. “Blake, I don’t want you to think it’s you. I…”

She raised her hands and feigned disgust. “Oh, please, no. Let’s not do the whole ‘it’s 
not you, it’s me’ routine. Really, Frank, we’re adults. I think we can decide if a 
relationship isn’t working out.”

He chuckled a little to himself. “We do have a lot in common though.”

Blake smiled wistfully, as she tilted her head to the side. “Most friends do. I hope that’s 
what we’ll continue to be.” When Frank nodded, she sighed and then continued, “But we 
both deserve more than that. We know what it’s like to have that in our lives, and we 
shouldn’t settle for something that’s safe and comfortable because we’re afraid to seek 
out someone who will enrich our lives more than we ever thought possible.



Frank reached over for her hand again, smiling. “You’re right, and I know you’ll find it.”

“So will you.” She smiled and squeezed his hand.

For a few moments they sat there like that, just being friends, when Frank heard a 
rumble from across the table. He smiled at Blake. “Hungry?”

She rolled her eyes, indulgently. “Famished!”

They ordered a large plate of nachos that they shared. Frank looked at his watch, 
realizing it was almost noon. “Are you going to the wedding?”

Blake finished chewing a chip before speaking, her face lighting up in a true grin as she 
raised a hand and pointed at herself. “Um, hopeless romantic, here. Of course!”

He tapped his watch. “You better get moving then.”

She glanced at her watch and almost coughed on the food in her mouth. “Oh shit! I 
gotta go.”

Frank stood with her, carrying the empty plate to the bar where Marina was standing. 
“Hang on, Blake. I’ll walk you there.” He caught Marina’s eye. “Put it on my tab, okay?”

“Dad!”

Frank told Blake to go on ahead before turning back to his agitated daughter. “What’s 
wrong, Marina?”

She crossed her arms and shook her head in disgust. “What’s wrong with you? She 
broke up with you and you’re still chasing after her. You did this with mom. You did this 
with Natalia and now Blake. Where’s your self-respect?”

Frank’s temper flared. “I don’t know what’s up with you, Marina. Maybe you’re just upset 
over your mom being back or something, but whatever it is, dial it back a couple of 
notches, okay? This attitude of yours is really wearing thin.”

Marina barely held back her tears as she watched her father spin on his heel and leave. 
With a frustrated growl, she picked up a glass and hurled it against the brick wall, 
watching it shatter into pieces, just like her life. She looked around the restaurant at the 
unusually empty tables and chairs and felt the silence close in on her.

*~*~*~*
 
“Hey, Ma, look!” Natalia turned from where she and Olivia were talking to Jonathan 
about his new foreman job with Lewis Construction when Rafe called to her.



As Natalia got closer, she saw Francesca crawling over the blanket. One hand went to 
her mouth as tears welled up and the other reached for Olivia who was at her side, 
smiling. “Oh, our Sweet Pea. She’s growing up.”

Olivia let go of her partner’s hand to wrap an arm around her slim waist. She couldn’t 
stop the huge smile that was plastered on her face and the sheer joy she felt at seeing 
Natalia so content and happy.

Looking over Natalia’s shoulder, Olivia noticed Frank and Blake approach their group. 
After a perfunctory greeting with them, however, she noticed Blake head off to find 
Doris. Tucking that little bit of information away to needle Doris with later, Olivia smirked; 
her friend was definitely not off the hook from their discussion on whatever was 
happening with Blake.

“So, what’s going on here?” Frank wondered why everyone was gathered around.

Natalia proudly stated. “Oh, nothing major. Francesca just crawled for the first time, 
that’s all.”

Frank smiled happily and reached down to lift up his daughter. “Oh, yay, that’s my big 
girl!” He gave Francesca a big kiss on the cheek and the little girl squealed in delight.

“Hey, everybody!” The group parted to show Remy with Christina and Clayton.

Frank clapped his fellow officer on the shoulder. “Hey! The proud Papa!” He tried to get 
Francesca to wave to the smaller baby, but she turned away and buried her face in his 
shoulder.

While Christina showed Clayton off to Olivia and Natalia, Remy made his way around 
the group until he got to Ava, who had stood as he came closer.

