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      Sarah Eckhart imagined that from a distance, what was going on around her would look like quite the happy little scene. All of her bridesmaids were gathered around her, chatting and giggling and collapsing into the over-stuffed couches when the giggles became too overwhelming. Which, after they had opened the second crate of champagne, had started happening more and more often. The rain drumming against the windows and graying the view of the lake beyond was cold for June, but the fire in the fireplace warmed the room quite snugly and filled the air with a soft pine scent.

      How cozy, to stay warm and dry within while the skies dumped all their rain without, the silk and lace of her wedding gown smooth against her skin as the seamstress made her final alteration, the taste of champagne sweet and effervescent on her tongue. She was sure, to an outsider, that it looked like what it was meant to be: the perfect day before what would surely be a perfect wedding. The rain would stop in the night, and she'd be married the next afternoon on the lake shore with the sun setting behind her and her groom as they said their vows.

      Only none of the women in the room with her were actually her friends.

      And if she had anything to say about it, she wouldn't be getting married the next day either.

      Another shriek rose up among the bridesmaids, but at the sound of tires on the gravel outside they began to loudly shush each other, clamoring over the furniture to peer out the French windows.

      "Not your father," one of them called back to Sarah. Two of the others started arguing over which of the guests drove such a car, while another offered Sarah more of the champagne.

      Sarah took the tiniest of sips from the glass before handing it back. It was really good champagne - her father had never been one to serve the cheap stuff even before Prohibition ended - but she needed to keep her head clear. She didn't think she'd have to literally climb out a window, but still. Best to have her wits about her.

      Another excited shriek ran through the room, but this time they all ran the other way, towards the door. Sarah turned a bit on the stool so that she could see what was going on. It was her mother.

      "Oh, what a lovely party you're having!" her mother said, clasping her hands together over her heart. "Ladies, if you'd like to head downstairs, the kitchen staff has just set out a light luncheon."

      The bridesmaids all squealed at this and rushed for the door. Laughing and smiling and giving all the young women a pat on the arm or a quick handclasp in passing, her mother finally ended up at the foot of the stool looking up at her daughter.

      "Oh, it's just stunning," she said, clasping her hands together. "Do you love it? Tell me you love it."

      "I love it," Sarah said, which wasn't a lie. But she'd already decided that the gown with its layers of lace and flowing train was too much to try to pack. Frank had said they would be travelling light.

      Just thinking Frank's name sent a little frisson of pleasure through her body. Her mother must have noticed, because she gave Sarah a knowing smile. "Getting excited?"

      "I am," Sarah said, but not with enough passion for her mother's tastes.

      "Come, now," she chided. "This is nearly your big day! You can lose some of that stoicism just this once, can't you? Well, what can I expect? You get it from your father. Now, did you want me to bring you up something to eat?"

      "No, I'm not hungry," Sarah said.

      "I was the same way," her mother said. "I was so nervous the night before my wedding, my stomach was in turmoil. I didn't dare eat until after it was all done. Not even cake at the wedding!" Then her ebullience faded a bit, and she put her palms to her cheeks as if to cool them. "I nearly fainted on my wedding night. Did I ever tell you that story? And your father was so cross with me, for not taking better care of myself. We hadn't known each other very well before we married, you know, but in that moment I knew he would always protect me and care for me. And so he has."

      "How cross was he?" Sarah asked, then wished she could take the words back when her mother dropped her hands to give her a hard glare.

      "Now, Sarah. Don't start that now," she said. "You have no idea how lucky you are to have a father like yours. Look at all we have; all he provides for us. If only you had met my father, you would know what I mean. But alas! He drank himself to death before even seeing me married. So."

      "I'm sorry, mother," Sarah said. "I didn't mean to dredge up the past."

      "No, it's all right," she said, but her mood didn't perk up until a minute later when another car drove up to the house. "That will be your father, finally!" Sarah's heart started beating faster. Her father's arrival meant Frank's arrival. "I'm going down to see him. Are you sure you don't need anything?"

      "I'm fine," Sarah said. "I'll be down as soon as we're done here. And we're nearly done, right?"

      The seamstress, her mouth still full of pins, gave a quick nod.

      Sarah bit her lip and focused on not fidgeting as the seamstress finished her work, then helped her back out of the dress. The pins wanted to catch on everything, and the urge to just tear all of it off was strong, but she swallowed it down.

