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Dear Readers, 

Welcome to the Suspenseful Seduction World! 

The author of this book has borrowed (with my permission) one or more of my characters from the Trident Security series and/or the Doms of The Covenant series. Some are minor characters who are now getting their own story, thanks to the authors writing in my world, while others are major characters who are being mentioned to connect the story to my series. This book and others like it, is being published through Suspenseful Seduction Publishing with a contractual agreement between myself and the author. 

While I may have provided some suggestions for including my characters in the storyline, this book is the sole work of the author who wrote it. I was not involved in the writing or editing process, however, several Beta Readers familiar with my characters helped review the final product. While the BDSM lifestyle is included in most of the books in my series, it may or may not be included in the SSW authors’ storylines.

I’m honored so many authors loved my characters and series that they wanted to include them in their stories. 

Thank you for supporting the author and me and I hope you enjoy this extension of my Trident Security and/or Doms of The Covenant series. 

Love,

Samantha Cole
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“Mom,” ten-year-old Brandon Alexander said, from the back seat of the minivan he was riding in. “Can I ask you something without you getting mad?” 

“Are you going to swear?” Ginny Alexander glanced in the rear-view mirror at her three children and bit the inside of her cheek to stop her smirk at their expressions. It was a running joke with them that if they asked if they could ask a question, she’d ask if they would swear.

“No, I will not swear.”

“Well, then, you can ask me anything.”

“You promise not to get mad?”

“As long as you don’t swear, I promise not to get mad.”

“Okay.” Brandon looked at his two siblings. Ginny looked in the mirror as Alyssa and Jack nudged him and nodded. “Is Father coming back?”

Ginny jerked the wheel at his question, taken aback, glanced around and spotted a wide pull off up the road. She pulled in, put the car in park, released her seatbelt, then turned back to her three children. After she drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly as she looked them directly in the eye. “Would it upset you if he doesn’t?”

“No,” all three of them said as one. “I only asked because I had fun this weekend. What we did should be how all families operate. I mean, what man demands that his children call him Father and not Dad or Daddy? Who wears a tie to Thanksgiving dinner? Why do Jack and I have to sit in the formal living room, reading a boring book, while you and Alyssa are cooking in the kitchen? It seems barbaric. What if I want to learn how to cook?”

The insight of her ten-year-old amazed her. Her eight-year-old Jack spoke next.

“Yeah. I had fun this weekend. Both the boys and girls cooked. It was nice seeing that and the laughing. I don’t think I’ve ever heard you laugh as much as you did this weekend. I liked it. You have a pretty laugh. I don’t like you slaving away making the meal and then having to clean up afterward. It’s not fair. I liked that your new friends had the women rest while the men cleaned up.”

Her children discussed what the last three days had been like. They’d spent them at Sophia Swanson’s for Thanksgiving. Several people had been there, and the kids had camped out in the completed basement with their friend, Connor Phillips.

Ginny studied her children, reached back and held her hand out. Brandon, Jack and thirteen-year-old Alyssa each placed one of theirs on top. “I won’t lie to you. Your father left us all over two months ago. I have not heard from him since. I will tell you now that as soon as I can afford it, I will be contacting a lawyer for a divorce.”

“Can you keep us?” Jack asked, squeezing Ginny’s hand tighter.

“I will do everything in my power to get custody of you three. I know it’s not going to be easy, but I will fight for you. I have a feeling it’s going to be bad before it gets better. Let’s make a promise to each other right now, all four of us.” She tightened her grip on their hands and when they returned it, she nodded. “No matter what happens, the four of us stick together. If by some miracle your father wants you for a weekend, you don’t tell him what I’m doing. On the other side of the coin, you don’t tell me what he’s doing. Not unless you feel that you are in danger and need me to come get you. Jack, that means no tattling. If it’s something you feel is dangerous, then yes, you can tell. I don’t care if it’s me, a teacher, or another adult. Tell someone.”

“Like what happens in our house, stays in our house?” Alyssa giggled.

“Exactly.” Ginny smiled at her oldest child.

“But what if it’s something bad?” Jack asked.

“Remember how many times you try to tattle on your brother and sister? I always ask you questions before you can tell me what they did?”

“Yes.”

“Remember those questions. If you can’t remember what they are, then talk to your brother and sister. The three of you decide as to whether I need to know the information. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” all three children said as one.