“Hey, I hear you’re moving back to town.” Remy mentioned nervously and shoved his 
hands in his pockets.

Ava nodded and tucked some hair behind her ear. “Yeah, moving truck should be here 
tomorrow.”

A few silent moments stretched between them until Ava looked over where Christina 
had sat down on the blanket with Emma and the others.

“He’s beautiful, Remy. He looks just like…” Ava swallowed around the lump in her 
throat.

“I know. I almost called him Max the other day.” Remy couldn’t keep the guilty sound out 
of his voice and Ava looked at her ex.



“He’s healthy, right?” Her forehead creased together in worry.

Remy quickly nodded his head. “Oh yeah…yeah. Perfectly healthy.”

He swallowed hard as Ava’s saddened face looked away. He had wanted to tell her 
about the little things – the slight fever he had this morning or the way his stomach 
would hurt and make him cry. Those little things that kept him up at night unable to 
sleep for worry. He knew she’d understand, but this wasn’t the time or the place for that.
However, when Blake came around letting everyone know that it was time to take their 
seats, the moment was lost. Ava didn’t look back as she took a seat near the end of the 
row next to Rafe and Francesca, and Christina was oblivious to his distraction as he 
silently followed her to a row.

*~*~*~*

The grass crunched under Alex’s feet as she walked hand-in-hand with Fletcher along 
the path to the small gray cobblestone church. It was a quaint and quiet little place that 
the clerk at the hotel’s front desk had told them about the day before, as they made 
plans to finish their last day in Germany. According to the clerk, the church was a 
popular spot for weddings because of its romantic medieval style.

Fletcher pushed hard on the heavy solid oak doors that were stained a rich woodsy 
brown, and guided Alex through them.

A hand went up to her mouth as she held back a tearful smile. “Oh, Fletcher, darling! 
This is stunning!”

“Just like you.” He brushed the back of his hand over her cheek. “I love you, Alex.”

“And I love you.” She kissed him softly before taking his hand to spend a few moments 
wandering around the church looking at the beautiful stained glass and gothic 
architecture before leaving.

The walk back to the hotel was peaceful and leisurely. The clerk smiled at them upon 
their return and asked how they liked the church. After Alex raved about it, they turned 
to go to the elevators.

The clerk called to them. “Be sure to tell your friends and family back home to visit us. 
We already seem quite popular with the residents of Springfield.”

Alex frowned at him and went back to the desk with Fletcher close behind. “What do 
you mean?”



“Oh, I was sure it was a word-of-mouth thing since another couple from Springfield 
stayed here recently.” The young man behind the desk seemed unaffected by the 
scowling faces in front of him.

Fletcher leaned on the desk, nonchalantly. “Really? Do you remember their names?”

The clerk pulled a book out from under the desk and flipped through some pages. After 
a minute or so of searching, he paused with a flourish. “Ah ha! Yes, though I doubt it 
was their real names. It seems they registered under the universal name of Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith.”

Alex looked at Fletcher as she tapped her nails on the desk. “Do you recall what they 
looked like?”

The young man smiled, pleased to be able to help with more information. “Oh yes, they 
were a very handsome couple. Both were tall, blonde, and good-looking.”

“Did the woman have long, straight hair?” Alex pushed a little further but made sure to 
ask in a way that was non-threatening.

“Why, yes, she did! I assume you know them then?” He smiled at the older couple.

Alex laughed. “Actually, we do. Small world, isn’t it?”

The clerk laughed with them. “Indeed. When you see them, be sure to tell them Lukas 
thanks them for their business and to visit us again.”

“We most definitely will, Lukas. Thank you.” Alex turned with Fletcher at her side, 
whispering as they headed to the elevators. “Interesting.”

*~*~*~*
 
After Blake had corralled the attendees to their seats, she glanced over at Doris; the 
other woman had been thumbing through her notes, refreshing her memory on the 
order of events Mindy had outlined. Blake was momentarily distracted as Natalia moved 
closer and smiled at her, touching her shoulder as she passed by then heading to her 
seat. Returning her attention to Doris, she noticed the other woman trying to adjust the 
collar on her blouse, unable to get it inside the lapel of her jacket. Blake deftly moved 
close to Doris, and swirling her finger in a circle, she spoke softly, “Turn around.”

