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Embrace: A Ravencross Romance Thriller: Book 1

I was the first to see the cross.  On a spring day when light rain covered the hillsides in sparkles 
of silver, and the imperceptible warmth of the sun touched my bare arms with its melting fingers,  
I saw the waters pushing past each other in all four directions of the earth.  I caught my breath,  
such a sight was not geographically possible.  The two valleys framing either side of the rivers  
would have to be tilted against one another, which, as far as I know, has never happened,  
anywhere on earth.  I walked for a minute down the hill.  The earth’s heat immediately grasped 
me and I shuddered.

Where am I?
What is this place?
I had to be in another world.  In a place of uncontrolled desire, absolute honesty and 

tireless ecstasy for joy.
Who could do but love here?
- From the diary of Raven Wintermere, 1848



PART ONE:  Real Life: Shania and Hudson

Chapter 1

The flat screen television in Shania Mahone’s office was on mute, but she kept looking up 
whenever there was a promotion for the upcoming guests on Good Morning World.  As the 
executive producer and owner of the popular daytime drama, Forever, Shania had one corner on 

the 7th and highest floor at United Television Network, UTN Studios executive building.
Normally she would not watch morning television.  But she was particularly interested in the 

words the advertised guests would have to say.  For three weeks, the morning show promoted a 
pending interview with Silver and Archer Kellon.  The Kellons were computer-coding cousins 
who invented the online multi-player videogame EverLife.

The storyline for the game was based on Shania’s show, Forever.
“What are you looking at?” Hudson Cormack asked, materializing in her office door. 

Shania’s heart skipped a beat, as always, when Hudson appeared within her sights.  
Tall, muscular, and commanding in person and on set, Hudson dazzled Shania from the 

moment they met.
But she could never tell him how she felt.
She ran the show.  She hired him.  The personal relationship ended there
At thirty, Shania was not generally a woman who fell for Hollywood’s hot young men.  She 

had seen them all, knew them all throughout her childhood and youth.  But Hudson carried 
himself with an assurance that warmed her heart.  If she were in a different position, she would 
have taken a chance with him.  But running Forever meant he was, not technically, but should 
be, without question, completely off-limits.

While he was a director on the show, she would never have a chance to learn if they could 
be involved in a more intimate relationship.  Like so many other women in Hudson’s orbit, she 
was stuck fantasizing about him.

“I’m waiting for the interview with Silver and Archer Kellon.”
“Oh, is that today?”  Hudson came into the office and took a seat near the television.  She 

watched him casually drop into a chair, and forcefully lean forward with interest.
“Yes, it’s amazing.  They so rarely do interviews.”
“I know, poor kids.  They are facing such heat over the decision to move all the player 

avatars into high-rises around Ravencross.”
Shania groaned.  “It’s a ridiculous backlash.  People are so crazy about that game.  You’d 

think they had forcefully ordered the relocation of millions of actual humans.”
“To the players, it is a forceful relocation.”
“I know.  But the Kellons are right.  All those avatars wandering around with nowhere to go 

were ruining Ravencross.”
Hudson laughed, and Shania felt her skin tingle as his eyes lit up.  He leaned back and 

looked at her, the soft curves of his mouth still turned up at her comment.  “Now you sound like 



this is all real.”
Instinctively, she smiled in return.  “Ravencross feels real to me.  It’s the legacy I have to 

protect for my grandparents.”  After Shania’s grandparents Mitch and Beth Mahone invented 
Forever when they came to Hollywood from the middle of Canada in 1965, the show was picked 
up as a daytime drama by UTN, and had been on the air, five days a week, with few exceptions, 
for more than fifty years.  The Mahone family owned 51% of the show through their production 
company.  UTN and the production studio owned the rest.

As CEO of Mahone Productions, Shania was responsible for maintaining the legacy the 
entire extended family had come to live off.  Some people inherited real estate, others stocks and 
bonds.  She had a television show.  One show that collectively, through its extended brand, 
delivered more than $100 million a year in profit into the family’s hands.

“I want to protect it too,” Hudson softly said.  He had recently been promoted up from 
assistant director to take the lead director helm.  The change injected an energetic spark into the 
storylines that were fueling Internet and water cooler discussions all over the world.  “My mother 
had me watching Forever from the time I knew what television was.  Everything about the show, 
your grandparents’ ideas for Ravencross and how it should look and function, that’s part of our 
storylines.”

“Yes absolutely.”  Shania was thrilled by his interest, his care about her show.  Most men 
found her attachment to Forever to be an embarrassing gift, like an old rustic mansion that was 
worth a fortune, but nobody wanted to live there.  People had always slightly sneered the 
Mahones’ soap opera based wealth.  Daytime dramas were considered less prestigious than 
nighttime dramas, and not even in the same realm as movies.  As the popularity of daytime 
shows began to fade with changing viewing habits, and the demise of scheduled broadcast 
programming, the doubters only increased their disdain.

The insults ended after EverLife came online.
The Kellons’ unilateral decision to use Shania’s production as the initial basis for their 

ground-breaking artificial intelligence technology transformed her show from a year-to-year 
cancellation discussion to the most talked about program in the world.  Overnight a daytime 
drama became the industry leader in the innovative use of digital technology with broadcast 
content.  Shania became the poster child for Hollywood’s future tech revolution, and Forever 
recaptured its place at the top in pop culture conversations.

“The Kellons are right to protect the show’s foundation.  I can’t imagine how EverLife 
would work if they did not have the core story going on from Forever.”

“It wouldn’t work at all.  The game is designed to play off our show.  They use our scripts 
for all the basic dialogue, and fill in the rest with artificial intelligence.  Even the avatars’ 
movements come from our actors motions and gestures.”

“The A.I. is so cool.  I cannot get over how smoothly the characters react when you confront 
them in those perfectly rendered virtual streets.”

“Oh no!  Don’t tell me you’re addicted to the game too?”
“No, I just look in every now and then to see what’s going on.”
“You have to have an avatar to do that.”
“I do.”
“Oh, okay, I won’t ask any more.”
“You can ask me.  You know I would never break any of your rules.  You can ask me 

anything, Shania.”
As she looked at him, her eyes displayed a desperate longing, but she quickly turned away. 



The one rule she wanted him to break was to cross the professional line that existed between 
them and their chance at a relationship.

Since the day they met, she fought to hide that her interest in him reflected more than idle 
curiosity.  When she was near him, she felt the excitement of his presence, got lost in his words, 
or stood back to admire his control of the set.  He was the best director they had hired in years, a 
burst of enthusiasm in their busy world.

But he could be no more for her.
“Thanks.”
“Do you want to watch the interview together?”
Her face brightened.  “Sure.”  She handed him the remote.  “Go ahead and turn up the 

volume when they start.”

Chapter 2

The ringing beat of the Good Morning World music jangled over the studio set with overly 
enthusiastic awakening.

“Good Morning World, we are back,” the host’s voice sang over the airwaves.  “I’m Mara 
Jessop.  We have two exciting guests in our studio.”  She swiveled her chair around to face her 
young visitors.  “This is so awesome.  We are talking to Silver and Archer Kellon, the mega 
smart geniuses who invented EverLife.  The most popular online multi-player videogame in the 
world.  How are you two this morning?”

“Fine,” Silver and Archer answered together.  The cousins were both twenty-something, 
good-looking with clean round faces flashing indifference through bright green eyes.

“Five hundred million dollars fine last time I heard,” Mara sang as the audience oohed and 
clapped.

Silver and Archer looked at each other.  “We’re very grateful,” Silver said.
“Grateful?  You’ve created the phenomenon of the ages.  How does it feel to be in your 

twenties, and have 500 million players living off the decisions you make?”
“Kind of surreal.”
“Surreal?  Girl, you have so much power you don’t know what to do with it.”
“I don’t really see it that way.”
“Okay, let’s talk about what you are doing with it.  How do you respond to the anger over 

your decision to ghettoize the residents of Ravencross?”
Silver rolled her eyes.  “Mara please, we are talking about digital avatars in an online game. 

Ravencross is not a real place.  We are not ghettoizing anyone.”
“Well maybe that’s what you’re talking about, but real human beings live and die by your 

game.”
“Real human beings do not live in Ravencross.”
“Sorry honey, you created a world where they do.”
“How can you say that?” Archer jumped in.  “Our technology is a game.  We just wanted to 

do some fun stuff with A.I.”
“Sweetheart, your idea of fun stuff has driven the world into a frenzy.  Your decision to 

maintain Ravencross as its own pristine world and force all the, let’s say, non-privileged players 
to live ‘on the outskirts of the city,’ Mara lifted her fingers in air quotes, “means you are creating 
ghettos in cyberspace.  What do you say to that?”

“Ravencross is not a city of 500 million people,” Silver said.  “We want to maintain the 



setting of the show which is not designed for so many additional residents.”
“Well how many people did you think were going to play EverLife, a few thousand?”
“Actually yes.”
Mara burst out laughing, and the audience joined her.  “Kids, Forever was already a popular 

daytime drama which had been on the air for decades and is distributed around the world.  You 
had to assume a lot of people would be interested in living every day with their favorite 
characters.”