“If you have any questions, I will answer them. Same rules apply as always. As long as you don’t swear, you can ask anything. I may not be able to tell you everything, there are some things that adults need to keep to themselves, but together, we can get through this.”

“I love you, Mom.” Brandon unbuckled his seatbelt, leaned between the seats and hugged his mother, after kissing her cheek. Jack and Alyssa followed suit. Before she could pull back onto the road, Ginny wiped her tears. She loved her children to the moon and back.

They continued the rest of the way home in silence. When they were a mile away from home, Ginny looked in the mirror and said. “Each of you take your own bag inside, someone grab mine and I’ll get the box. The first thing is to take your dirty clothes to the laundry room. It’s only Saturday, but we can get a head start on the laundry. We’ve been gone since Wednesday and I know we’re all tired, but it’s still early enough to get some work done.”

“Okay, Mom.”

Ginny pulled into the driveway and passed a set of keys back to Alyssa. After stopping, Alyssa jumped out of the van, ran around and unlocked the side door. From the inside she unlocked another lock, then quickly opened the garage door. Ginny had taken the precaution of changing the locks on the door and locking the garage after John, her estranged husband, had left. Along with changing the locks on the doors and windows, she had also reset the code for the security alarm.

Since John had left, after the kids went to bed, every night Ginny had slowly been going through all the paperwork in John’s home office. Her first thought had been that she wouldn’t be able to handle being on her own. John had never allowed her to work outside the home. He had controlled everything, from paying the bills, to allotting her money for groceries and the children. She had started going through his desk to look for the mortgage payment and the utility bills. If she was going to survive, she needed to know what she was facing. She needed to know what she had to pay in order to keep a roof over all their heads.

A little over a week after John had left, she’d received a phone call out of the blue. Her daughter had told her friends what had happened and one of those friends had mentioned to a family member that Ginny might be looking for a job. When she’d gotten the call, she jumped on it. One of her bosses was a wonderful woman named Sophia Swanson. Her other boss was the actual owner of HALO Customs, Curt Bannerman.

Never in her wildest dreams would she have thought she would have ever worked, or even associated with anyone who handled motorcycles. It wasn’t that she was a snob, she just never thought she’d have the ability to handle herself. When watching them on the road, they had always scared her. So far, everything seemed to be working well. Sophia was her idol. After seeing how Sophia had survived being kidnapped and beaten a few weeks ago, Ginny realized that she herself was a strong woman. She could take care of herself and her three children. She didn’t need John in her life. For years he had kept her repressed, refusing to allow her to work outside the home. Hell, he had even opposed her going to college. She had gotten pregnant while still a senior in high school and John had married her. During that first pregnancy, she’d lost her parents to a drunk driver. It seemed that was when John had begun to control her life more and more. Going over the paperwork every night, Ginny had been enlightened as she went through John’s files. She didn’t know if it was a curse on his part, or a windfall on hers. She took the precaution of making copies if she thought something would help her divorce case and every morning, she’d stop on her way to work and put the originals in her safe deposit box. She left the copies of John’s files at the house. She had even gone so far as to wear gloves when she handled the papers. She didn’t know how nasty the divorce would get and with her holding onto the originals, maybe they could get John’s fingerprints off of them to prove that he had owned them at one time.

Once Ginny was parked and the vehicle was shut off, everyone had their arms full as they headed toward the house. Ginny paused long enough to lock the garage. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust John, no, that wasn’t right, she didn’t trust John. He’d left them the Friday before Labor Day back in September and it was now the Saturday after Thanksgiving. Ginny had done a lot of things to try to protect her and her children during that time. She wasn’t about to slack off now. Their safety was paramount in their survival.

As they entered the house, the kids scattered. Ginny assumed it was to go to the laundry room, or their bedrooms. She went to the kitchen to take care of the box of cooking utensils she’d taken to Sophia’s house. As soon as she completed that task, she went up to her bedroom to unpack her own suitcase. She gathered all her dirty laundry from being away and what had been left before leaving three days ago. Back downstairs, she was the first one in the laundry room and started the first load. Alyssa was the next one down, followed by Brandon.

“MOMMY!” Jack yelled and Ginny grinned when she pictured her youngest son trying to bring his basket of clothes down.

“I’ll help him.” Alyssa left the laundry room. Before leaving, she turned. “Can we get a pizza for supper?” Ginny saw such a hopeful look on her daughter’s face, there was no way she could turn her down.

