
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Aaron’s husband, Colonel Willson Randon, was killed saving the lives of others. Aaron found that he had too much to deal with, and it was overwhelming for him. Thankfully, Will’s best friend, Colonel Eric Weldon, stepped in, keeping his promise to his friend to take care of his family.

	Eric was able to get Aaron through this incredibly difficult time. As time passed, love grew between Eric and Aaron, and so did Eric’s love for Will and Aaron’s son. The nightmare was not over, as the two of them had to deal with Will’s evil parents.

	But will love win out?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Aaron Randon stood looking out of the giant glass window at the local airport. He watched the plane carrying his handsome husband, Colonel Willson Randon, as it landed. Aaron followed it as it taxied up to the gate. Behind him, Aaron heard Will’s parents nearly shouting at one of the officers who was waiting with Aaron.

	He turned, nodded to his own parents, and then said to the Randons, “You will be silent, or you will leave. Choose now.”

	Mrs. Randon scowled at him like he was some filthy animal.

	“Woman, wipe that look off your face, or you’re gone. Now... be... silent.” His anger could be felt throughout the room.

	Aaron felt a gentle tap on his shoulder. It was General Franklin Harvey. “Mr. Randon, sir, it’s time for me to take you down.” Aaron turned and looked at the families standing there. Glaring at his in-laws, he said, “Everyone stays put.” Will’s mother tried to protest, but he was having none of that. “Then get out!” he shouted and pointed to the exit. She went silent.

	The general guided Aaron down the loading ramp to a metal staircase that led to the tarmac.

	Aaron was met by Will’s best friend, Colonel Eric Dalton. “Aaron... I’m so fucking sorry,” he said, his voice shaky with emotion.

	Aaron’s eyes filled heavily with tears. “I know, me, too.”

	Eric offered him his arm, and Aaron let out a small sob and took it. They walked around to the back of the plane and waited. Aaron watched as a flag-draped casket was lowered to the tarmac. Seven military men in dress uniforms surrounded the casket and then wheeled it closer to Aaron and Eric.

	The men stepped back, and Eric said very tenderly, “Go to him.”

	Aaron walked stoically up to the casket, but he couldn’t hold his composure. He spread his arms and laid them on top of it. He laid his head on his husband’s casket and sobbed. “You promised to come home to me safe and sound. For the first time in our lives together, you lied to me.” He started pounding on the casket. Sobbing and screaming, “You fucking liar. You gad-damned fucking liar. How can I do all of this without you, Will? How will our boys grow up without you?” Aaron held the draped flag tightly in his fits and pulled it to his face. He sobbed harder.

	He cried until Eric pulled him into his arms. “Shhhh. He loved you so much. You were his one and only love. Remember that, Aaron. He died saving dozens of men. He’s a hero.”

	Aaron stepped back, tears streaming down his face, and looked shocked. “What did you say?”

	“Dozens of young men up there in that plane are here because Will died saving them?”

	“Eric, no one ever told me that. Why not?”

	“My dear friend, I’ve no idea.” Eric wiped tears from Aaron’s cheeks. “They’re all up there watching.”

	Aaron stepped back, saluted, and then waved. He could see that every window had a soldier in it, and they saluted and waved back.

	Looking as though he was holding his own sorrow back, Eric said, “That’ll mean the world to every one of them.”

	Aaron put both hands on the casket and kissed it. “Welcome home, my hero.” He stepped back and said, “Let’s go.”

	Aaron and Eric followed the casket as it was carried by soldiers to the waiting hearse. Aaron took the seat made for someone to ride next to the body, and Eric sat just in front of him.

	When they reached the funeral home, the funeral director said to the staff, “Take Colonel Ranson and prepare him, then take him to the Chapel.” They started to roll the casket away.

	Aaron told them, “No, he does not leave my sight unless I say so. Please move him into the chapel area. I want you to open his casket. I have some things I need to give him.”

	Eric immediately pulled Aaron to him. “You”—Eric stifled a sob—”understand he took a direct hit from an enemy mortar?”

	“I do.” Aaron looked sternly at Eric.

	Aaron stood by as Eric requested that the casket be opened. Two servicemen folded the flag back and opened the lid. Aaron looked in and sobbed. “What in the hell did they do to my beautiful husband?” He tried hard to wipe away the tears, but they flowed faster than he could swipe them away. He leaned down and laid his head on his husband’s chest. “No, this isn’t real. I want to wake up from this nightmare.”