“We did not look at the potential that way.  Most of the mega RPGs are set in war or fantasy 
settings.  We have a regular city setting where there is no fighting or competition.”

“Whoa, there is plenty of fighting and competition.  People are battling to get the characters’ 
attention.”

“Okay yes, but I mean there are no guns and swords.”
“But you have that too.”
“Okay, okay, but that’s stuff the players invented, not us.  We created a regular place and 

people just took it to another level.”
“No kidding.  Within a week, you had two million players.  Now you have 500 million and 

growing every day.  Your technology sucks people in.  They can say anything to the characters, 
and get a realistic-like response based on the show and the scripts, and your A.I.  It’s truly 
amazing what you’ve technically done, but you’ve also created a monster.”

Silver pursed her lips.  “We created entertainment.  We thought it would be interesting to 
use A.I. to auto-generate the movements and words of the avatars who are characters on the 
show.  It’s all just for fun.”

“Fun with huge dollars attached.  Apartments in Ravencross are renting for $10,000 a 
month.  Ten thousand!”  The audience howled.   “That’s unbelievable.”

“We did not do that.  The earliest game players got those apartments, for free, through a 
lottery.  Now the market has taken over and they are able to charge real money for rent.”

“But it’s crazy.”
“It’s capitalism,” Archer said.  “That’s what people want to pay.”
“Besides most people are living with ten or twenty avatars in one place,” Silver said.  “And 

a lot of people only rent for a month to see what it’s like.  Maybe one or two individuals pay 
$10,000 a month, but that’s it.”

“Okay sure,” Mara continued.  “But you’re also charging for the new places the avatars can 
live in.”

“We have to.  The game is costing a fortune to run.  We have had to double our server space 
like at least twenty times.”

“You make money charging the monthly player fee, plus rent to live in the game, plus rent 
and promotional fees to all the companies who operate in the game and have an online storefront, 
plus a percentage of what they sell, plus upselling secret skills and tools and…I mean the list 
goes on and on.”

“We have to have a massive security arsenal to protect the game from hackers and 
unauthorized apps.  Trying to stay one step ahead of people who are trying to sabotage us is 
expensive.”

“Of course, we understand.  But people are becoming dependent on the game and you have 
all the power to charge more for it.”

“We don’t have all the power,” Silver insisted.  “Thousands of people have made apps and 
programs that run on our game and do different stuff.”



“That’s true.  I’m glad you brought that up.  What do you think of the sex programs, the 
apps that allow people to have graphic digital sex with the avatars?”

“We don’t endorse that.”
“But the people who made those programs built off of functionality you had already 

included to allow for sexual activity among avatars.”
“There is nothing wrong with allowing sexual activity,” Archer said.  “Forever is a daytime 

drama.  There are tons of love scenes.  In the game, it’s functionality you can turn on and off.”
“But the TV show doesn’t have the kind of love scenes you get in EverLife.  If you can even 

call them love scenes.  I mean c’mon, people have recorded massive orgies!”  The audience 
howled again.

“That’s not our technology.”
“It’s built on your technology.”
“We can’t control that,” Silver interjected.  “This is the way things work.  New tech apps are 

designed by whoever has the time and the brainpower.  All we can do is protect the original 
vision of EverLife.”

“What’s the original vision, honey?”
“To provide an entertaining environment where fans of Forever can interact with the 

characters within the setting of the television show.”
“Well that’s beautiful, but I think it’s become a lot more than that.”

Chapter 3

“We should ratchet up the tension between Seneca and Anton immediately, from the moment 
they meet,” Hudson said as he faced Shania over drinks in Lazy Bar.  Seated on the edge of the 
Hollywood Hills, they were surrounded by the lights of Los Angeles, including the diamonds and 
jewels sparkling off wristbands and necklines as soft, excited murmurs passed for engaged 
conversation in the most superficial city in the world.

“Don’t we always do that,” Shania said.
He looked at her smooth curves gracefully sitting upright in her chair.  Her body framed the 

center of a window overlooking the city.  Long dark hair fell past her shoulders.  He imagined 
she looked like the classic Hollywood Starlet the city so often tried to encapsulate.  Her light 
blouse was unbuttoned to the top of her breasts, and he could see the smooth skin he desperately 
wanted to touch since the day he met her.  Silently, he took a deep breath.  As much as he 
enjoyed stepping away from the office to be with Shania in a bar, he knew the weekly private 
meetings were unsustainable.  The tension in his body made concentration nearly impossible.  

She was the definition of untouchable.  The privileged heiress of her own legendary 
Hollywood story.  The multi-millionaire owner of a television icon.  The woman who had hired 
him.  The one person who gave him a break in Hollywood when he was almost ready to give up. 
She was the one woman he could not insult by having the presumption to believe she could ever 
be interested in him.

All day women threw themselves at Hudson.  The words, ‘I’m a television director,’ had a 
way of smoothing a path in this town.  But he spent his time trying to be near Shania.  He no 
longer went out to parties or trolled in bars.  Instead, he worked late to stay near her and 
brainstorm about Forever.  Creativity challenges were the distraction he needed to keep from 
constantly thinking about her.  Their latest storyline idea was to match two popular existing 
characters into a front-and-center full-blown love story.



“Well, we could think of another way to do it,” he offered.
“Oh yeah what would that be?”
Hudson had only been on the set of Forever for the past three years, which made him a baby 

guppy to fans of the show.  He came from nowhere.  Started as a production assistant, before 
earning limited assistant director opportunities.  But he was full of ideas, especially for 
reimagining the best and most popular storylines.  He liked to encourage the writers to back track 
over stories that worked incredibly well from year to year.  Fans had grown accustomed to the 
pace of Forever’s love stories, and the inevitable disillusion, which came from triumphant 
connections between long suffering characters.  The story of Seneca and Anton would be no 
different.

“Tell me what you want,” Shania said.  “What are you thinking?”
“I want it to be really unique.”
Hudson considered the word ‘unique.’  Shania was the definition.  “It is unique.  There is 

genuine chemistry between Kurt and Kalia.  Their screen tests together were fantastic.”
“Oh yeah?  What kind of chemistry?”
The kind one has with someone he cannot stop thinking about.
“I’m not talking about that kind.”
“Are you sure?”
“Well, no.  Okay we could be talking about that.  They are both single right now.”
“What?  What are you talking about?”
“Lila kicked Kurt out.”
“What?  When?” 
“A couple of days ago.”
“Oh wow, because of Kalia?”
“I don’t know.  I hope not.”
“But is it possible Kurt and Kalia might feel like seriously going along with the story, if you 

know what I mean?”
“Okay, don’t get dirty.”  Hudson almost fell over as his mind pictured getting dirty with 

Shania.  “We are not in the business of encouraging our actors to take their chemistry…off-
screen.”

The crew are not actors.
The crew should be able to replay all the action…off-screen.
“We are not going to build a story line on that possibility,” Shania continued.  “We will just 

do the story that we want.”
“Okay, but if super tension from the beginning is real, that could look great on camera.” 
“That’s fine if it is.  But we are not going to count on it for the writing.”
“Okay I understand.  No problem.”
A strand of hair fell across Shania’s face, and Hudson almost sat on his hands to keep from 

moving it back into place.
He and Shania had occasionally brushed against each other on set.  Whenever they did, he 

felt a jolt rip through his body.  Like feeling an exposed electrical wire even though someone had 
hung a sign reading: ‘Danger.  Do Not Touch.’  Every time the inadvertent collision occurred, he 
always apologized and quickly backed away.

“Besides if people want that kind of action they can get it in EverLife.”
Not all of that kind action.  The version he wanted was definitely not available in EverLife.
“There are plenty of avatars in the game that will try and distract them,” she noted.



“Do we always have to consider what happens in EverLife?”
“Yes, it’s important.  I’ll be the first to admit that at the end of the day the only reason we 

are the most popular show in the world is because of that game.  About fifty times more people 
participate in Forever through EverLife than actually watch the show live on television, in any 
language.”

“People record it and watch it later to see if they can figure out how to manipulate the 
EverLife avatars.”

“True.  They also chop up every episode into snippets and analyze every move their favorite 
actors make.  That part is annoying.”  She frowned, prompting Hudson to smile at her light 
anger.  Her beautiful face could not be distorted even when aggravated.  “But, do you know how 
much we make selling players the tools they want for that game?

“Don’t tell me.”
“More than we ever made selling commercial advertisements for broadcast television.”
From outside sources, Hudson learned, Shania diligently followed every penny of the 

Forever money.  Although she was the beneficiary of a consistent, reliable steam of advertising 
revenue pouring in from the broadcasts of Forever, and re-broadcast licensing deals all over the 
world, she also had the singular task of preserving the legacy for the large Mahone family who 
co-inherited a percentage of the show.  Her responsibility kept her deeply involved in ensuring 
the storylines were rich, fun, fan-pleasing, and made a smooth transition to EverLife.  The fact 
she consistently delivered was even more impressive.

“That’s amazing.  And sad.”
“Well from my perspective, it’s the greatest idea anyone ever came up with.  Do you know 

people are placing real bets in Las Vegas on how long it will take for our characters to get-
together or break up, so they can predict the outcome in EverLife.”