“Sure.” Ginny nodded, relieved she didn’t have to cook. This would be the first time in the history of her life as an Alexander, she was talking fourteen years here, that she had ever agreed to order something that she hadn’t prepared herself. As the afternoon wore on, the four of them cleaned the house. When they were done, it was time to order the pizza. They all folded clothes as they waited. When the bell rang, Brandon ran to the door, coming back in seconds. Ginny knew that he would be back. From an early age, he had been instructed to look out the window beside the door and come get one of his parents before opening it. One of the things John had taught all of their children.

“Brandon?” Ginny saw her son’s face was stark white. As she looked him up and down, she saw that he was actually trembling. “How much for the pizza?”

“Don’t know, Father’s at the door,” Brandon said so quietly, that he was asked to repeat it.

When she finally understood what he’d said, she sucked in her breath, stood and smoothed her hands down her jeans. She let her breath out slowly, looked at her children and said. “Do not leave this room.” When they agreed, she went to the front door. Opening it, she stepped out onto the porch, closing the door behind her and locked it after bringing her keys with her.

“John, what can I do for you?” Ginny didn’t beat around the bush. It had been over two months, and this was the first contact since he told her he couldn’t do it anymore and walked out the front door. Looking at him, she realized that she didn’t have the strong feelings for him she’d had in the past. Being on her own, supporting herself and the kids had opened her eyes to a lot of new things. She was tense, only because she didn’t know what he wanted. She wasn’t tense about the fact that she didn’t love him anymore. Once she realized that, she knew she could get through anything.

“What do you mean, what can you do for me? I’m your husband, I would like to come into my own house.”

“I’m sorry, but you gave up that right when you walked out of here twelve weeks ago. If I remember correctly, your exact words were that you were done. You packed several suitcases and left. You gave up the right to call this your home as soon as you deserted us.”

John growled. “Are you going to let me inside?”

“No, what do you want, John?”

“I’d like to see my children.”

“Why the sudden interest? You haven’t called, seen, or contacted them since you’ve been gone. Not even a freaking phone call. Do you realize that your youngest son had a birthday since you’ve been gone? You sent nothing. What makes you think I’m going to disrupt their lives on a whim from you?” Ginny mentally patted herself on the back for not letting her nerves sound in her voice. She crossed her arms over her chest and studied the man before her. It was five o’clock on a Saturday evening and he was dressed in a three-piece suit. His tie was even tied, not loosened. He also didn’t have a hair out of place. As she continued to watch him, she realized that she felt nothing for him. Not love, not hatred, nothing. He was a complete stranger to her as she stood there looking at him. She nodded and continued to stare at him, remaining silent.

One of the things Ginny had done as she grabbed her keys to come outside, was that she’d turned her phone on to record this conversation and stuck it in her shirt pocket. She was going to make sure she had this exchange recorded. She crossed her arms and saw the phone was pushed up a little more, so that the camera was angled toward him.

“As your husband, I demand that you let me into my own house,” John barked at her. She could see that he had his fists clenched and was beginning to shake. In the past, Ginny would have been cowering to do his bidding. This was different. This was her children’s safety she had to protect.

“No. I told you that you gave up the right to be my husband the minute you stuck your dick in another woman. If you want to see my children, get a court order.”

“Who told you I was fucking someone else?”

“You just did. And for your information, this conversation is being recorded. If you want to see the kids, get a lawyer.”

“I am a fucking lawyer. I want to see my kids, now.”

“No, take me to court. I’m guessing you’re only here because you got in a fight with whatever woman you’re fornicating with and don’t have anywhere else to go. You’re not coming here. I’m done with you, John.” Ginny started to turn back toward the house, when she heard a strange noise before she was whipped around, and John’s hand closed around her throat. This was the first time in all the time she’d known him that he’d turned violent. Unable to say anything, because he was cutting her air off, she used her nails to claw at his hand. She tried to duck when she saw his other hand was fisted and aiming toward her face. At the last minute he opened his fist and slapped her.

*****
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“9-1-1, what is your emergency?”

“Yes, my name is Vanessa. I’m a pizza delivery person, I work for Mark’s Pizzeria. I’m delivering a pizza to seventeen twenty-one Maplehurst Road. A man is hitting a woman on the front porch.”

“Do you know if there is anyone else home?”