	After a while, Aaron stood up and opened the large envelope that he’d been handed at the airport. He took out his husband’s wedding band and slipped it on Will’s finger. He then took off his own and slid it on the same finger. As he laid his head back on Will’s chest, the tears just flowed. He finally stood up. He touched the medals and badges on Will’s uniform. Aaron bent down and kissed Will’s lips.

	“Rest in peace. I’ll love you forever.” He took some pictures out of his breast pocket and showed them to Will. “Pictures of our kids. I took this one of Samuel just last week at his fifth birthday party. And this one of baby Mark that same day. His third birthday is in four days.” He pulled the pocket open on Will’s uniform and put the pictures in his husband’s uniform pocket. “So you’ll remember them.” He bent down and kissed his beloved husband’s forehead.

	“Close it and lock it up. It’s never to be opened again. No one can ever see him like that.”

	The soldiers did as he said, then pulled the flag back up to put it back, draping the casket. One young soldier walked over and handed Aaron the key.

	Aaron sat down and stared at the casket. Eric sat in the seat next to him. “Aaron, are you okay?”

	“No, Eric, I’m not. I feel like something inside is so damned broken that it can’t ever be fixed. I don’t want a hero. I want him alive and with me.” Aaron stood up and walked to the casket. Sobbing, he said, “Will. How am I supposed to go on without you? How? Please, God, my heart’s so broken. Will, who will teach our sons to become the man that you were? Who will hold me when I’m terrified to be alive? Will, be my angel in heaven and love us.” He laid his body on top of the casket and sobbed. He again held the flag in his fists.

	Aaron could feel the moment Eric walked up to him. “Aaron, please stop. Your boys need you right now.”

	“I know, and I need them, too.” He looked at Eric. “I want this room closed off until I come back with my children. No one, other than his guard detail, is allowed in here. I mean no one else.”

	“Not even Will’s mother and father?”

	“Especially them. They were shit parents, and now they’re putting on the performance of a lifetime. I won’t allow it. I’ll totally ban them from the funeral if they so much as step out of line.”

	“I’ll fix that now. Then we need to get to the boys. The funeral starts in three hours,” Eric reminded Aaron.

	Eric rushed off for a few minutes and then returned. “It’s done. The place is closed off until you return.” He helped Aaron up, and they exited the chapel.

	Aaron froze as they left the chapel—there stood Will’s parents. Aaron looked directly at Marcy Randon. “You go elsewhere until the funeral. Open that fucking nasty mouth of yours, and I’ll ban you from attending.” He looked at Eric. “Do you know what that thing did?” Pointing at Will’s mother. “Three days after I received notification of Will’s death, I got a court order stating that they were to be in charge of their son’s body. It turns out Judge Hest was an old friend of theirs and had simply signed their request. So my attorneys ripped him a new one. He’s looking at disbarment. As for Mr. and Mrs. Randon, they’re being sued for the emotional distress they caused. I hope they found a really good lawyer, because they’re going to need it.”

	Eric turned to them and said, “The funeral home’s not opening until four. Until then, go crawl back into the cave you came from.”

	Marcy Randon stiffened. She must have decided that being rude and loud would help her get what she wanted. “I’m here to supervise my son’s funeral. You cannot order me around. I plan to have a private visitation.”

	Aaron took hold of Eric’s arm. “She just crossed the line. Throw her and her creepy husband out. If she says one more word, she’s not allowed to come back to attend the funeral.”

	The funeral director and three enormous soldiers walked directly up to the Randons. “Sir, ma’am, I’m requesting you vacate the premises immediately. Failure to do so will result in your arrest.”

	Marcy opened her mouth to speak, but her husband said harshly, “Shut up, woman!” He dragged her out of the building.

	Aaron thanked everyone, turned to Eric, and said, “Let’s go to my kids.”

	They were escorted to the waiting limousine. The driver opened the door, and they got in. Much to Aaron’s surprise, Will’s brother, Joey, and Aaron’s sister, Anna, were already sitting in the vehicle.

	Aaron’s pent-up emotions suddenly exploded. He burst into uncontrolled sobbing. No matter how hard he tried to pull things back and get control, he couldn’t. Eric held him until Anna tapped his shoulder and motioned that she had this. Anna pulled him in close and rocked him.