When Doris turned and lifted her hair out of the way, Blake slid her fingers beneath the 
collar to fix it, grazing the digits over the soft skin of the other woman’s neck. At Doris’s 
soft gasp, Blake smiled to herself, slowing down the process of actually fixing the 
material, and she allowed her fingers to caress the skin purposefully.

Doris cleared her throat and moved away, a light blush coloring her cheeks. “Thanks.”



Blake tilted her head to the side and smiled. “You’re welcome.”

“Not just for…,” Doris gestured to her collar and then out to the crowd, clearly flustered 
and unable to finish her sentence, “But also for…”

The other woman laughed softly as she replied, “You’re still welcome, but you don’t 
have to thank me, Doris. You’re my friend, and I like helping you.” Blake watched as 
Doris looked down and swallowed.

When surprisingly tender eyes glanced back up at her, Blake’s heart skipped a beat. “I 
like you, too.”

The moment was broken when Doris’s phone chirped and she glanced down at the 
message. Looking back at Blake, she spoke again, “The limo’s at the corner.”

Blake nodded at her and walked to the front row of seats. Doris noticed she didn’t go 
back to where Frank was sitting in the back with Remy and Christina. “You’re not sitting 
with Frank?”

Blake smirked at her, thankful that Rick and Mindy kept the seating informal so she 
could remain near her friend. “I would if we were together, but we’re not.” She was even 
more amused as she watched Doris try to fight a smile from appearing on her face.
As she took her seat, the words Doris had spoken a few minutes earlier rang in her 
ears. She reasoned that Doris liking her could mean many things, but the flash of fire in 
Doris’s eyes and the way it affected her, meant something more intense than bonding 
over manicures. The most interesting thing for Blake though, was the realization that the 
prospect didn’t bother her. Doris was a fascinating, intense, and passionate woman. 
Aside from gender, Doris was exactly the type of person she would have been attracted 
to in the past. Sighing, Blake leaned back in her chair, and let her eyes wander over in 
Doris’s direction as the mayor waited on the stage for the wedding party to arrive. Truth 
was, the package wasn’t all that bad if Blake had to be completely honest. Not bad at 
all.

*~*~*~*
 
The limousine pulled up to the walkway that led down to the lawn. Rick and Mindy sat 
anxiously in the plush leather seats holding hands as the music began to play. The 
doors of the car opened and Billy and Vanessa exited first, followed by Lizzie and Bill.

Phillip waited until Bill and Lizzie got to the first row of seats before reaching across the 
expanse to slap Rick on the shoulder. “Ready, buddy?”

Rick turned to smile at Mindy. “You betcha.”



The tall man nodded to his friend and exited the limo. He reached down for Beth’s hand, 
guiding her out of the car, and then escorted her down the aisle. As he walked, his hand 
brushed against his pocket – his very empty pocket. His heart sank as he swiftly 
reached his hand inside and came up with nothing. He reached into his pants pocket, 
again nothing.

Beth turned and saw the panicked look on his face as the moved to their respective 
sides of the aisles. “Honey, what’s wrong?”

The wedding march music started as soon as he spoke. “I forgot the rings.”

Both Rick and Mindy were smiling until they saw the upset looks on their best friend’s 
faces. When they came to a stop in front of them, Rick looked at Phillip. “What did you 
do?”

“I, um…I’m sorry. I forgot the rings.” Phillip closed his eyes and braced for Rick and 
Mindy’s response. All he got was silence. When he opened his eyes, he saw Mindy 
pointing back at the limo.

Rick crossed his arms. “I suggest you tip the driver to go fast. Oh, and Phillip, don’t ever 
make fun of my forgetfulness again.”

“Right. Okay…be right back.” He ran as fast as he could to the limo which took off on 
squealing wheels.

Everyone enjoyed a chuckle over it, but Lizzie was none too pleased at her father. She 
kicked one of the hospital’s Board of Directors out of a chair and sat down. Mindy and 
Rick went to stand under some trees in an attempt to stay cool. Several others stood to 
get refreshments for the same reason.

Emma turned to her mommies, suddenly remembering something. “Ma, did you bring 
my camera?”