“Oh I hate that too.  Vegas puts odds on all that and it’s a temptation for our writers.”
“True, but our writers also love messing with the fans’ expectations, so I don’t think anyone 

is changing a story for gambling money.”
“I’m not so sure.  They could make a fortune playing the EverLife betting line.”
Shania bit her lip, a gesture Hudson considered delightful.  “Let’s not think about that 

possibility.  We pay them well.  Besides, the fans love making up their own storylines in 
EverLife.”

“Oh I know.  Lately, there’s been a movement around Kalia.  Men avatars troll her 
apartment waiting to speak to her.  They keep trying to get her to say something crude.”

“Careful with your references.  Those avatars are going after the Seneca avatar character, 
not Kalia.  Kalia, the actress playing Seneca does not have an avatar in EverLife.  People get so 
confused by that.  Only the characters from Forever live in EverLife.  Not the actors who play 
the characters.”

“Right, sorry, the characters and their 500 million fan-neighbors.”
Shania laughed.  “I love it.  All those people who do not have anything better to do with 

their time.  Maybe we should introduce some sort of swearing potion and charge like $100 a shot 
for it.”

Hudson felt his body warming as her face lit up.  Her effect on him was omnipresent, 
everlasting.  She made his head spin.  “Always the bottom line with you.”

“Hey, that’s my prerogative,” she hurtfully said.  “The guys who wrote that porno software 
for the game are making a fortune.  We should get our piece too.”

Hudson hastily backed down.  “I know.  You’re right.  Believe me, I have one too many 



friends who bought that porno app to have graphic sex with the avatars.  You own the characters, 
you should get your cut.”

She gently smiled at him.  “It’s really incredible how this is playing out.”
For a minute, he was not sure if she meant the show’s fortunes or theirs.  If only he could 

have a relationship with her play out with matching success.
“The show?”
“Everything.”
He looked at her steadily.  “Everything?”
“Yes, I guess we were lucky to be on the Kellons radar.  Every family has a ‘Forever’ fan. 

The show was everything they needed to test their A.I.  Our mystical backstory about how the 
rivers in Ravencross cross with water flowing in all the directions on earth, that stuff provides 
endless fodder for strange and unusual activity to happen in the game.”

“I know.  It’s great.  EverLife is an incredible extension of our brand.  It’s the greatest thing 
to happen to daytime television.  Fans cannot stop talking about the people in Ravencross.”

“Are you mocking me?”
Hudson bristled at the thought.  Why did he keep saying the wrong things tonight?  His lack 

of control could cost him his friendship with her.  “No, of course not.”
“I’m not completely all in with the game.  I know that realistically it’s just an online game 

for people with way too much time on their hands.”
“Yes of course, of course.  But those online people are obsessed.  Now that we’re putting the 

Seneca character into a romantic relationship, her avatar is going to have all that passionate 
vocabulary to start using in EverLife.  That means the avatar trolls will actually be able to engage 
her in intimate conversation.”

“Oh gross, you’re right.  Do you think Kalia realizes that is about to happen?  She’s one of 
the people who actually monitors the online action.”

“Oh she’s well aware.  Whenever she looks at the game, she hears the guys use all sort of 
disgusting dialogue with her avatar.”

“Okay, okay enough.  I don’t want to know any more.  There is nothing we can do about 
crazy people.”

“Kurt is going to set off a new level of intrigue for the women.”
“Yes he has quite the following.  They think he’s pretty hot.”
“They sure do.  Do you think we should be taking any extra security precautions for those 

two?” 
“No, EverLife people stay in EverLife they do not wander into our world.”
“So you hope.”
“We’ll keep monitoring the game as we always have.  But we haven’t had any real 

problems.  People are too obsessed with what’s going on in EverLife to step away from their 
screens.”

“Okay, what else do you want to focus on?”
“Is the Seneca and Anton storyline only going to be on those two with no interference?”
“Interference with a romantic love story?  Who us?”
“Okay sounded like a stupid question, but you know what I mean.  What’s the plan?”
“We never tell.”  He grinned at her, enjoying the opportunity to have one piece of the show 

she could not directly control.
“Fine, fine, hide my own show storylines from me.  But make sure I get the scripts on time.”
“Your secure server is my secure server.”



“Where does it all begin?”
“Well based on what we’ve been talking about.  Exactly where you and I would expect to 

find them entangled.”
“Where’s that?”
“With a stalker…”

Chapter 4

The writers’ room for Forever’s crew was buzzing with lively conversation about skits on late 
night television, and gossip from the entertainment trade papers, when Broyle Prescott walked in 
with his messenger bag slung over his shoulder, and his barista-poured coffee balanced in one 
hand.

“Morning Broyle.”  Two people waved as he passed by and took his seat.  He nodded and 
looked around.  Despite the fact he dressed like a cyclist, Broyle arrived every day in a luxury 
car and parked in executive parking.  Although his job was as a secondary writer on Forever, he 
was the son of a famous actor who had a private production deal on the studio lot.  Everyone 
knew he pulled strings to get his job, but he didn’t care.  Lanky, thin and always wearing 
designer clothes, Broyle wore his privilege on his sleeve.  He loved it.  The world be dammed.

A minute later, Shania walked in and the room stopped moving.  Broyle tried not stare at her 
slim legs, bountiful chest, and flowing dark hair.  He had been trying to avoid staring at Shania 
for most of his life.  Their parents were friends.  He had known her for as long as he could 
remember.  They had attended the same school, and went to the same parties.  Two Hollywood 
kids arising from the same place.  A fact he assumed she pretended to have forgotten.  

Because she was now the CEO of Mahone Productions, making a half-billion dollars a year 
in revenue, and he worked for her.

Broyle held his head down as the meeting began.
“Okay, we are super excited to move forward with the Seneca and Anton storyline,” Shania 

said.  “We think they will be one of our hotter couples this year.”
“No kidding,” an older writer piped in.  “They are already looking like they are ready for the 

love scenes.”
Everyone laughed except Shania and Broyle.  “Can we not speculate on what our actors are 

doing off set.”  The room quieted.  “Thank you.”  She looked around.  “Hudson is going to direct 
most of the story arc.  But we are going to implement new security measures for the scripts.”

Broyle’s ears suddenly perked up.
“As you know, we have faced some negative speculation that people affiliated with this 

show are betting on storylines in EverLife.”
Papers rustled around the table.
“I want you to know, I do not believe any of those rumors.  I believe you care about the 

integrity of this show, and the game, and you will hold to your contractual obligations and keep 
our secrets.”

No one moved.
“That said, we are going to take extra precautions with our biggest story lines.  For Seneca 

and Anton, either a producer or director, we will not say which one, will make the final decision 
on the script we will shoot.  Meaning everyone gets to write extra dialogue…”

The table groaned.
Shania raised her voice.  “Only different lines for core twists.  We do not want anyone to 



know which script will be the final one until we are almost ready to shoot.  As you know the 
earlier you bet on a storyline, the bigger the payoff.  So we are hoping this new procedure will 
deter anyone who may be tempted to play with our livelihood.  More than three thousand 
families live directly off the revenues from this show and the EverLife game.  I know nobody in 
here will risk their livelihoods for a few extra dollars.”

The writers around the table solemnly looked at her.
“Any questions?”
No one moved.
“Okay let’s move on.”
Broyle pretended to be taking notes, but he was absent-mindedly doodling sketches of 

Shania as he tried to make sense of the words she had just uttered.  He caught the writers on 
either side of him occasionally looking at his notepad, but he did not care.  The sketches were 
stylized, abstract art, not exactly perfect images of Shania. The others would not know what he 
was doing.  If he had any courage, he would sketch her the way he wanted to see her, naked.  But 
those images would likely be noticeable by someone, and the last thing Broyle wanted to do was 
draw attention to himself.  

Besides the doodling, Broyle kept an eye on the clock by looking at his mobile phone.  Like 
most executives, Shania had given up on trying to get people to stop looking at their phones 
during meetings.  Instead she made the meetings shorter, which he admired.  He was not 
interested in seeing the latest social media posts or wondering who was texting him.  He only 
wanted the time to pass faster.

When the meeting was finally over, he took his assignment and disappeared.  Broyle wrote 
mostly filler content, the boring scenes the show threw in to drag out the action.  He wrote 
snippets about a character going for coffee or a teenager trying to pass a test.  None of it 
challenged his intellect.  Other people pitched new story ideas every day.  They were desperate 
to be seen and make a mark.  He didn’t need a mark.  He didn’t need a job.  Promising to behave 
himself, he had convinced his parents to convince Shania’s parents to beg her to take a chance on 
him for old friendship’s sake.

He was at the studio every day only because he loved telling women he was a Hollywood 
writer, and he wanted to stay near Shania.  She would never normally have hired someone like 
him, but he had managed to ensure she was worn down by persistent, annoying parental guilt. 
Since she was incredibly smart, he guessed she hoped he would fail so she could use him as an 
example of why she would never do a favor for her parents ever again.

Disappearing up two flights of stairs, Broyle wandered into his office and shut the door. 
The room was not his official office.  No secondary writers on Forever had their own office.  But 
it was an office.  He had found the empty space, and talked an ugly administrative assistant into 
assigning it to him by buying her coffee and saying she was pretty.  He hid in the office almost 
all morning.  And was rarely missed.  All writers filed their scripts through the show’s secure 
Intranet.  Technically if he wanted to avoid morning meetings he could work from home.  But he 
did not want to avoid all aspects of the show.  Especially not Shania.