	His sobbing finally subsided, and Aaron hugged his sister back, and then he reached for his brother-in-law. “I’m so glad to see your friendly faces. Joey, you know Eric. Anna, this is Eric, Will’s very best friend and my personal savior. He’s been my strength and support.”

	They all chatted about how the day would progress. He also told Joey how his and Will’s parents had been misbehaving.

	Joey gasped at Aaron, shocked by what he had said. “Aaron, I’m so sorry. I haven’t had any contact with them for many years. I just don’t know what to say.”

	“You don’t need to say a word. Your no-contact says everything.” Aaron hugged him tightly.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Aaron and his group arrived at his home, a gigantic mansion built over a hundred years ago by Aaron’s ancestors. His parents and his boys met them all on the pillared front porch. Aaron’s little boys flew into his arms. His youngest son, Mark, asked, “Where’s Dad? You didn’t bring Dad?”

	Aaron looked away, not wanting his boys to see his pain. He took the boys’ hands and pulled them onto his lap on the over-stuffed wicker sofa. He cleared his throat, but the words stuck.

	He looked to Eric, who said, “Your daddy did go to the airport, but—” Looking at those innocent little eyes, Eric visibly struggled to continue.

	Aaron found his voice again. “Remember yesterday when we talked? I told you Dad was in heaven. He died fighting for his country. Your dad’s a real hero.”

	Samuel’s eyes filled with tears. “But Daddy, heroes don’t die.”

	“Oh, my sweet boy. That only happens in the movies, and all of that’s make-believe.”

	“Daddy, I don’t want Dad dead,” Mark whined.

	Samuel and Mark wrapped their arms around Aaron’s neck and sobbed. The sound was so hard for Aaron to hear because it came from that little boy’s broken heart.

	Anna stepped into Joey’s arms and sobbed. Aaron’s parents gathered around their son and grandsons, gently stoking their heads.

	Aaron cried with him as he held both of his sons. “I don’t want him gone either.”

	Baby Mark asked, “So is Dad coming home tomorrow?”

	“No, baby boy, he’s in heaven. Look at me, both of you. We are going to your dad’s funeral pretty soon. We’re going to hear some prayers. Uncle Eric’s going to talk about Dad. Then we’ll go to the cemetery and put the casket in the ground so we can give Dad back to God.”

	Baby Mark looked at him and said, “God isn’t very nice. He taked my dad away. I be mad at him.”

	Aaron pulled them both close, looked at Eric, and silently mouthed the words. Me, too.

	 

	*

	 

	For the next couple of hours, Aaron busied himself getting the boys and himself ready for the funeral. His parents, Joan and Wes Colholter, had been a godsend. They simply stepped up and did anything necessary to help out. Aaron asked his parents, Eric, Anna, and Joey, to step into the den so they could talk.

	“Okay, I can’t thank you all enough for your support.” He started to cry. Eric shoulder-hugged him, which brought him under control again. “Thanks, my dear friend. You’re my rock. Anyway, I need you all to be prepared for Marcy and Randall Randon’s shit-show. They’re going to put on a performance of a lifetime. So block or stop them when you’re able to.”

	Aaron’s face was suddenly taken gently by his mother, Joan. She looked him in the eyes and spoke defiantly. “If that woman tries the crap she did at the airport, I swear, I’ll snatch her bald-headed. I didn’t then, only because you didn’t want me to. But now my precious babies will be there. I can’t have that.”

	Aaron took back the conversation. “I get that, Mom. This isn’t about the Randons and the shit-show they want. It’s about Will. I want it to stay that way:”

	The boys joined the rest of the family. They looked so adorable, all dressed up in little black suits. Everyone gushed over them. They both smiled, but then they got shy and hid behind Aaron.

	 

	*

	 

	Aaron and his family arrived at the funeral home. They walked through the big double doors only to be met by Marcy and Randall Randon. Marcy stepped forward and handed Aaron some papers. He quickly looked them over and then walked over to several other people in the entryway and handed the paper to a tall, grey-haired, very well-dressed man. The man quickly reviewed the papers and laughed.

	He walked over to the Randons. “I’m Alexander Monetaberry, the attorney representing Aaron Randon and the estate of Colonel Willson Randon. Printing documents off the internet and presenting them as legal documents is a felony in this state. I’ll be turning these over to the district attorney later this afternoon. Let me make several things perfectly clear. If you do anything to upset or threaten my client again, I will

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg





images/image.jpeg