Natalia reached into her purse. “Yeah, baby, I did. Why do you need it now?”

Emma rolled her eyes. “To get a picture of you and Mom, of course!” When the grown-
ups didn’t move right away, she motioned with her hands for them to move. “Come on!”



Olivia groaned. “Emma, why can’t you take it here?”

“Because it’ll look better under the trees. More…romantic.” The little girl smiled sweetly 
at her parents.

Natalia stood and took Olivia’s hand. “Come on, you. She has your stubborn streak, so 
we might as well give in now.”

Olivia followed her, smiling. “And she has your charm so I’m a goner.”

Natalia pulled her to her under the large oak tree where they had been with Francesca 
earlier and put an arm around her waist. Olivia smiled down at her partner before having 
her attention drawn away by her daughter calling out, “Say cheese.”

Emma looked down at the image on the digital screen and declared it, “Beautiful.”

Olivia ran a gentle hand down Natalia’s back, making her lover curl and sink into her. 
When warm brown eyes looked up at her, she melted a little inside. “Yes, she is.”

The brunette smirked and stood on her toes to give Olivia a soft kiss. “Mmmm, I think 
she got the charm from you.”

*~*~*~*

The midday sun was becoming increasingly suffocating as the crowd waited for Phillip’s 
return with the rings. Most guests had moved to the shade under the trees. Frank 
leisurely strolled away from Olivia and Natalia after playing with his daughter for a few 



minutes. From across the crowd he caught a glimpse of Blake talking to Doris. She 
seemed happy and relaxed, and as he stopped and thought for a moment, he realized 
he was happy, too.

A buzzing in his pocket distracted him, and he pulled out his phone and read a text from 
Marina, ‘Company is getting slammed. Need help.’ Frank sighed and typed out a reply, 
“Be there in a few.”

As he slipped his phone into his pocket, he had to admit to being both annoyed with 
Marina, and grateful that she got him away from the wedding. He moved down the 
sidewalk, not really in a hurry to either leave the wedding or to go to Company. Despite 
being relieved that the breakup with Blake went well, it was still hard to sit at a wedding 
and watch everyone else get their happy ending.

Lost in his own thoughts, Frank didn’t see the limo speed around the corner. He nearly 
stepped into the crosswalk when the blaring horn made him jump back.

*~*~*~*
 
Jeffrey was so focused as he walked the perimeter of the tree line around the park, that 
he didn’t notice the buzzing mosquitoes incessantly biting at him. Somewhere across 
the park he was assured that Anna was doing the same thing.

The one good thing about being here and focused on Edmund was that he wasn’t 
focused on Reva. His self-deprecating mind wasn’t wondering what she was doing with 
Josh. He wasn’t imagining her smiling and happy in another man’s arms or thinking 
about Josh making his son laugh. This was the life he had chosen, the path he had 
willingly decided to follow as a young man back on San Cristobel. The mistakes and 
pain caused by his life on San Cristobel and his connections to the Winslow family were 
still a debt to repay. Olivia, Ava, Reva, Colin, and everyone else he cared about 
deserved to have a life free of the fear Edmund projected onto those Jeffrey loved.

This wasn’t a fight he could give up on now. He had to see it through to the end.
He was so lost in his thoughts that he didn’t immediately hear the rustling of leaves 
behind him. He swung around reaching for his gun as his heart pounded from the rush 
of adrenaline, but there was nothing there. Looking left and right and remaining perfectly  
still, all he could hear was the wind in the trees and the sudden loud buzzing of 
mosquitoes. One landed on his arm and he swatted at it quickly – the blood of the insect 
oozing between his fingers.

*~*~*~*
 
Phillip scrambled out of the limo and ran up the path waving his hands and yelling. “Got 
‘em!”



The crowd filed back to their seats as the musicians played the Jeopardy theme song 
causing everyone to laugh. Phillip gave a pointed but amused look to his best friend. 

Rick merely shrugged his shoulders. “I couldn’t resist.”

Once the crowd settled and everyone took their places, Doris raised her hands and 
looked at Phillip. “Are we ready now?”

He gave her a thumbs-up sign. “We’re good.”