When filming began, he would discreetly slip onto the soundstage, find a quiet place to sit 
and observe Shania managing the day-to-day creation of her family’s ridiculous fortune.

Shania was the definition of lucky sperm.  Her grandparents had come from nowhere 
Canada, invented one stupid little story idea about a town with three inter-connected families, 
and boom, five decades of success.  But the mega millions really started to flow after the Kellons 
invented their game.  Of all the soap operas those two geniuses could have thought to use, they 



chose Forever.  Hollywood was screaming in jealously.  Every show was trying to find a version 
of EverLife similar to the Kellons secret A.I. formula.  But none were as successful as Forever.

The set-up of the show with its deep family histories, mystical riverside setting, and 
frequently gorgeous acting talent was simply too perfect for the transition to online glory.  The 
impact of prompting casual television viewers to go from looking at the show onscreen, to being 
immersed in it online, was instant.

The worldwide popularity of the game was one thing.  The money it brought in was quite 
another.  No one expected people to become so obsessed they would pay anything to live, work 
and play in virtual Ravencross.  Shania had to hire a team to sit in Las Vegas, where the game 
production was located, and hover over the Kellons to protect the brand and all its lucrative 
moving parts.  But she didn’t care.  She had money to throw at EverLife because EverLife was 
throwing it all back, and more.

When Broyle wasn’t watching Shania or writing his few lines of dialogue each day, he was 
in the game.  He had to admit.  He was addicted too and understood other fans’ obsession.

Players set personal challenges in EverLife, like winning the heart of a particular character, 
and then competed with each other to see who would triumph.  Other EverLife related sites ran 
scenarios on who would win, and how characters would react.  The process was so complicated, 
it made playing Fantasy Football look like pre-kindergarten.

When betting on EverLife outcomes became a real world reality, the show’s lawyers 
scrambled to make sure insiders could not benefit.  The cast and crew of Forever were never 
allowed to gamble on EverLife.  Just like corporate executives, Shania inserted a contract clause 
where everyone was legally bound to maintain the secrets of the show and not profit from their 
knowledge.

But Broyle assumed everyone was ignoring her.  He had multiple fake identities in the 
game, and a real one to deflect attention from the fake ones.  Shania could not possibly think she 
would be the only one making millions off EverLife, which was probably why she brought in the 
new security rules for the scripts.  Despite her insistence that she didn’t suspect anyone, he 
guessed she suspected everyone, and was about to go out of her way to prevent them from 
causing her any public relations embarrassments.

Broyle smiled as he lit up his computer and opened software he had bought to track his 
winnings from the show.  He bet on characters based exactly on what he knew was going to 
happen.  Of course, to deflect suspicion, he occasionally bet against them also.  He also bet the 
most obvious storylines and made a few cents on those like everyone else.  But because he had 
so many aliases working at the same time, he was completely hedged and could earn a rich profit 
without appearing to be benefiting from any specific information.

He didn’t need the money.  He lived off an allowance from his father who, after four wives, 
paid every one of his ex’s and their offspring to stay out of his life.  But Broyle kept playing 
EverLife because he enjoyed the game.  The great game of beating everyone who thought they 
had a fair chance.

Unfortunately, Shania’s writers’ meeting announcement had the effect of taking him and his 
triumphs out of the picture.  He would have to begin a judicious investigation to find the 
information he needed to get back on top of his EverLife game.

He knew Shania often based storylines on the real life actions of people she knew.  If there 
was any truth to the rumors about Kurt and Kalia, the actors who played Anton and Seneca, 
Shania could make their relationship really intense on Forever.  But if Shania was agitated, she 
could make the relationship really rocky and volatile.



Broyle interlocked his fingers over his keyboard.  Which way would she go?  He had only 
one way of finding out.

He had to ramp up his watch on Shania.

Chapter 5

The clanking of computer keys always annoyed Noble Weatherby.  Even though co-workers 
claimed to be using ‘silent’ keyboards, he could still hear the patter of their fingers moving like 
rats across the floor.  From his cubicle, he counted the hours until he could go home and get back 
on EverLife.

Last evening in the game, he had come close to getting A-Seneca into an extended 
conversation with him.  Engaging her for more than a brief ‘hello’ was a major accomplishment. 
Every avatar guy was trying the same move.  But Noble knew his approach was more precise. 
He was going after her compassionate heart.  A-Seneca loved a sob story, and he consistently 
delivered on that front.  She was becoming increasingly interested in his suffering tale.  He knew 
their next encounter would allow him to become even more ingratiated into her fold.

Noble started to stir in his seat at the thought of seeing her again, and quickly looked around 
to make sure no one caught wind of his nervousness.  He was a clerk in a production factory, 
responsible for entering data into an online spreadsheet about eight times a day.  The work was 
mindless and tedious, ripe to be replaced by an automated process when the company stopped 
being cheap and made the investment in technology.

He was forty-one, round, stumbling, never-married.  He had met a few women over the 
years, but they had all been reluctant to have more than a friendly relationship with him.  No one 
wanted to go any further.  But A-Seneca could be coaxed into going further, which made playing 
in EverLife his one treasured pastime.

Noble smiled into his computer.
“Having a good time?” a man’s voice spoke to him from above the divider of his cubicle.
Noble glanced up and saw his colleague, staring down at him.  “What?”
“You’re smiling like a Cheshire Cat.  What are you up to?”
“Nothing.”
“Nothing?  Dude, it can’t be the work making you smile like that.  What are you doing, 

jerking off under your desk?” Noble’s face flushed and his colleague laughed.  “I thought so.”
“You can see both of my hands are on my keyboard,” he rose in his chair in self-defense.  “I 

was just thinking of something funny I saw on TV last night.”
“Oh yeah?  What?”
“I dunno.  Just a skit on one of those stupid shows on some high number cable channel.”
“Sure man, whatever you say.  But don’t get caught.”  The colleague laughed and walked 

away.
Noble sneered.  But an image of A-Seneca came into his mind and he calmed down. 

Turning back to his work, he counted the minutes until he would be sitting before his personal 
computer again.

At exactly 4:55 pm, Noble began packing up his desk and shutting down his computer.  At 5 
pm, he departed.  Since he hated fighting traffic, he walked towards the bus stop to join the other 
heads-down commuters waiting in a line for bus number 23.

Noble’s apartment was in a nondescript high rise building right on the main route the bus 
followed along one of the principal avenues through his town.  He preferred the convenience of 



the public vehicle to the isolation of his car.  At least this way he could say, he had a normal life 
interacting with other humans.

Boarding the bus, he said a polite “good afternoon,” to the driver, and nodded and smiled at 
the woman in the seat beside him.  Noble presented himself as a clearly level-headed working 
man in a busy industrial town.

Arriving at his home, he carefully hung up his jacket and put away his bag.  Choosing a 
frozen dinner from the freezer, he put the tray in the microwave.  While the meal was heating, he 
went into his room and changed.  He always debated what he would wear while going to visit A-
Seneca.  Casual jeans and a t-shirt seemed the most appropriate while he was playing.  Although 
onscreen in EverLife, his avatar dressed more formally to impress her.

Returning to his kitchen, he retrieved his meal and sat down at his personal computer.  In 
EverLife, he lived in the same building as A-Seneca.  The rent was extraordinary, but he shared 
with 11 other guys.  He had only a cot and mattress relegated to a corner of the living room, but 
the situation was sufficient to fulfill his desire to be close to A-Seneca.

He heard the owners of EverLife were trying to break-up apartment sharing in buildings 
where the Forever characters lived.  Online players had gone ballistic at the discussion, and 
vented their frustration and anger in game forums.  Avatars who lived inside Ravencross were 
generally thrilled when the homeless got kicked out, and sent to live on the outskirts of the 
virtual city.  But there was no way they were going to allow themselves to be moved out after 
having invested tens of thousands in rent and offline arrangements that kept them in the inside 
circle of the game.  Noble had worked hard to earn a place inside A-Seneca’s building, and he 
wasn’t leaving.

A-Seneca had the penthouse, which meant she had no neighbors.  He never liked this 
aloofness, but felt content that at least no other man could move in near her and garner her 
attention.  He tried to get the floor right below the penthouse, but never had enough evercoin, the 
in-game 'local' currency, to buy in to that space.  He was convinced the producers of Forever 
bought the space to keep it empty, but he was never able to prove it.

All of his savings were aimed at buying real estate, but the bidding on apartments was going 
through the roof.  He had to be content with settling on one of the lower floors.  Like all the other 
men watching A-Seneca, he had to wait for her to appear, usually in the lobby, sometimes in the 
gym.  A trail of guys followed her to the grocery store, and to University Hospital where she 
worked.  But hospital security always stopped them at the door, so they waited on the sidewalk 
outside.