“No, I’m in the driveway behind a fancy car, blocking him in. Before I could get out to deliver the pizza, she started to walk away, he grabbed her and had her by her throat. Shit, he just slapped her again. Oh crap, the door just opened, and three kids came out. They’re yelling and trying to push the man off the woman.”

“I’ve dispatched the police. They’re in the area, help is on the way.”

“Thank you, I’ve written the license plate of the car in front of me down. In case he tries to get away.”

“Thank you, the police are on the way.”

Vanessa sat there and didn’t know what to do. She decided she would help. She might only be eighteen, but she was never one to back down from a fight. Exiting her car, she hurried up the front steps and because no one expected it, she kicked the man in the knee from behind. He fell to the ground, releasing the woman, but not before bellowing his anger. The three children dragged the abused woman back away from the man and just as the man jumped to his feet and let out another roar, the woman grabbed Vanessa and dragged her into the house. They all slammed the door and locked it. Breathing hard, they propped themselves against the door.

“Thank you,” Ginny said, trying to get her breath.

“I’m Vanessa, your pizza’s out in my car. I saw what he did and called 9-1-1. They said the police were on their way.”

Everyone jumped when there was loud pounding on the door. Ginny refused to answer it, but she did look out the window and heard the threats John was making against her. When there was another loud knock, she held her kids back and leaned to the side again. When she saw John was being handcuffed and walked to a police car, she began to breathe easier. A police officer was standing on the other side of the door. She gingerly opened it, leaving the chain on.

“Miss, are you okay? The call said you were being attacked.”

“I called it in.” Vanessa squared her shoulders and stood tall. She was abreast to Ginny when the older woman opened the door all the way.

“Van, what are you doing here?” The police officer asked in shock.

“Barry,” Vanessa sighed a deep sigh of relief. “I was delivering a pizza to this address. I saw two people on the porch. Her and him.” She pointed to both Ginny and John, who was now in the back seat of a squad car, screaming that everyone would regret arresting him.

“Okay, what did you see?”

“The woman.” Vanessa began.

“Ginny, my name is Ginny Alexander.”

“Okay, Ginny was facing him, then turned her back on him. She had keys in her hand and went to unlock the door. He grabbed her from behind, whipped her around, choked her and then he started to use his fist on her, but at the last minute he opened his hand. He slapped her twice. The door was opened and those three came out and started yelling and pushing at him. He was trying to punch the children and he wouldn’t let go of Ginny. I exited my car and came up behind him to kick his knee like you taught me. He went down and we all rushed inside, then you showed up a minute later.”

“Miss?”

“Yeah, what she said.” Ginny nodded and pulled her phone from her pocket. She handed it over to the officer.

“I’m Officer Barry Newman, what is this?”

“I recorded our conversation. That man is my husband, he left here twelve weeks ago. This is the first time the children or I have seen him since the day he walked out of here.”

“Okay.” He nodded and pressed play. The more he watched, the more his eyebrows disappeared. Once the video was done, he looked at her. “I’m going to send this to my work e-mail if that is okay with you?”

“Yes, are you going to arrest him?”

“Yes, I’m going to have to ask you to come down to the station to give a statement. Will you be willing to press charges?”

“Yes and I want his car towed out of here, at his expense.”

“Will do.” Barry smirked at her. “I hate to ask, but I think it would be better if the children don’t come down to the station. If you’ll allow it, I’ll take their statements here, then you can follow me.”

“Okay, but I have to make a phone call first. I need to call someone to get the children. I won’t leave them home alone.”

“Understood.” Barry nodded and turned to Vanessa. “Thanks, Van. Why don’t you go back to work? I can take it from here.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. I’ll see you at home.” After Vanessa left, he turned to Ginny. “My baby sister.”

“Ah.” Ginny went to shut the door, but Vanessa had returned and stuck out the pizza box.

“No charge.” She was gone before Ginny could say anything. After setting the children up in the kitchen, she grabbed the house phone and stepped into the living room, telling Officer Newman to start questioning her children.

Ginny made four phone calls before someone would answer. She hated to call this person, but she knew her kids would be safe with him.

“Hello.” Came a gruff voice and Ginny’s whole body did a shimmy. She loved the sound of that gravelly voice. It did something to her, but now wasn’t the time to get excited about a man. She currently had one she needed to divorce before she could think about dating another one.

With a deep sigh, she spoke. “Randy, it’s Ginny.”

“Oh, hey, what’s up?”

“I’m sorry to bother you, but I have a huge favor to ask.”

