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WILL

"ANY UPDATE ON EZRA?" WILLIAM Henry Harper asked. Hands in his pockets, he stared out the floor-to-ceiling windows of his 42nd floor apartment, watching the early morning sunlight spill across the Chicago skyline.

"Nothing yet," Derrick Michaels said, his voice sounding hollow through the speakerphone. 

Will sighed and hung his head. No news wasn't necessarily good news. The board had recently voted in Will's brother-in-law, Ezra Fallbrook, as the future president of Harper Global, but little did they know Ezra's true colors. In the meantime, Derrick had been Will's eyes and ears inside his family's company; together, they had collected evidence proving that Ezra had stirred up drama in Will's personal life in an effort to distract him from a planned hostile takeover. So far, it seemed, Ezra was succeeding.

The only way to stop the transfer from happening was for Will's father to veto the board's decision, but Henry Harper couldn't be convinced that Will was telling the truth, and why should he? He'd never trusted Will to have the best interests of Harper Global in mind, despite Will's continuous efforts over the years to prove otherwise. And the events of the last six months hadn't done anything to sway his father's negative opinion of him, thanks, in part, to Ezra's schemes.

"Did you get a chance to talk to Henry again?" Will asked.

"I tried," Derrick said, "but it seems someone else has been talking to him. Not Ezra—but someone clearly on Ezra's side. Someone he trusts more than me."

Will clenched his jaw. There was only one person who fit that bill—Rebecca Harper. His mother. She was manipulating his father for her own selfish reasons, but to what end, Will still hadn't figured out. 

"I need you to talk to Henry one more time," Will said.

There was silence on the other end of the line. 

"I can't do it, Will," Derrick said finally.

Will narrowed his eyes and crossed the room closer to the phone. "That wasn't a question, Derrick."

"I need to think about my career," Derrick said. "It looks like this vote is going all the way through, which means Ezra Fallbrook is going to be my new boss. The last thing I want is for him to find out I've been working against him."

"He murdered Vivian Palmerson! You really want to work for someone who murdered our friend?" 

Derrick sighed. "Look, I'm worried for my own safety, my family's safety. I don't want to get on Ezra's radar. Who knows, maybe I already am, but I can't risk it. I can't keep sticking my neck out for you, man."

"Fine," Will said angrily. He slammed his fist down on the table. "Damn it!" 

Derrick was his last ally at the company. If he was switching sides, Will truly was done for. He was going to lose his company. He was going to lose it all.

"I'm sorry," Derrick said, sounding like he meant it. "The company should be yours. I wish there was more I could do."

"It's fine," Will repeated, shaking his head. "I'll find another way."

He hung up the phone and walked back into the bedroom where his fiancée was sleeping, pausing to admire her sleeping form. For everything that seemed to be crashing down around him, Alexa was the one thing that was stable in his life. 

He lay on the bed beside her, placing a hand on her belly. She stirred and smiled in her sleep; Will brushed the hair from her eyes. Alexa was carrying their child. He was starting a family—a new life—and there was no way in hell he would let anyone threaten that sanctity, least of all his own family. Ezra Fallbrook had already attacked Alexa once. Will wouldn't rest until he was behind bars, paying for his crimes. 

All he needed was a little more evidence—something else that would prove that Ezra was dangerous.

Well, he needed evidence and control of his company back. That would be a start.

"I'm headed out," Will whispered in Alexa's ear.

She nodded sleepily. "I love you," she murmured. "Be safe."

"I love you too."

Will grabbed his wallet and keys and headed for the door. If his father was taking his cues from someone else, then he needed to bypass him and go straight to the source. 

Rebecca had left the campaign trail late last night and would be getting back to Chicago any minute now. It was high-time his mother received a visit from her doting son.














ALEXA

"CAN WE TAKE IT FROM the top?" Officer Lucas asked.

Overweight, frowning, with a permanent look of exhaustion on his face, he poised his pen over a notepad, ready to scratch a few notes here and there as Alexa went through every piece of evidence she had on Christina Castro, her adoptive mother.

"It started with my biological mother, Maria Romo, having an extramarital affair with Robert Castro."