“Excellent,” Doris said as she looked out over the crowd gathered and began the 
ceremony. “Ladies and gentlemen, family and friends, we are gathered here today to 
witness the joining of this man and woman in matrimony.”

*~*~*~*
 
When Frank opened the door to the nearly empty restaurant, he stopped short, 
confused. When he noted that Marina wasn’t even at the counter, he nodded to the two 
customers before picking up some dirty plates from a table and heading around the bar 
to go into the kitchen. Spotting Henry on the floor playing with a wooden spoon first, he 
turned and saw Marina washing one of the boy’s sippy cups at the sink.

“What’s going on, Marina?” His quiet entrance startled the redhead and she jumped. 
She swung a soapy scrub brush around before continuing her cleaning on the cup. “It’s 
was really weird. There was this crazy rush of people and then they just all seemed to 
leave at once. It was a bunch of old people, too. Guess it was one of those tour groups.” 
She shrugged and looked at her perplexed father, who was scratching his head. “I’m 
sorry that I pulled you away from the wedding. I’m sure you could get back in time if you 
wanted to.”

He waved his hand in dismissal. “No, that’s fine.” He walked over to his grandson and 
squatted down to ruffle his hair. “It’s miserably hot out there. I think I’ll just stay here.”

She smiled at him. “Good, we can spend some quality time together.” Then she 
changed the subject. “Have you heard from Grandpa and Lillian?”

Frank stood up and went to the fridge for a beer. “He called me when I was heading 
over to the wedding and said that Lillian still wasn’t feeling great. She must have gotten 
too much sun at the park yesterday.”

She smiled at her father. “It’s cute. Two old folks in love.”

He smirked and nodded as he took a swig of his beer.

*~*~*~*



Anna rubbed at her tired eyes and refocused on the scene in front of her. The long 
expanse of lawn shimmered in the blistering sun, and not for the first time did she 
wonder about the sanity of anyone who would have an outdoor summer wedding. Her 
dark eyes settled on Doris as her ex stood confidently before the couple and crowd, her 
hands clasped in front of her as she spoke from memory.

Anna’s eyes drifted around the crowd to watch for any one out of place, and then to the 
tree line opposite her, looking for movement. Somewhere over there was Jeffrey in a 
similar state of mind, intently keeping his focus on those he cared about. She scanned 
the crowd again and her eyes landed on Doris’s friend Blake. The redhead’s eyes were 
trained on Doris and a soft smile was on her face. Anna wondered if she imagined the 
slight flicker of Blake’s eyes taking in the full length of Doris’s body.

She clenched her fist, nails digging into her palm, as a wave of illogical jealousy came 
over her. Shaking her head and refocusing, she pushed away the thought. After the lies 
and deceit, no matter how well-intentioned, Anna knew she didn’t have a right to want 
more from Doris. The fact that they were even able to indirectly work together was a 
miracle anyway. Doris could have used the opportunity and her power to fire Anna on 
the spot, but she didn’t. Deep down, she knew that Doris still cared for her, but she also 
knew that they’d probably never be the same. It didn’t mean that Anna didn’t hope and 
wish for more though. She wasn’t sure if she’d ever get over Doris, but she also wasn’t 
sure if it was right to hold on to someone who didn’t and probably wouldn’t ever trust her 
again.

Sighing, she rubbed at her forehead. She couldn’t tell where Doris was in the ceremony 
from where she was located, but she hoped it would be over soon. A splash in the lake 
behind her made Anna jump and she turned with wide eyes as she pulled her weapon. 
Staying absolutely quiet, she couldn’t see any movement except the ripples in the water, 
and the only sound was the low mumble coming from Doris as she led the ceremony.
Letting out the breath she had been holding, she turned back around to focus on the 
situation at hand.

The shattering crack of a gun being discharged caused a sudden silence, and it drew 
Anna’s attention to the hooded figure that calmly walked up the path towards the now 
frightened crowd.

*~*~*~*

 ACT 4  

Jeffrey crashed through the bushes that obscured his hiding place as soon as he heard 
the first shot. From the opposite direction, he could see Anna in a full sprint with her gun 
drawn. From the back of the crowd, people were already beginning to scatter as others 
screamed. Even from this distance, he could hear screams abruptly ended as bullets hit 
their targets.



