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Prologue
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Natalie Fitzsimons snuggled into husband Marty’s arms. It had been a long Saturday filled with house cleaning, yard work, and weekly shopping. 

“Goodnight, my love.”

Marty squeezed her.

“Goodnight.”

Natalie rested her head on the pillow and felt herself drifting down into a restful sleep.

“Chirp!”

Her eyes shot open.

“Why do they always do it in the middle of the night?”

Marty swung out of bed, cursing under his breath.

A moment later, Natalie heard the clatter of a step ladder being set up.

“Chirp!”

She heard Marty grumbling from the kitchen.

“Chirp!”

“Shut the fuck up you god damn piece of shit!”

Natalie giggled.

Marty reentered the room and tossed a nine-volt battery onto his nightstand.

“Thank you, sweetie.”

“No problem.”

“We’ll pick up more batteries on the way back from church tomorrow and do the rest of them.”

“Sounds good, hon. Sleep well.”

“You too.”
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Natalie slouched in the passenger seat of her Marty’s Lemonwood Yellow ’65 Corvair, clad in her Sunday best. It was a glorious July day. The top was down and the wind tossed her fiery auburn hair as the couple made their way home from mass.

“Great homily, wasn’t it?”

Marty was fooling with radio, attempting to pick up the Yankee game.

“Huh? Oh, yeah, I guess.”

Natalie sighed.

“You weren’t even paying attention, were you?”

Marty had to choose his words carefully. He had indeed been paying attention; he just thought it was a load of bullshit. Up until recently, he and Natalie had been “CEO Catholics.” CEO of course standing for “Christmas and Easter Only.” Then Natalie handled the Deaver case and got the itch to return to church.

“Well, Marty?”

Marty was about to flick the turn signal stalk and turn into their driveway when he spotted an out.

“Who’s that on our porch?”

Natalie saw a young man standing at their front door.

“I don’t know.”

“Mormon or Jehova?”

“Marty!”

Marty brought the car to a stop and the young man approached. He was dressed in a tee-shirt reading “Lazy Lobster Café, Cataloosa Island, SC.” 

“Can I help you, pal?”

“Depends, one of you Natalie Fitzsimons?”

Natalie stepped out of the car.

“I’m her.”

The young man produced a stack of folded papers.

“Oh good, these are for you. You’re served.”

Natalie took the paper and opened them up. The process server slinked away. Marty could see her lips moving as she skimmed the document.

“I’m being sued for wrongful death.”

Marty cocked an eyebrow. 

“You didn’t kill anybody.”

“It’s the family of Samantha Collins, the first victim in the Deaver case. I deposed her and they’re claiming my deposition drove her to suicide.”

“Seriously?”

“Yup. The firm will give me a lawyer, and we’ll get it thrown out.”

“Need I point out the obvious? You are a lawyer.”

“Oh, Marty. There’s an adage, a lawyer who represents herself has a fool for a client. Besides, it’s against firm policy.”

She saw the look of dread on his face. 

“Don’t worry, this happens all the time. It’s what we have malpractice insurance for.”

Marty led her into the house.
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IT WAS ABOUT TEN TO seven and a rather sultry evening. Marty was piloting the Corvair up Pinecroft Road. Mass wasn’t Marty and Natalie’s only Sunday obligation. Dinner with her parents was always a formal affair. 

The sun was low in the sky and the shadows were long as Marty pulled into the DiSanto’s estate’s driveway. Natalie’s parents Javier and Isadora emigrated from Spain in the late 1970s and were by all measures living the American dream. But they’d held onto many of their old-world traditions.

One such tradition was family cocktail hour. It began promptly at seven. Both Marty and Natalie thought it was more than a tad stodgy.

Marty let a long groan when he saw a familiar green Subaru in the driveway, complete with Bernie Sanders bumper sticker. 

Natalie sighed. Jessica’s here.

“Please be nice to my sister and whoever she may be with.”

“I will.”

Marty tried his hardest to stifle an eye roll. I’m sure Jessica brought some gender studies major who identifies as a cheese Danish and never done an honest day’s work in her, I mean “its” life, yet knows what’s best for me and my business. 

They entered the drawing room. Her father, as usual, stood beside a sideboard well-stocked with the finest libations. Javier DiSantos seemed to be in a most jovial mood.

“Marty! Natalie delighted you could join us. What may I offer you?”

Natalie took her usual cosmopolitan while Marty requested an Old Fashioned. He loved testing Javier’s knowledge of cocktails but had yet to stump him.

Natalie’s sister Jessica sat beside a woman with short black hair. Both women rose.