Unfortunately, he could not wait all day.  In EverLife, he needed to have a job to earn 
evercoin.  Unlike some guys who could just buy what they wanted by trading in the market, he 
had to earn.  To keep up with A-Seneca’s other admirers, he worked a night job and tried to 
avoid sleeping.  That was a problem too.  No sleep made his avatar drowsy and incoherent. 
When he tried to talk to A-Seneca, she became visibly concerned about his state of mind.  This 
tactic might have worked to become one of her patients, which was once a goal.  But the game 
seemed to be preventing that too.  Instead of accepting him as a patient, she referred him to 
another psychiatrist.  He was both angry and relieved by this decision.  He did not want to be her 
patient.  He wanted to be her boyfriend.  He had to convince her she wanted that too.

The game was on and his avatar, A-Noble was at work as a security guard in a high-rise 
downtown building.  He had recently applied to work in the same position at University 
Hospital.  That job would be ideal.  He could work at night then stay at the hospital during the 
day and watch out for A-Seneca.  Of course, a lot of other guys had the same idea, so the hospital 



was thinking about putting the position out for bid.  He hated that option.
The EverLife people often changed the rules in the middle of the game to take advantage of 

the players.  The owners of EverLife were making a fortune collecting real dollars from players 
in the real world, especially by upping the stakes on a particularly desired opportunity, like a job 
in the hospital.  If they went through with their plan, only rich real world people would be able to 
afford regular stuff in the game.

Still Noble had to play by their rules.  He could not abandon the game now.  Not when he 
was so close to developing a relationship with A-Seneca.

She had spoken to him.  Maybe she was trying to develop a patient profile on him, but he 
hoped she wanted to be friends.  Then he could move on to the ultimate level with her, which in 
EverLife speak meant —getting her to sleep with his avatar.

Since the earliest days of the game when the creators had not known what outside coders 
would be able to do, no one had managed to make it to the ultimate level with a Forever 
character avatar.  He knew the writers were trying to prevent that from happening by hooking the 
characters up on Forever with their so-called ‘true love.’  A.I. would then prompt the avatar to 
relegate all other potential lovers to a distraction.  But, Noble had an idea about how he could 
overcome their manipulation.

He wanted to be with A-Seneca, be with her completely.  He knew a little bit about 
computers, and had studied the story of how EverLife was created.  He also knew the humans 
who wrote Forever were manipulating the game based on how they created the scripts and ran 
the storylines.  The combination of the computer technology and the television scripts was the 
basis for how avatars reacted in EverLife.

If a player could alter one or the other, the player could be in charge.
As Noble enhanced his understanding of the game, he knew that with a little bit of time and 

patience, he would work the system to his advantage.
His goal was to capture A-Seneca’s heart, just as she had captured his.



PART TWO:  Screen Life: Seneca and Anton

Chapter 6

“I’m only asking you to listen to what the police have to say,” Kitter Fraser said as his earnest 
face watched Dr. Seneca Landon carefully.  The two were walking over one of Ravencross’s 
impressive ‘crossings’ bridges.

They looked like father and daughter.  Kitter, tightly gripping his attaché case, was wearing 
a formal business suit, and shuffled uncomfortably as the wind intermittently blew wisps of his 
hair across his eyes.  He struggled to push it back.

Seneca glided beside him, her long legs adjusting to his short strides, her hair flying freely.
Making ‘a crossing’ in Ravencross meant traversing one of the city’s four distinct 

connecting spans that were built in a square around the intersection of two rapidly moving rivers 
crossing one another to continue flowing in all four geographic directions.  The uniquely 
designed bridges connected people and vehicles to each of the four quadrants of the city.  The 
river water site was a natural marvel few could accurately explain.  But humans took the 
positioning as a message, and operated the divided city on the basis of functional and economic 
grounds.

Kitter had come to Seneca’s office at University Hospital, which was part of the sprawling 
university medical center on the city’s Southside.  They were walking towards police 
headquarters, an imposing concrete structure, on the north bank of the Echo River, in Westside.

“I really believe you are over-reacting,” Seneca said.  “I’m not in any danger.”
Kitter and Seneca first became acquainted when he spoke to her after he guest lectured at the 

university where she was a medical student.  Since that date, they stayed in touch, developing a 
close personal friendship.  As a man with four daughters, he viewed her as another young woman 
seeking his counsel and support.  He was also her attorney.

The professional relationship began when she moved to Ravencross and needed legal 
paperwork done for her psychiatry practice.  The hospital’s Chief of Staff, Edward Fraser 
recommended his lawyer son.  Kitter and his wife Kali immediately embraced Seneca as family. 
She deeply respected and cared for him, but the suggestion he was making to her now seemed…
ridiculous.

“Seneca, do I need to remind you that you told Kali you thought these threats may be from a 
patient who is trying to frighten you?”  Kali was the closest Seneca had to a best friend who was 
genuinely concerned for her.

“Kali’s exaggerating.  I just wanted to tell her what was going on.”
“Because you are afraid?”
“No.”  Kitter did not look convinced, and Seneca was having an increasingly difficult time 

disagreeing with his assessment.
She was afraid.
For three weeks, an unknown offender had been sending her anonymous texts, photos of her 

going about her day, and leaving voicemail saying she was lying to him.  The incidents 



accelerated three days earlier.
Seneca diligently reviewed all of her files to determine if one of her patients could be 

viewed as the culprit.  No obvious suspects emerged from her evaluations.  If one of her own was 
the perpetrator, she had missed the clue in her analysis, which was a disturbing conclusion. 
Seneca would be more uneasy with a mistaken professional assessment than with the messages 
she had been receiving.  Analyzing unstable people and determining how to help them was her 
job.  If one of her patients had turned on her, she had failed to reach someone, and her treatment 
had served to create an unbalanced adversary.

“Look, I spoke to Captain Jim Jarvis.  You’re just going to have a discussion with him, and 
see what the police can offer you for protection.”

“What did you tell the police?”
“I told them you’re in danger.”
“Kitter!”
“Well I was not going to allow you to continue on without outside help. The police will 

protect you.”
“But it’s unnecessary.”
“Jim agrees with me that these threats are serious.”
“Because you convinced him to agree.”
“No, he made his own assessment as a law enforcement professional.”  Kitter lowered his 

voice.  “Look Seneca, I was going to have Jim explain another part of this situation to you, but 
since you’re so upset with me, I guess I have to tell you myself.”

“Tell me what?”
“The police have also received some threats similar to the messages you received.  But the 

target of the messages was not named.”
“What do you mean?”
“Someone has been sending anonymous texts, and leaving voice messages, saying a doctor 

has been lying to him and he’s going to take action.”
Seneca turned to him in shock.  “What?  But why didn’t you tell me about that?”
“I didn’t know about it until I took your story to Jim.  If I had not done that, the police 

would have no idea who is being targeted.”
“But, but…they do not know for sure it’s me.  There could be more than one doctor being 

threatened.”
“That’s true.  But the wording of the texts you received, and the ones the police department 

received are basically identical.”
“But, the two incidents might not be related at all.”
“Well, let the police decide.”
“Kitter, I think going to the police is overkill.”
“How can you say that when they already have the case?”  Seneca dropped her head. 

“Look, I did not want to frighten you like this.  I want the police to explain how they’re going to 
proceed.”

“Yes, yes I know, but I’m just not comfortable with this incident being turned into a whole 
problem.”

“Seneca, you’re a psychiatrist.  Your patients all have mental problems, and as good as you 
are, you cannot predict exactly when someone might go off.  If one of your patients has turned 
on you, the police should know about it.”

“I don’t think one of my patients has turned on me.”



“Either way, someone is threatening you and it should be investigated.”
“You’re making too much of this.”
“No, we are not.  We don’t want anything to happen to you.  The police can protect you 

better than we can.”
“Yes, I’m sure but—”
“Jim is a great guy.  He’ll watch out for your best interests.”
“I’m sure he’s highly competent but…”
“It’s for your own good.  We want to protect you.”
“You know I love you and Kali very much, and I appreciate your concern.  But I really don’t 

see how you have time for all this.”
“Don’t worry about that.  After speaking to the police, we’ll all decide how to move 

forward.”
Seneca shrugged her shoulders in defeat.  “All right, I’ll listen to Captain Jarvis.  But I’m 

telling you, I think this will be a waste of time.”
*

A short time later, Seneca and Kitter arrived at the Ravencross Police Headquarters building, 
and were taken into the office of Captain Jim Jarvis.  Jim was a ten-year veteran of the police 
force, a tall, stern man with soft gentle eyes.  After Kitter introduced them, he looked at Seneca 
with admiration and concern.

“Dr. Landon, we would like to do a complete investigation into these threats against you,” 
Jim said.

Seneca shifted uncomfortably in her seat.  “Captain Jarvis, I really think…”
“We would also like to assign an officer to protect you full-time until we are certain there is 

no danger to your life.”
“Full time?  But Captain that’s—”
“Look, I know you may believe there is nothing to worry about, but we see this very 

differently.  When these threats first came into the department we were prepared to ignore them. 
We receive all sorts of crank messages every day.  But after Kitter told me about the direct 
threats to you, we completely changed our assessment.  We cannot have a situation where we 
know a doctor is receiving threats, at the same time the police department is receiving threats 
about a doctor.  We have to put two-and-two together and investigate.  Do you understand?”