The hooded figure walked slowly and methodically up the aisle between the rows of 
seats. He’d carefully scan and then pick a target that would drop to the ground within a 
split second.

Jeffrey knew the seconds were flying by, but it felt like he was in a horrible dream where 
he couldn’t move. His legs felt heavy and his panic increased the harder he tried to 
move faster. Even Anna seemed to be moving in slow motion.

His attention was split between the shooter, Anna’s proximity, and the location of Ava 
and Olivia. He caught a quick glimpse of Rafe shoving Ava out of her chair as they ran 
for cover.

Jeffrey dove behind a bush as gunfire ricocheted off the small stage as he approached. 
Several people dove over the stage seeking cover and someone tackled the mayor 
rolling safely off into the bushes. He didn’t have time to pay attention to who it was. 
There was no time to waste. He checked that the safety was off on his gun and rose to 
his feet taking aim at the shooter approaching.

*~*~*~*
 
The first thing Anna thought about was Doris. It wasn’t the fact that her fears of 
Edmund’s imminent arrival were being confirmed with deadly proof; it was if Doris was 
okay. There were only two images that she saw at that moment – the shooter, who had 
to be Edmund, walking calmly between the rows of chairs firing on the audience, and 
Doris, frozen on stage in fear.
Her heart pounded in her ears as she struggled to run faster to reach Doris before it 
was too late. Her eyes flipped to Doris, then back to Edmund. His gun pointed forward 
in a direct line for Doris.

Anna knew she had to have screamed; she felt like she was screaming even though 
she couldn’t hear her own voice over the rushing of blood in her ears. In the instant that 
Edmund’s gun discharged and her eyes flitted to the stage, Doris was gone and Anna 
skidded to a stop in terror as the crowds rushed around her seeking a hiding place.
She raised her gun and screamed for Edmund to freeze as he jumped to the stage. 
Faster than she could react, he fired off a round at her, hitting her in the shoulder and 
knocking her to the ground.

*~*~*~*
 
For Phillip, the instinct to reach for Beth and Peyton was second nature when he heard 
the shots fired. He grabbed Rick by the lapel of his jacket with a free hand, after pushing 
Beth to run with Peyton and yelled for him to get Mindy. Bill bumped his father and their 
wives along with the frantic crowd to the food tables off to the side.

Phillip waved his hand and pushed everyone ahead of him. “This way…go, go, go! Get 
down!” He flipped the long metal table on its side as they crouched down behind it.



When a bullet hit the table, the group jumped and Beth huddled closer to him with 
Peyton in her arms. He whispered in his wife’s ear. “It’s okay. Just don’t move. It’s okay.” 
He closed his eyes tight and chanted it like a prayer. He hadn’t considered himself the 
praying type but intense moments of fear would make anyone change their behaviors.

Rick grabbed his shoulder. “What do we do? We have to do something.”

“The only thing we have to do is stay alive. Just stay here. Don’t move!” He looked at 
his friends and family and begged them to follow his lead with his eyes. He looked at 
Lizzie several feet away as she curled up against Bill. He feared how this would affect 
her and the baby, and he found himself praying some more as his mind went to Emma. 
A momentary thought passed through his mind of standing to see if he could find 
Emma, but as bullets hit the tree overhead, raining down leaves and debris on them, he 
tucked that thought away.

Time seemed to move at a crawl. Phillip could hear the gunfire and the frightened 
people all around him. He clung tight to Beth and fought his instinct to charge into the 
battle; he hated feeling helpless against a threat. It had always been his nature to fight 
and protect those he loved. To sit idly by while a madman opened fire on the town was 
not acceptable to him.

A frantic arm crossing in front of him startled Phillip from his musings. Once his eyes 
caught Vanessa’s and he saw the raw fear echoed back to him, he turned his focus to 
where she grabbed onto Billy’s hand. The elder Lewis’s face was ghostly pale and his 
other hand clutched the left side of his chest. Phillip immediately recognized what was 
wrong, and he turned and grabbed hold of Rick’s tuxedo to get his attention.