“No bother, I’m just standing in the barn, looking around to see what I can start on for Soph and Sean’s wedding. What’s up?”

“Could I get you to come and pick up my kids. Take them back to your place?”

“What’s wrong?” Randy’s voice was suddenly serious. She thought she heard him running.

“John showed up and it got ugly. He attacked me. The police are here now, and I have to go to the station to give a formal statement. I’m pressing charges against him.”

“Give me your address, I’ll be right there.”

She gave it to him and after she hung up, she breathed easier. She knew the kids would be safe. She stepped back into the kitchen and everyone looked at her. “Eat.” She indicated the untouched pizza on the table. “Randy’s coming to take you kids to his place. He said you can help him in the barn for the wedding.” He hadn’t really said that, but it was the only thing she could think to tell them, so they wouldn’t worry about her. In the last three days, Randy had taken both boys and the other men over, to show them what he had meant about the barn. Sean had come back to tell Sophia that he really liked the idea of having their wedding there. Ginny hadn’t wanted her boys to be a problem, so on one of their trips, she’d tagged along. She also liked what Randy had planned for the barn. Afterward, Randy had reassured her the boys were fine. When they’d returned, that was all Jack and Brandon could talk about.

“Yes!” Jack did a fist pump and grinned. He picked up a slice of pizza and took a huge bite.

“For Sophia and Sean’s wedding?” Brandon asked.

“Yes.”

“Sean Kilduff?” Barry frowned at them. “I work with him.”

“I work with Sophia at HALO Customs. I’m the office manager. We just spent the last three days at Sophia’s for Thanksgiving. I tried to call her to see if she could get the kids, but she didn’t pick up. Neither did Susan, I ended up calling Randy Fry. I also work with him.”

“He’s a great guy, I’ve known him all my life. He’ll keep the kids safe. I’ll be honest here. I don’t know if your ex will post bail or not. I would recommend that you get a restraining order against him while you file charges. I’ll take your statement, then take pictures of the damage to your neck.”

“He’s going to have scratches on his hands and face.” Ginny admitted. “I scratched him, trying to get him to let go of me.”

“I understand, but the bruises on your neck should prove they’re defensive wounds. The video you took will go a long way. If you have a lawyer, I’d call them to meet you at the station. On the way in, I’ll call the crime lab. You’re going to want to have everything legal and by the book.”

“That’s just it, John was my lawyer, as well as my now soon-to-be ex-husband.”

“Hire someone else. I can call someone I know to meet you downtown.”

“Thank you.” Ginny breathed easier knowing the cops were going to help her. At the pounding on the door, it was Barry who went to answer. He returned and before Ginny could react, she was whipped around and engulfed in a set of huge, muscular arms. She instantly felt safe.

“Are you okay?” Randy asked into her hair. He didn’t know who was shaking worse, him or Ginny. Ever since he’d learned she’d been attacked he could only picture the way Sophia had looked less than a month ago. He reared back and studied her intently. After seeing the bright red handprint on her face, he leaned in and gently kissed it. Only then did he step back, lift her chin. It took everything he had to restrain from swearing. He knew how much Ginny hated it.

Randy looked over at the kids and saw Alyssa quickly look away from them. Jack stared at them, and Brandon had bright red cheeks. From his vantage point, they didn’t look like they’d been harmed. He hoped that once they were secure with him, they’d open up to him enough to tell him what the hell had happened. He grinned. “Hey, you guys want to come help me in the barn?”

“Yes,” they said and Ginny got them ready while Randy talked with Barry.

“She pressing charges?”

“Yes, luckily, she had it all on video on her phone, He’s not getting out of denying the charges. She needs to come down and press formal charges. While at the station, I’ll take her statement and have the crime unit come over and take pictures. She said she scratched him, and I’ll get them to gather the evidence.”

“Does she have a lawyer?”

“I called someone I know, explained what was going on and he’ll meet us there.”

“Good,” Randy said and changed back into the smiling man for the kids, when he heard them coming. He reassured Ginny she had nothing to worry about. He told her to come to his place when she was done. He even packed up the pizza and took it with them.