“Yes of course.”
“Then do I have your full cooperation?”
Seneca hesitated, looking from Jim to Kitter and back again.  Both presented her with 

implacable stares demanding the same answer.  She relented.  “Yes, Captain Jarvis, what would 
you like to do?”

“I’d like to introduce you to the officer we have assigned to your case.”
Jim picked up his phone.  “Yes, can you send Clark to my office please…thanks.”
“It will just be a second,” Jim assured them.
Seneca leaned back in her chair and pictured a gruff old uniformed grump who would be 

shadowing her for days while the police tried to get to the bottom of the case.  She wondered 
what she would do with him.

A minute later, Jim’s door opened, and Seneca turned to see her completely undesired 
shadow.

Her mouth went instantly dry.  But standing in Jim's doorway was her definition of a tall-
drink-of-water.  He had wavy brown hair, bold brown eyes, and soft pink lips on a slightly 



curved mouth she suddenly wanted to taste.  He was well-built, through the tightness of his 
business casual dress shirt she could see the outline of rippled muscles.  The shirt was tucked 
into jeans that he wore with a belt.  Seneca caught her breath.  She noticed he immediately saw 
her too.  He held her glance for a second, before turning to address his captain.

“You called for me?” he said.  The voice was gruff but sexy.  Very sexy.  She wished the 
question was directed at her.

“Yeah come on in, Sergeant.”
He walked into the room, and passed an inch by her.  Her heart was beating so swiftly she 

thought he might be able to hear it.
“Sergeant Anton Clark, this is Dr. Seneca Landon.”  He turned to her and she caught an 

imperceptible shine of delight cross through his eyes.
“Nice to meet you,” he said in his sexy gruff way as he held out his hand.
“Nice to meet you too,” Seneca replied.  She felt a tremor escape from her as their flesh 

touched, and she wondered if Kitter and Jim had picked up on her sudden lack of control.
“And you know Kitter Fraser,” Jim was saying.
“Yeah.”  He let go of her hand and Seneca felt a ripple of disappointment slide to her 

stomach.  She could have held his hand all day.
Anton shook Kitter's hand and sat down on the edge of Jim's desk.  She watched the easy 

grace in how he moved, comfortable in his setting as he turned to face them.  Her heart would 
not stop rapidly pounding.

“Sergeant Clark is going to go with you, Dr. Landon,” Jim was telling her.  “He’ll do a 
complete assessment of the security situation at your office and home, and then report back on 
any further resources that are needed.”

Seneca almost forgot to reply as she wondered if his assessment would include her bedroom. 
“Yes all right.”  She forced herself to look at Jim, but she could feel Anton’s eyes boring into 
her.  “That will be fine.”  More than fine.

He seemed to be already assessing the situation, or at least her.  His manner signaled he was 
covering her in a blanket of protection meant to convince anyone else who came near that he was 
in charge.  He was reviewing her the way she reviewed her patients when they first met, except 
he was not exactly being clinical about his intentions.  And neither was she.  She wanted the feel 
of his hand again, except this time on a different part of her body…

“Okay good.  Well he’ll go with you now and you can get started.”
“Now?”  Her shout instantly wiped sexy thoughts from her mind as she suddenly came to 

the realization that this was her gruff, grumpy uniformed officer shadow.  A moment of panic 
overcame her.  She had always been a studious, rule-following girl who completed her 
homework on time and never broke curfew.  She avoided the cliques at school, and kept 
friendships only with those who were committed to their education.  Marrying early had been her 
way of engaging in a social life without moving too far outside her comfort zone.

She looked up.  Anton was watching her.  Under his gaze, her mind immediately stopped 
thinking about who she was and where she came from.  She could not understand how the 
drumbeat pounding of her heart was being ignored.  The room appeared indifferent to her 
feelings of overwhelm.

Except for Anton.
“Yes of course,” Jim explained.  “If there’s another incident Anton has to be there to protect 

you.”
“Oh, oh yes of course.”  Seneca scrambled for control.  After years of having no men excite 



her to action, Anton was standing right in front of her, hovering even, beckoning her with the cut 
torso reaching out from under his shirt.  “Sorry I just had not thought about how this would 
work.”

Especially since, a dreaded thought had crossed her mind: the police were unlikely to 
sanction an officer getting too close to a potential victim in the interest of keeping her safe.

“Well that’s what we’re here for,” Anton said.  She turned to look at him.  “We’ll figure out 
exactly how this will work.”

She nearly collapsed at the sound of his voice mixed with the insinuation in his words.
If Captain Jarvis really thought she was going to spend all day and night with this man, he 

was sadly mistaken.

Chapter 7

Anton was trying desperately to avoid staring at his charge.  When Jim Jarvis had told him he 
would have to watch over a woman psychiatrist who was receiving threats, possibly from a 
patient, he pictured an old grey-haired stern faced matron.  He did not picture a tall, beautiful, 
soft and curvy goddess.

His body instantly reacted at the sight of her.  Nerves stretched on an instant recognition he 
had not previously felt with any other woman.  Suddenly every skill he had as a police officer 
sworn to protect the public was rising to help him in his defense of this angel.  His angel.

Having immediately noticed no ring on her left hand, he wondered where Kitter Fraser had 
been hiding her.  Anton knew Kitter through his father.  Kitter was the Clark family lawyer who 
handled the establishment of his parents’ restaurant.  All of the Frasers were long-term family 
friends who came to holiday parties and often brought along newcomers for everyone to meet.

But they had never shown up with anyone as stunning as Seneca.  Jim had told Anton about 
Kitter's connection to Seneca.  He was her lawyer too, for her medical practice.  But that was all 
he knew.  That, and the issue with some creep who was harassing her.  Jim obviously did not 
know her either.  He wondered how long she had been in Ravencross.  At least he would have 
plenty of time to find out.

He couldn’t wait.
Her presence exuded a genuine feminine glow of gentle sexual energy tied up into a calm, 

caring demeanor.  She was thrilling him even as she sat there looking concerned as three men 
discussed how to protect her.  He could not get over the sensation ripping through his body.  He 
was going to be placed directly in charge of a woman he desperately wanted to touch, but was 
forbidden to even consider.

Once a member of the public sought the protection of the taxpayer-funded police force, the 
lines were drawn.  He was an officer sworn to fulfill his sacred duty.  Under absolutely no 
circumstances could he even think about any association beyond a professional relationship with 
her.  If he tried anything else, he would be fired.  Kitter would probably figure out a way to sue 
him too.

Faced with these less than ideal consequences, from the moment he saw Seneca and 
realizing the ungovernable reaction he was having in her presence, he had to start re-wiring his 
brain to focus on this particular job.

 Fearful situations could sometimes distort interactions between a victim and the police into 
appearing to be more than an officer’s concern for a citizen’s welfare.  Women victims had 
sometimes over-reacted to Anton’s attention.  He knew when a woman would have appreciated 



more than his professional service.  But he was never interested.  He could not be.  He stayed 
away from romantic entanglements with complainants, victims, witnesses, and even the women 
criminals who made a pass at him.

This situation would be no different.
Although when Seneca smiled and shook his hand he could not help imagining her soft palm 

on another part of his body…
“Sergeant, we are going to leave the details to you,” Jim said.
Anton turned to look at him, fighting to even his voice while replying, “Yes I’ll take care of 

everything.”
“Tell Dr. Landon what you think so far of this guy.  Maybe you can help her figure out if it’s 

one of her patients.”
“Sure.”  He turned to look at her, only a little terrified that Kitter or Jim would notice his 

eager interest.  Coughing to ease his transition to speaking as a normal person, he continued, “we 
think this guy is a young man, unstable of course, but not violent, at least not so far.  He may not 
have a criminal record, but has been triggered to come after you because of something you said.”

“Something I said?”  Her face lit up in alarm.  Anton immediately felt badly about upsetting 
her.

Already he did not like seeing her unsettled.  He wanted to fling his arms around her for 
comfort.  Maybe caress her shoulders and back and…

“I…I meant he may have misinterpreted something.  I’m sure it’s nothing you directly said. 
Guys like this take words and twist them to suit their own depravity.”

Her face betrayed an even graver concern and his heart sank.  He was making the situation 
worse.

 “Do you have any specific leads from the threats he sent the police?”  She was looking at 
him as her soft voice asked the question.

“No, not yet.”
She nodded, already disappointed with his service.  He could tell by looking at her that she 

was used to competence, professionalism and intelligence.  ‘Southsider demands,’ in Ravencross 
speak.  Southside was the part of town where the university was located, and professional, 
educated people raised their families in two-story executive homes.  

In contrast, Anton grew up in the city’s working class Northside where expectations for 
police assistance were low.  Northside was rough, too rough for a sophisticated woman like 
Seneca.  The area was full of slowly crumbling bungalows where factory workers, service 
industry labor and other struggling people eked out a living.  Northsiders rarely mixed with 
Southsiders.  People like Kitter Fraser were an exception.  He did business with everyone.  But if 
Seneca had grown up in Southside Ravencross, it’s unlikely she would have a relationship with a 
Northside guy like Anton.

He stood up to appear more authoritative. “In cases like this, it’s best to have more facts 
before we speculate on who the perpetrator might be.”  He stopped to gage her interest.  She was 
watching him attentively.  “Until today we did not know he had a real target…you.  Now that we 
do know that we can be more specific in our assessment.”