She recounted the entire situation for what felt like the hundredth time, all of the pieces clicking further into place: the initial cover up, how her mother was deported shortly after her birth, how her own father pretended to adopt her. She presented the sketchy paperwork trail she'd uncovered that proved her adoption wasn't even legal and the DNA test that showed she was Robert Castro's biological daughter. 

She talked about it all—how her mother wanted to see her, how she wanted to tell the truth about what happened, how it was nothing more than lies. She talked about Christina's connection to Felix Gutierrez, Maria's husband who pretended to fall in love with Maria in order to inherit her money—a bribe from the Castros for giving up Alexa in the first place. She explained how their relationship had been nothing more than a ruse, how Felix had been hired by Christina to murder Maria and make it seem like an accident.

She talked about Maria's cousin, explaining she could easily produce him as a witness.

"Name?" Officer Lucas asked, eyes on the notepad in front of him.

"No," Alexa said. "Not yet." 

She knew the Castros had men from the police force in their pockets. Life had taught her to be careful who she trusted.

And finally, she talked about the actress who pretended to be Maria Romo. Christina had hired the woman in an effort to shut Alexa's plan to expose her down. And while Alexa could see through her from the very beginning, she couldn't help but think she was looking at a ghost when she saw the woman at the campaign dinner; she couldn't help but get her hopes up that here, in the flesh, was her biological mother. All of that came crashing down when she received the results of the DNA test. 

Their reunion was nothing more than another one of Christina's lies.

And that was unforgiveable.

Officer Lucas switched the recording device off and slid his chair back, gathering his notes as he stood.

"Thank you for your time, Ms. Romo." 

"What's the next step?" she asked.

"You'll need to stay in the area, remain reachable for a statement. We'll look into these allegations, and if we think there's some truth to them, we'll open an investigation." He paused. "But I have to be honest with you—we don't get wild stories like this every day."

"I know it sounds crazy," Alexa admitted. "I could hardly believe it myself. But I'm telling you the truth."

"Still, we can't accuse a presidential candidate's wife of murder without something more than this."

"What else would you need?" Alexa asked.

"Best case scenario? A body," he said. "A weapon. Something that would link Christina Castro to either of those things."

Alexa felt despair swelling in her throat. "So, you're saying we have nothing?" 

"Look," Officer Lucas said, leaning his hands on the table. "Even if these allegations are true, it's not my jurisdiction. The murder happened all the way in Mexico. It's not even our government."

"But there must be something you can do." 

He sighed and shook his head. "I understand you were hoping we could do more to help you, but that isn't the way the law in this country works."

"She confessed, though," Alexa said. "My whole family was there. My half-sister, Chloe. My father, Robert."

"Are either of them willing to testify against her?" 

Alexa frowned and slouched back in her chair. "No. I don't think either of them would."

"So, your case right now is nothing more than he said, she said. You'll claim Christina Castro confessed, she'll claim she didn't. Even if you had your family members testify, it wouldn't hold up in court. Without a recorded confession or any sort of definitive proof, I can't do anything."

"A confession." Alexa sat up. "You're saying if I had a recorded confession from Christina Castro, that would help?"

He peered at her, setting his notepad and pen down on the table. "Now don't go doing anything stupid," he warned. "This woman had you estranged from your family for eight years and allegedly murdered your biological mother. If she's as dangerous as you seem to think she is, you need to stay as far away from her as you can."

Alexa stood up and stretched out her hand. "Thank you for your time, Officer Lucas."

He shook her hand reluctantly, a look of warning still in his eye. 

"Okay," he said. "If you have additional information, you can always come back and provide another statement."

She nodded. "I'll keep that in mind. I apologize for wasting your time."

"All part of the job," he said. "You take care of yourself, you understand me?"

"Of course," she said.

As soon as she was outside the police station, she let out a tiny yelp of frustration. It seemed like no matter how hard she tried, no matter what evidence she gathered, she would never have enough to bring Christina down.

Officer Lucas's words echoed in her mind… A body, a weapon, a confession… The only viable option was a confession, but how could she ever get Christina alone in a room again? She was too smart, and by now, she knew Alexa was doing everything in her power to put her away.

"Stupid, stupid," Alexa berated herself as she started down the steps. She should have thought to record their conversation when she confronted Christina in front of her family in Iowa. But Alexa hadn't been thinking about that then—she'd only been interested in












































































OPS/images/cover.jpg