Ginny stared after Randy as he backed out of the driveway and sighed. She could fall in love with that man. Sighing again, she knew it would be months, maybe years, if ever, before she would be ready to have another man in her life. Being with John has soured her against only of the male species.
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It was going on ten o’clock when Ginny finally pulled into Randy’s home. She hadn’t thought filing charges against John would be so time consuming. It was Claire Ambrose that explained the process while she’d been cleaning beneath Ginny’s nails. If it weren’t for Claire’s calm voice, Ginny would have walked out of the station and told them to forget it. But Claire’s calm resolve settled Ginny. It didn’t help that the police station was small and while they were taking John’s statement, he’d only been a few feet away and he kept threatening her. At one point, Claire looked at him and growled, “Don’t you understand the right to remain silent?”

Ginny had snickered and had to turn her face away.

“I swear, some people think their shit don’t stink, but it’s people like that who are the cesspool of society.”

Ginny tittered and bit the inside of her lip, as she asked, “Does it help that he’s a lawyer?”

“Good God, no.” Claire reared back and gave Ginny the stink eye. “That makes it worse.” Ginny didn’t want to burst out laughing, so she remained silent as Claire finished her job. Afterward, pictures were taken of her injuries, and she refused to look into the camera. Thankfully, Claire seemed to understand. When Claire finished, she patted her on the hand. “I’m so sorry you’re going through this. I’ll document everything and get my report to Officer Newman.”

“Thank you.” Ginny remained silent but squeezed Claire’s hand before she left. She then had to give her statement to the responding police officer. By that time, John had been taken into the cells in the back and she could breathe easier. Once her statement was given, she sighed when a man who Officer Newman introduced as a lawyer arrived and told him what was going on. Ginny wasn’t happy with his statement to her.

“I’ll be honest, Mrs. Alexander, you might not have a case here. If this is the first time John’s ever done something like this, there’s no guarantee that the judge will throw the book at him.”

“So, are you going to represent me or not?” She snapped at him. She was tired, hungry and wanted to go home to her children.

“I’ll see what I can do. I have to be honest again, I know John and from what he’s told me about you, I don’t see that you have a case.”

“What was your name again?” Ginny frowned at him.

“Kristopher Webster.” He stuck his hand out and Ginny looked at it like it was about to bite her.

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Webster. If you can sit there and tell me that you’re siding with John, when I have the evidence of his abuse literally all over my face and neck, then I don’t have any use for you. Its men like you that want to keep women oppressed. You are a disgrace to humankind.” She turned to Barry Newman and asked through gritted teeth, “Are we done?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ginny rose to her feet and held out her hand to the younger man. “Thank you for your kindness and understanding.” She turned to Mr. Webster and wrinkled her nose at him. “Good day. Don’t contact me. I won’t be using your services. I’ll find someone who isn’t supporting abusers.” With that, she turned on her heel and strode out of the police station. She was halfway to Randy’s place, when she started shaking and had to pull over to the side of the road. It took almost thirty minutes to get herself under control. Before she could drive again.

At Randy’s, she slowly exited her van and made her way up to his porch. After her light knock, she realized she hadn’t knocked hard enough, so she did so a second time. This time the homeowner opened the door himself. Ginny sighed at the sight of him in his button-down shirt, which was unbuttoned and hanging open. He had a very impressive six pack going on. He also wore jeans and as her eyes traveled down his body she smirked at his bare feet.

“Come in.” Randy stepped back and indicated where everyone’s shoes were, so she removed her own. Before they went further into the house, she looked around and frowned.

“Yeah, don’t get me started.” He sighed. “After I finished renovating the house, I decided to hire an interior decorator. I fired her. What’s left is a combination of the crap I couldn’t sell and what I already had. When I get a few minutes, I might think about changing some things. Sorry about the décor.”

Ginny looked around and after several minutes, she winked. “At least it’s eclectic.”

Randy threw his head back and laughed. “There’s a word I could use.” The further into the living room they went, the harder Ginny had to bite her lip to keep from bursting out laughing. There was an old worn leather sectional, modern and sleek tables and then some type of chair that she had no idea how anyone could sit in it. Not only did it look uncomfortable, but it was a gaudy green in color. Not that she didn’t like green, but that particular shade looked like someone had an upset stomach and had an accident on it.

She saw that her children were sprawled out on the couch and were enjoying a snack of popcorn. Their eyes were glued to the television. She also noticed each had an empty cup in front of them. As she turned to Randy, she sighed. “They didn’t have soda, did they?”

“No, hot apple cider.”

“Thank God. Jack bounces off the walls if he has too much sugar.”

“Would you like a cup? The kids are enjoying a movie and there’s about fifteen minutes left of it.”