“Oh I see.  You need more information, specifically from me.”
Anton wanted a lot more than information but nodded at her response.  “We need to fill in 

the blanks in our knowledge.”
“How long will that take?”  Anton hesitated.  He did not want to over or under estimate the 

time.  He was about to reply when Jim saved him.



“We have no way of knowing, Dr. Landon,” Jim said.  “Until we get a complete picture of 
what we’re dealing with, we will just have to keep our assessments to the information we do 
know.”

“I see.” 
“Okay well unless you have any other questions, you two can go now and get started.”  Jim 

gestured to Anton and Seneca.  Anton turned to look at her just as she looked at him, and their 
eyes locked.  For a second, he held her glance and felt the tremor rip through his body again.  

He should probably tell Jim he would not be suited for the job.  But the second he thought of 
doing that, he also vowed he would never let another police officer near her.  They would have to 
kill him to get him off this assignment.

“Ready to go?” Anton said to Seneca.
“Yes.”  She stood and was right next to him.  He held his body steady as he gestured for her 

to lead the way.
“I’ll check in on you later,” Kitter said.  Anton spun towards him as if he were already 

questioning his integrity.
But he stopped short of a comment when Seneca replied.  “Thank you so much, Kitter.”  She 

moved towards him and hugged him, briefly kissing his cheek.  Anton instantly envied the 
effortless manner in which she reached for Kitter and held her body against him.  If only she 
would do that with him…

“And thank you Captain Jarvis.”  She turned to Jim to shake his hand.
Anton stood stiffly by watching every other man have his chance to touch her without a 

single sign of conflict being raised in his direction.  When they were finished, he remembered to 
say his own good-byes and shake both men’s hands before exiting.

“Do you have a car?” he asked Seneca as they approached the building lobby.
“I walked over here with Kitter.  My car is at the hospital.”
They stepped out of Jim's office and began walking.  “Would you be going home about 

now?”
“Yes I suppose.”
“Do you want me to take you to get your car, or take you home and drive you in tomorrow 

morning?”
She looked puzzled.
“Dr. Landon?”
“I’m sorry, it’s just that I don’t understand.  Tomorrow morning?”
“Yeah, I’m watching you day and night until we catch this guy.”
“Day and night?”
“Yeah.”
“But I thought you were just going to check things over and ask me some questions.”
“That’s the start.  I’ll review your security and decide if any more resources are needed.” 

He pointed towards his car.  “I’m over here.”
As he moved towards his vehicle, he noticed a bicycle rider cutting across the parking lot 

towards them.  The rider was cycling at a steady pace, on an exact trajectory to where Anton and 
Seneca were standing.  At first, Anton only glanced in the rider’s direction.  But as the bike 
neared, his protection senses went on full alert.  Despite the wide expanse of pavement available, 
the rider was making no attempt to move over, away from where they were positioned.

Anton moved to stand in front of Seneca, stepping between her and the rider just as the 
wheels aligned to pass them.  He reached behind his back with one arm, and pushed her against 



him.  Locking his arm to embrace her, he immediately felt her softness against his skin.
A second later, the rider was next to them with only a couple of inches to spare.  His hand 

rapidly rode up from the side of his jacket.  Anton instinctively put his hand on the top of his 
gun.

From the rider’s hand, Anton saw a flash of yellow and was forced to look down as a hard 
rectangular envelope rocketed through the air and hit him in his exposed chest.

 “This is for you, Dr. Landon!” the rider shouted, immediately changing his cycling pace to 
rapidly speed up.

Seneca screamed as the envelope fell to the ground, and she grabbed the back of Anton’s 
shirt at his shoulders.

“Hey!” Anton shouted moving forward.  He was restrained by Seneca’s grip on him, and 
even more reluctant to let go of her body still attached to his back.

Two uniformed police officers were in the distance across the lot.  “Grab that biker!”
As soon as Anton saw the other officers in pursuit, he turned around to face Seneca.  Her 

hands were at his waist and she was trembling.  “It’s okay,” he said pulling her closer.  “You’re 
okay.”  One hand was on her waist, the other at her neck.  He held her so tightly he could feel 
their two hearts beating against each other.  He could smell the fresh fragrance of her hair, like 
flowers, refreshing, and welcoming…  “You’re okay.”

Gasping with heavy breaths, she pulled back from him.  “What about you?” she asked in 
panic.  “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.”  Reluctantly, he stepped back further, and let her see where the envelope had hit 
him.

She reached up and touched his chest.  The feel of her hand on his body sent a shockwave 
through his system.  Suddenly, he could not hear, see or smell the moving space around them. 
Her slim hand pressed close to his heart.  “Are you sure?”  Her concern was genuine, kind, 
spontaneous.

“Yes, I’m sure.”  He slowly put his hand over hers, and gently pulled it off him.  They both 
looked down at the packet at their feet.  “Don’t touch that.”  He reached for his phone.  The 
uniformed officers were dragging the rider and his bicycle back towards them.  Two other 
officers were running to them from the other direction.

He turned to the men.  “Take that,” he pointed to the rider, “and book him for assaulting a 
police officer.  I want to know where that package came from.”

“Yes sergeant,” the officer responded.
Turning to the other men, he ordered, “Get the lab to pick up this envelope and have the 

contents examined under guard.  Let me know when it’s open.”
“Okay Sarg.”
“I need to get Dr. Landon out of here.”  He put a protective hand around Seneca's waist. 

“I’ll call in later to get the details.”
The men nodded.
Anton steered a still shaking Seneca towards his car.  He opened the passenger door and 

eased her inside, then came around to the driver’s side.
When he was sitting, she whispered, “Thank you Sergeant Clark.”
“Don’t thank me.”
“That package could have been anything.  You stood in front of me even though you did not 

know what it was.”
“I’m protecting you, remember.”



“But…”
“Don’t worry.  This is what we do.  You don’t have to think about it.  I’m going to protect 

you.”
“I just didn’t think…think this was going to escalate.”
“Dr. Landon, someone just threw a package at you in the police headquarters parking lot. 

That’s a pretty bold move.  This thing has definitely escalated.”
“I don’t understand what’s going on.”
“Don’t worry, we’ll figure it out.”
He started the car and drove on to her apartment.
Seneca lived in a high-rise condominium building that was part of a complex of six 

skyscrapers encircling a park about five miles south of the University Medical Center complex. 
The main Ravencross University campus was located further away near the center of Southside 
in another leafy green park that sprawled for acres in all directions.  The setting made all of 
Southside its own college town.

Anton was not used to driving in Southside where the streets were wider, cleaner and 
straighter than the older Northside neighborhoods where he grew up, and where most police 
activity took place.

After driving along in uncomfortable silence, they arrived at Seneca's building and he 
parked.  He got out to follow her.

“What are you going to do now?” 
“Inspect your place.”
“Oh.”
She led him in and they rode the elevator to the penthouse.
Crossing the threshold into her apartment, he felt instantly at home.  Her space had high 

ceilings, wide glass windows and tasteful sharp decorations scattered around each room.  Like 
her, the home was comfortable, modern, and classy.  There was no clutter or disarray like at his 
place.  Ordered and controlled.  That’s probably how she had to manage when she spent the day 
dealing with people whose minds were lost.

“Just wait here,” he said, gesturing to her to stop just inside the doorway.
“What do you mean?”
“Let me look around first before you come in.”
He further walked in and began going into every room and closet, looking into every open 

space as if claiming the rooms as his territory.  His tension soared as he entered her bedroom. 
Trying to ignore her king-sized bed and every image he had of himself lying in it, he glanced 
around.  For a couple of minutes, he paid particular attention to her photos.  On her dresser was a 
silver-framed photo of her holding a baby.  She looked radiant.  But there were no photos of 
grown men.  He was delighted but curious.  Maybe the baby was a godchild.  When he returned, 
she looked concerned.

“Everything all right?”
“Well yes in the sense there’s no one else here right now.”
“But?”
“But, I don’t know what’s out there.”
“And…”
“And I need to think about how we’re going to handle things.”  Her face shadowed over. 

“C’mon, sit down.”
He walked her over to her own couch and they sat down together.  “I’m sorry, but I’m 



feeling a little overwhelmed.”
“Don’t be sorry.  Some guy just tried to scare you.”
“Thank you for being there.”
“I told you not to thank me.”
“I know, just doing your job right…”  She bit her lower lip and he resisted all urges to reach 

out and kiss her exactly where her teeth had settled.
“Dr. Landon, my responsibility here is to keep you safe.  It’s not just the job.  It’s what I 

want to do.  I want to make sure you’re safe and protected and not worrying about some crazy 
guy throwing stuff at you in the street.  Do you understand?”

She looked at him with her trusting eyes staring into his face.  “Yes.  You have a wonderful 
way of comforting someone.”

Comforting you.
The urge to kiss her was overwhelming him.  Every ounce of strength had to be harnessed to 

keep his body still, and his brain focused on saying placid, soothing words that would keep those 
eyes on his face.

“I hope you feel comfortable with me.  And accept a suggestion I have for your protection.”
“Yes okay, what suggestion?”
Anton shifted next to her.  He debated the optics of his plan and weighed it against the role 

he was supposed to be playing.  But he could not resist taking a chance.  A chance that could cost 
him his job.  