      Then the seamstress was gone. Sarah pulled on her skirt and sweater and slipped into her shoes before running down the back stairs–the servant stairs, as her mother called them–and out the kitchen door to the little path that led from the house to the garage. She stopped at the corner of the house, quickly getting soaked by the cold rain, but didn't continue on until she was sure the coast was clear.

      She slipped in the side door into the garage. The only light was from the open doors on the other end, and the air was still cold on her wet skin, but at least she was out of the rain now. She pushed her ruined curls out of her eyes and looked around. She could hear the ticking of the engine in her father's car as it cooled down after the long ride from St. Paul to White Bear Lake, but the garage seemed otherwise empty.

      "Frank?" she called in as loud of a whisper as she dared.

      Then she felt hands closing on her waist from behind her.

      "Boo!" Frank said as she spun around.

      "That's not funny, Frank," Sarah said. "You know how on edge I am."

      "Hey, it's going to be fine," he said. "I've got this all planned out. There's nothing to be on edge about. You trust me, don't you?"

      "Of course I trust you," she said. Frank may work for her father, but only as his personal driver. He had nothing to do with the rest of her father's business.

      She was just lifting herself up on tip-toe to give him a kiss when they both heard voices approaching. Frank's arm tightened around her waist. Then he pulled her after him, into the corner of the garage, behind the large metal storage cabinet. They pressed up together in the shadows, out of sight from most of the garage, but not all of it.

      Frank squished himself into the corner as tightly as he could, but Sarah leaned back from his chest a bit. Not a lot, just enough to see who was coming in through the open doors.

      The first man she knew by sight, but didn't know his name. He worked for her father, but not closely. He was more of a middle level guy, in charge of a few other guys, but no one who did anything important. He was walking ahead, hands in his pockets, but he kept turning to speak back over his shoulder at the man following behind him.

      Her father.

      She knew in a glance that her father was deeply, deeply angry. She could see it simmering in his eyes, even though he wasn't looking her way. She tucked herself closer against Frank and he tightened his arms around her. She wished that was as comforting to her as he meant it to be.

      But that guy with his hands in his pockets didn't seem to be seeing that anger at all. He was even laughing over some little joke he'd just made, not noticing that her father wasn't laughing with him.

      He had no idea the danger he was in.

      "So, look, I know it's not much money yet, but it has potential," the man was saying. He walked to the center of the garage between her father's roadster and his Rolls Royce, then turned to face her father. He started to lean on the Rolls but realized it was wet from the rain and leaned on the roadster instead. "We had some kinks to get out of the system, but it's going to run smoother next time."

      "Next time," her father said darkly. Sarah's hands were grabbing fistfuls of Frank's shirt.

      "Well, sure, Mr. Eckhart," the man said as cheerily as ever. "My guys, they're good guys. We're going to do right by you, you know that."

      "Mr. Halloran," her father said with exaggerated patience. "What I know is that I specifically put an end to all of these small-time endeavors. And yet you persisted with yours."

      "Well, but you just meant the rum running from Canada, right?" Halloran said with a nervous laugh. "Now that the Volstead Act has been repealed, no sense in that, right? And no protection money, I get that. You're trying to go legit, and you need these distributors to see you as legit. Hey, I get that. But what my boys and I are up to, that's nothing but upside for you. We take all the risk, and you get your cut. Easy peasy."

      "That was not your decision to make, Halloran," her father said. "You do not decide what risk is acceptable for me. Especially not now. Not now!"

      Sarah squeezed her eyes tight, but that only provided a black canvas for her imagination to paint the details on. She knew what she was hearing. She had seen it before, from the top of the stairs or out the attic window or any of a dozen other places her father didn't know she was. She knew the sound of the bones of a face crunching under impact, the sound of teeth shattering, of a man struggling not to choke on his own blood.

      It was only four quick blows, but it seemed to last forever. Then it was done. She could see it in her mind as easily as if she were still peeking out from behind the cabinet, the way her father would hold the bloodied man up by the front of his suit in one hand and slip the brass knuckles back into his pocket with the other.

      "Now, Mr. Halloran," her father said. Halloran made no response besides spitting shards of teeth and attempting to keep breathing. "You were not invited to my daughter's wedding. You will leave this place at once and make sure that no one sees you. Then go back to that little rathole you call home. There you will wait until my associate calls on you. He will tell you what will be required of you to get back into my good graces. Do you understand?"

      "Yes," Halloran
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