“Don’t you want to finish watching it?”

“Naw, I’ve seen it several times. It’s an old Disney classic.” He held out his hand to indicate for her to proceed him into the kitchen. She paused and looked around.

“Now, this I like.”

“Yeah, I refused to allow the interior decorator in this room. This is all my doing.” He smiled as he went to the refrigerator that Ginny thought was cabinets. It was built in to match them beautifully. She also saw a six-burner gas stove, with an oven beneath and a microwave attached above. She also noted the sink, dishwasher and double wall ovens.

“I could get used to those.” She pointed to the ovens and made herself at home at the island. She watched as he rinsed out a pan, she assumed he’d used it earlier and poured the cider into it, before placing it on the stove. Once it was warm, he poured it into two cups and grinned when he produced a stick of cinnamon and plopped it into her cup.

After her first sip, she nodded. “Perfect.”

“Thank you, I know I don’t have a right to ask, but how did everything go?”

“Okay, I guess. Claire Ambrose was the person from the crime unit that cleaned out the DNA beneath my nails. She also swabbed my neck and took pictures. Have you ever been in the police station?”

“Yeah, it’s not very big. What did they do with your ex while you were there?”

“He was spouting off at the mouth right beside me. Yelling that it was all my fault, then he told me that the charges would never stick, because of who he is. At one point, Claire actually asked him if he knew what the right to remain silent meant.”

Randy smirked, then frowned. “So, who is he? Is he someone important?”

“I don’t think so. John had always had delusions of grandeur. I didn’t think he was that important. Up until three years ago, he worked at a small practice here in town.”

“What does he do for a living?”

“He’s a lawyer.” She giggled.

Randy stared at her in shock, then threw his head back and laughed. Ginny watched the muscles on his chest and abs contract. He was standing at the stove facing her with that shirt still unbuttoned. She licked her lips and tasted the cider and cinnamon. She would forever associate that taste with him.

“So, what happened three years ago?”

“His boss was going to retire and John got a job with the firm, Harris, Baron and White up in Des Moines. For the first six months, he commuted. He wanted to move, but I refused. I didn’t want to disrupt the kids from school and everything they knew.” She paused and looked off to the side, then looked at Randy in shock. “That was the first time in our time together that I said no to him. Looking back now, I believe that was the beginning of the end and I don’t really care. Anyway, he got an apartment. He’d leave here early Monday and get in around nine Friday evening,” she whispered, not wanting to meet Randy’s eyes. When he remained silent, she glanced up and saw nothing but compassion in his expression. She was able to continue. “After about a year, things changed.”

“How?”

“He’d go back on Sunday, saying he wanted to beat morning traffic. Or he wouldn’t come home until Saturday, saying he had to work late on Friday. Sometimes he wouldn’t come home at all. Then just before Labor Day, he watched the kids get on the bus, then came in, packed his clothes that were still at the house and told me he couldn’t do it anymore. Tonight was the first time I’ve seen him since then.” She rubbed her forehead and slowly picked up her cup of cider. As she leaned back in her chair, she studied the man before her.

“I know I shouldn’t ask, but is there any way the two of you would get back together?”

Ginny looked over her shoulder to see if her children were listening, then leaned in. Randy stepped up to the island and leaned down on his forearms, so they could have an intimate conversation.

“No,” Ginny said softly. “I would never get back with him. I’ve suspected he was having an affair and once he decided to move out, I knew it was true.” Pausing to sip her cider, she sighed. “I don’t have any concrete proof, but when a man you’ve been married to suddenly stops wanting to have sex with you and is spending all his time on the phone locked in his office, yeah, he’s having an affair.”

“So, you’re going for a divorce then?”

“Absolutely. I just have to find a good lawyer.”

“Didn’t Barry Newman have one meet you at the station?”

Ginny made a rude noise and stared at Randy like he had grown another head. “Please, that asshat wouldn’t be able to defend a wet paper bag. Oh, he showed up, but he flat-out told me that, because he knew John and his reputation, I don’t stand a chance on pressing charges against him, or at least having them stick enough that John would get into trouble. He basically said that I’d be better off taking the abuse and keeping my mouth shut. Without saying the actual words, I told him to go to h-e-double hockey stick. Then I left.”

“Can I ask who it was?” Randy held up his hands at her scowl. “I want to make sure it’s not my lawyer. If it is, then I’ll
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