“Marty, Natalie, this is Christie.”

Hands were shaken and pleasantries exchanged. Then, Christie turned to Marty.

“That your Corvair?”

“Yeah.”

Go ahead! Ask me if I’ve read Nader’s book. I dare you.

“Sweet! That a Monza or a Corsa?” 

“A Corsa.”

“Nice! Turbo or four carbs?”

“Four carbs.”

“Excellent selection. I’m restoring a ’64 Spyder.”

Natalie and Jessica exchanged amazed glances. Natalie spoke first.

“I think we’ve created a monster.”

Jessica stifled a chuckle.

“At least they’re getting along.”

“For sure. What’s new with you?”

“Well, I’m getting sued.”

“Seriously? For what?”

“Yes, by the parents of Samantha Collins.”

“Wasn’t she the one who accused Paul Deaver.”

“Yes. They’re claiming wrongful death.”

Jessica shook her head.

“You put a rapist back on the street. What did you expect? Champagne and roses?”

“Alleged rapist.”

“Believe women.”

“I don’t have that luxury.”

“Well that’s your chosen profession, now isn’t it.”

“It is. And it’s why I paid off my student loans and drive a BMW.”

With that final salvo, Natalie walked to her husband’s side.

“How’s your Old Fashioned taste?”

“Like Cam Two racing gas.”

Natalie stifled a chuckle.

The cocktail hour came to an abrupt end when the appetizer was served. This time it was muscles sautéed in butter and white wine with garlic and shallots. 

Javier DiSantos sipped his wine, set his glass down, and turned to Christie.

“Jessica tells me you work as a carpenter.”

Marty felt his pulse quicken. He knew right where this was headed.

Christie set her fork down.

“Yes sir.”

“And that’s what you wish to do with your life?”

“Yeah.”

Marty raised his glass to his lips. At least the wine, a sauvignon blanc, was good.

DiSantos pressed on.

“You’ve never thought of furthering your education?”

“No. I have a good job.”

Natalie saw Marty seething. She squeezed his hand, her way of saying “don’t.”

Marty had no intention of heeding his wife.

“What’s it to you if she doesn’t?”

“Why get your hands dirty and break your back?”

“Because it’s good honest work. Christie, you probably have a good-paying union job, great benefits, and no debt. Am I right?”

“Yeah Marty, you’re right. And I love what I do.”

Natalie chimed in.

“Marty, before you go off on one of you ‘college is a waste of money’ rants, look at me.”

Now it was Jessica’s turn.

“At least Marty and Christie don’t set rapists free.”

Natalie slammed her hands on the table.

“Paul Deaver was innocent! Let me ask you this if he’d been a person of color, would you have that same attitude?”

That shut Jessica up.

Isadora DiSantos raised her hands.

“Everybody, please! This is supposed to be a pleasant family gathering. May we discuss something less controversial.”

They ate their muscles in awkward silence.
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MARTY PILOTED THE CORVAIR along Route 350 with the top down beneath a starry sky. His hands tensed on the wheel and with the last gear change, he’d about ripped the shifter out of the floor. 

Natalie’s arms weren’t folded, a good sign. She rested her right arm on the passenger door and propped her head on her hand. He thought this was still a ticking time bomb.

“You’re mad at me, aren’t you?”

Natalie let out a long sigh.

“I’m you stood up for Christie. I just wish you’d been a bit more diplomatic about it.”

“I know. Your dad just pisses me off sometimes. I know I’m a little rough around the edges but come on! I’m a successful guy.”

Natalie slouched in the seat and put her bare feet out the window.

“I love your rough edges.”

She put a hand on his shoulder.

“My sister, on the other hand, I could strangle. Defending Paul Deaver doesn’t make me less of a feminist!”

Marty nodded.

“We’re part of a select few who know the truth.”

“True. The court of public opinion and the court of law are two very different things.”

Marty clasped her hand in his, raising it to his lips and kissing it. 
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IT WAS NEARLY 11 WHEN the returned home. Natalie stood in the master bathroom clad in a purple satin nightgown. Just as she was about to apply a dollop of Crest to her toothbrush, she felt Marty slip his arms around her.

“Hi, honey.”

She tilted her head back and gazed into his eyes. A small wave of pleasure rippled through her body as Marty cupped her breasts in his hands. 

“Oh Marty, naughty boy!”

He kissed the base of her neck, unleashing another small surge of pleasure. 

“You know you love it.”

Natalie threw the proverbial bucket of cold water.

“I do, but not tonight.”

“Come on, one quickie.”

“No.”

Marty tried hard to hide his disappointment and bruised ego. He knew
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