Pulling Rick in front of him, Phillip shuffled on his knees out of the way, as the doctor 
crouched down next to Billy. Rick ripped Billy’s tux shirt open and leaned down to listen. 
He looked up briefly to Vanessa, who was cradling Billy’s head and crying, then to 
Phillip.

“His heart stopped. I need your help.”

*~*~*~*
 
At first, Blake thought the noise was firecrackers, but then she saw the look of terror 
cross Doris’s face and people began to scream as the popping sound came closer. The 
moment seemed strangely surreal. It was like watching a movie of someone else’s life; 
one of those moments in the horror movie where you argue with the heroine for being 
stupid at putting herself in mortal danger. Why didn’t she run away or call someone? 
Why did she hesitate when she should have just gotten away from the bad guy?

That was how Blake was feeling about herself at the moment. She was the stupid 
heroine in her own movie. She’d never understand what possessed her to do it, but 



when she saw the wood from the stage Doris was on begin to fly apart and splinter from 
bullets, she jumped out of her seat and into the direct line of the mayor, tackling her to 
the hard surface and rolling off into the bushes.

Blake landed on top of Doris. She had no time to think about what she was doing, or the 
position they were in. She wrapped her arms around the other woman to protect her 
from getting hurt as bullets and debris continued to fly around them.

*~*~*~*
 
A cold sweat broke out all over Rafe as soon as he heard the gunshots. He pulled 
Francesca close and reached automatically for a rifle that wasn’t there. Without a 
weapon, he felt defenseless and instinct kicked in so that he sought out a place to take 
cover.

He saw the frozen look in Ava’s eyes and shoved at her. “That tree, go!” He raced 
behind her with Francesca in his arms. The trio scrambled behind the oak tree where 
they had played with Francesca earlier. It was barely large enough to block them, but it 
would have to do.

The adrenaline was pumping through his veins and he felt the familiar tunneling of his 
vision that always happened in combat. He now recognized the physical reaction for 
what it was. Often when he had become angry - whether at Gus, his mom, or Olivia - he 
had reacted the same way. However, his training had allowed him to use the response 
to his benefit and to hone his fight or flight response on the field.
Instead of panic, he now focused on his immediate proximity and anything he could use 
as a weapon. He growled in frustration when he realized nothing was handy. He was 
helpless to stop the attack being unleashed on his family and friends.

Pulling Ava and Francesca closer to him, he looked back over his shoulder. Almost 
everyone had either been hit or hidden. He surveyed the grounds for the rest of his 
family. Leyla and Emma were hiding about twenty feet from him behind a bush. Leyla 
was holding on tight to her niece as Emma, who was visibly shaking, buried her face in 
her aunt’s neck. Olivia was waving her hand and screaming, and that was when he saw 
her. His mom was crouched between a row of chairs and covering her head with her 
arms.

The gunman had reached the stage and pounced on it as if it needed to be conquered. 
He flipped his hood back and waved the gun out ahead of him then pulled another from 
under his sweatshirt. Rafe buried his feet into the ground, ready to make a run for his 
mother as soon as the gunman turned away from his line of sight. He started to hand off 
Francesca to Ava, but when he turned back, he saw Olivia running towards his mom.

*~*~*~*
 



One of the last things Natalia remembered was inching closer to Olivia as the older 
woman draped her arm across the chair behind her. She glanced up into smiling green 
eyes before they were drawn away to look behind them. Natalia saw the confusion on 
Olivia’s face transform to an emotion rarely seen in her partner - fear.

Olivia jumped to her feet and tugged on her hand. She saw Olivia screaming at her, but 
she couldn’t make her feet move. A bullet shattered a wooden chair next to them 
making them jerk apart. Natalia landed flat on her back with a hard thud. Above her, she 
caught a glimpse of the gunman as he passed by her. When she wasn’t in his line of 
sight, she scrambled to her knees and that’s when she saw it.

Olivia’s gun. Shiny and bright like a beacon in the harsh afternoon sun. She didn’t think 
about how it got there and really didn’t question it. All she could think was that she had 
to get to it.

As soon as her hand landed on the warm metal, another bullet whizzed past her. She 
quickly tucked the gun under her and buried her face in the cool grass underneath her. 
She was sure if the gunman had seen her move that he’d shoot her. So, she waited 
and, when nothing happened, she looked up. Beyond the row of seats, she could see 
Olivia with Emma and Leyla. Olivia was waving frantically for her to make a run for it.
Where was the rest of her family?

She looked around and finally spotted Rafe holding Francesca, and she thought she 
caught a glimpse of Ava just beyond his shoulder.

With her heart feeling like it was going to beat out of her chest, she eased her head 
around to where the gunman stood on the stage. Recognition struck her in an instant, 
and she realized the fear that everyone in town had spoken of had come true; Edmund 
Winslow was on a rampage and he held a large portion of the town hostage with his 
guns.

She swallowed down her fear and waited. Certainly someone would come to help.
Looking back up at her partner, she noticed Olivia watching Edmund. Olivia held up a 
hand and after a few minutes passed, she waved for her to run towards her. She could 
tell Olivia, someone not used to inaction or waiting for reinforcements, was getting 
frustrated, but she couldn’t seem to make herself move from the spot on the ground.
Natalia could hear voices; a female voice from one side and then a male voice that 
sounded a lot like Jeffrey, from the other. Edmund said something back, but Natalia 
wasn’t worried about that. All she could do was watch as Olivia’s panic rose. The older 
woman ran her fingers through her hair, and if she was standing, she’d probably be 
pacing.

Instead, Natalia could see the moment that Olivia made a decision. The other woman 
sneered menacingly from behind the bush, preparing her body and mind to act. Natalia 
wanted to call out to Olivia to stop, but she couldn’t without endangering her life. A rush 
of panic and fear propelled Natalia up from the ground to reach for Olivia’s outstretched 



hand. They made contact and Olivia clutched at her hand fiercely to drag her back 
behind the bush to safety.

Olivia held her close then pulled back to check her for injuries. “Are you okay?”

Natalia nodded quickly, tears soaking her face with relief. “I’m fine. Terrified, but fine. 
What do we do?”

Olivia pulled everyone closer and whispered to all of them. “Just stay perfectly still. 
Don’t make any noise or draw any attention to our location. I think I heard Anna and 
Jeffrey earlier so they’re here, and even though I haven’t seen him, Remy’s 
somewhere.”

A realization came to Natalia. “What about Frank?”

Olivia shook her head. “I don’t know. I haven’t seen him since the ceremony started.” An 
idea came to her then and she smiled, “The wonder of technology. I’ll text him and he 
can call in the cavalry. Where’s my purse?”

Natalia watched as Olivia searched their immediate area. When she found it and pulled 
it open, she realized her gun was missing. “Where’s my…?”

The question was stolen from Olivia as a shrill cry pierced the silence. Both women 
looked over their shoulders to see Rafe struggling to silence Francesca.

Edmund’s evil laugh and Francesca’s cries created a horrid chorus of perversity mixed 
with innocence. “Well, what do we have here?”

In an instant, Olivia and Natalia made eye contact, and before Olivia could react and 
pull Natalia back, she saw her partner shake her dark head and stand to her feet, 
pointing the gun that Natalia had been hiding at her side at Edmund Winslow.

Natalia stepped out a few feet to ensure she stood between Edmund and her children. 
Her raised hand was surprisingly steady, and her eyes focused in on the cold emptiness 
in Edmund’s eyes. She could hear Olivia begging her to get down, but she couldn’t – 
no, she wouldn’t – let anyone hurt her family.

In a voice that was far calmer than she felt, she asked one simple question of Edmund. 
“Why?”

He tilted his head a little and flashed a shockingly charming smile. “Have you ever lost a 
child?” She shook her head. “I have. Do you need to lose a child in order to understand 
the lengths you’d go to in order to right a wrong?”

Natalia shook her head. “No, I don’t. I know exactly what I’d do.”



He smirked at her, as his finger twitched on the trigger. “And that is?”

“Anything.” In the split second it took for him to pull the trigger, Natalia read the evil 
intent in his eyes and fired her gun.

Falling to her knees, the sound of gunfire ricocheting around her finally made sense, 
and all she could hear was Olivia screaming, “NOOOOOOOOO!!!!”

TO BE CONTINUED...NEXT SEASON.

*~*~*~*

 

 