He took a deep breath, faced her and with all the calmness he could muster said, “I think I 
should sleep here tonight.”

Chapter 8

Seneca blinked twice, shifted in her seat, and felt the smile on her face transition from stunned 
delight to insulted bewilderment.  She was a woman of etiquette, manners and values.  She did 
not compromise her ideals for anyone.  Not even a deliciously handsome police officer.  Her 
sense of personal propriety was her calling card.  Her stand against a world that sought to 
transform every honest deed into an ulterior motive.

No man had ever invited himself to sleep in her home.  Sergeant Clark’s proposition was so 
far beyond her imaginings she had no idea how to classify it.  From the second they had met, she 
knew a working relationship with this stunning man would be extremely difficult.  She could tell 
he was bold and stubborn and would be meticulous in his task of watching over her.

But the idea that he could be so bold and frank to a woman he had just met made her feel he 
was the most arrogant police officer on the force.  If ever she was convinced the decision to have 
her guarded day and night was overkill, this was the moment.  This officer had destroyed her 
trust in the police force with one line, and thrown a bucket of ice on the sizzling fire he had 
struck in her veins.

“What?” she demanded with forceful indignation.  “What do you mean you are going to 
sleep here?”

Anton was looking at her with surprise.  “Do you have an extra blanket and pillow?”
“What?  What are you talking about?”
“If not I’ll just get someone to bring stuff over from my place.”
“You will not.”
“Will not what?”



“You can’t sleep here.”
“I have to.”  He patted the space on the couch between them.  “This will be fine if that’s 

okay.  If not, I’ll sleep on the floor.”
“On the floor?”  Her shock ripped through her.  The thought of his muscular frame lying 

across her floor conjured up exactly zero professional images of peaceful police protection.
Her sudden anger over her initial understanding of his intentions instantly transformed into 

an image of dropping down beside him, in front of the fireplace, and turning their evening into 
hot…

“You will not sleep on my floor!”
“Yes I will.  I’m staying here overnight.  I have to sleep somewhere.”
“But...but this is outrageous.  This cannot be police procedure.”
“Captain Jarvis said to take care of things as I saw fit.  You heard him.”
“I doubt he meant you could invade my privacy and impose yourself on my hospitality.”
He was looking at her askew.  “You don’t want me here?”
A jolt of fear ran through her.  She wanted him here.  But his questioning tactic was not 

innocent.  He was asking because there was only one answer.
In resentful frustration she replied, “I don’t want you sleeping here.”
“Why?”
“What do you mean why?  I hardly know you.”
“I’m a police officer, here to protect you.  You don’t have to know me.”
“I can’t just have any man in my house.”
“I’m not any man.”
No, you are not.
“This cannot be police procedure.”  Seneca repeated her argument as her blood began to 

boil.  She could not tell if she was reacting to his arrogance or to the closeness of his body to her 
on the couch.  She fought to control her breathing and her viewpoint.  “I cannot allow you to just 
barge in here and lie on my floor.”

“Dr. Landon, I did not barge in.  You agreed to police protection.  I’ll be fine on the floor.”
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“Are you going to throw me out?”
She stared at him with indignation.  Every fiber in her body told her he was the last person 

she would ever throw out of her house.  But his attitude was insupportable.  She had to gain 
control.  Either he was an officer who had to protect her and play no other role in her life, or he 
was a gorgeous man who…

  As a woman of steel fiber moral discipline, she could not simply allow his bulging chest to 
control her actions.  She had to carefully manage the situation.

She decided to play for time.  “I think you should call Captain Jarvis for advice.”
“No, I don’t think so.”  He casually lay back into the couch, as if testing the fabric for fitness 

for his athletic body.
She glared at him in shock.  This man was insufferable.  Her brain began to dance through 

options.
She could call Captain Jarvis to complain and have him removed, which she would not do.
Or she could accept his plan, which she could not do.
The possibilities chased circles in her mind.  Here was a man who was going to stay next to 

her, the first man in years who would be constantly by her side.  She already sensed comfort and 
peace in his presence.  But his total package was not sustainable.



She had to get rid of him.
“You cannot overnight here if I don’t want you to stay.”
“I believe staying is in your best interest.  It’s part of how I plan to protect you.  I’m 

staying.”
She fought the shudder threatening to sweep through her.  The way he said he was staying 

mixed his sexy swagger voice into a tough police officer growl.  She was happy to be sitting and 
not standing.  His tone would have made her stagger.

She needed another way to get rid of him.  Maybe by making him understand it was 
impossible for him to stay.

“You will not willingly leave?”
“No, I will not.”
“If you insist on staying, you must understand I will have to function as I always do in my 

own home.”
“Of course, I won’t get in your way.”
“I like to do things a certain way.”
“Okay.”
“Do you expect me to feed you too?”
He raised his eyebrows, a smirk rose on his lips, which only made his mouth sexier against 

his normal tough look.  “No.  I’ll get the guys to bring food for me.”
“Oh.”  Suddenly the idea of not looking after him made her feel inhospitable.  “I didn’t 

mean it that way.  You can eat whatever you want here.  I just want to know what the 
expectations are.”

“There are no expectations.  You won’t even know I’m here.”
I doubt that.
“Sergeant Clark, I need to understand how this will work.”
“Don’t worry about it.”
“Do you always avoid answering the most simple questions?”
He raised his eyebrows again.  “No Dr. Landon, I do not.”
“Then help me make this situation easier.”
“I thought I was making it as easy as possible.  I’ll be here.  I’ll stay out of your way.  Just 

go about your business.”
His intransigence drove her to a renewed level of frustration.  “Fine.”  She stood.  “I’m 

going to change.  I’m going out tonight.”
She saw a shadow of darkness cross his eyes.  “On a date?”
“Now you see that.”  She pointed at him.  “Am I supposed to answer questions like that.”
“For your safety, I would like to know where you are going.”  She heard the bitter gruffness 

in his response.  “And who you’re going out with.”
“I’ll tell you when we are leaving.”  Abruptly turning away, she walked into her bedroom, 

slamming the door behind her.
For a moment, Seneca leaned up against her dresser, and tried to regain her breathing.  She 

knew her behavior had been juvenile, but he had extracted an uncontrollable girlish reaction 
from her.  She wondered where her attitude had come from.  She was a level-headed intelligent 
woman.  But his presence was making her an adolescent.

Walking slowly over to her clothes closet, she opened the door and looked in.  Seneca kept 
an extensive wardrobe of fine evening dresses and professional attire.  She could be as 
glamorous or classic as the occasion demanded.



But of all the dresses on her hangers, she wondered which one would be of the greatest 
interest to Anton Clark.  Was he a fan of sexy, sleeveless plunging necklines, or did he 
appreciate the severity of her business suits?  The rugged casualness of his own clothes made her 
tempted to throw on jeans and a t-shirt and offer to go, not on a dinner date, but for a walk in the 
woods.  How she would love to be holding his hand as they maneuvered through the forests 
around Ravencross, and found a quiet, clearing to rub up against one another…

She leaned her head into a row of hangers.  Her emotions were spiraling out of control.  She 
had to get out of her apartment.

Unfortunately, Seneca actually had no evening plans.
But in her brief battle with Anton, searching for a way out, she remembered an award 

ceremony to be hosted by a local magazine honoring one of the hospital’s doctors.  She was 
unacquainted with the honoree, and had already told several people, including a couple of 
potential dates, that she was not attending.  But she could not imagine the pressure of staying all 
night, within the suddenly tight walls of her apartment, with Sergeant Clark.

Especially since he failed to recognize that they had to have boundaries.
Seneca looked carefully at her clothes.  Like most fashionable women, she had her little 

black dress that was neither too revealing nor severe for functions and parties.  But she wanted a 
more alluring number to upend Sergeant Clark.  Her closet had every color and shape of dress. 
After careful consideration she chose a deep purple mid-length with a half shoulder.  She would 
drape a thin scarf over the bare side.  For shoes, she selected matching heels.

Her personal grooming was always immaculate and revolved around keeping her flowing 
locks in place.  She was pleased to wear only hints of make-up to accentuate her eyes and lips. 
Anton did not strike her as a man who cared much for overly done up women.

Stopping to view herself in the mirror, dressed for an evening out for the first time in a long 
time, she was overwhelmed to be considering how Sergeant Clark would view her.

Although she knew how to choose appropriate attire for different functions, and she enjoyed 
well-cut and tailored clothing, she was not one to dwell on her wardrobe.  But as she looked at 
her carefully selected outfit, for the first time since perhaps high school, she wondered if a man 
would consider her attractive.

One police sergeant man to be exact.
As she was about to re-enter her living room, Seneca recalled the one detail she had 

forgotten for the evening.
Her date.
She did not have one.
After turning down several requesters, she was going to show up with no one, and insult 

half-a-dozen admirers who would see her in the room.  She considered her options.  None of 
which were particularly attractive.

If she called one of the men at the last minute, he may be available.  But then she would 
have to introduce him to Sergeant Clark as her date and who knew what he would do with that 
information.  A better idea would be to tell everyone she changed her mind and decided to attend 
because she wanted a little break.  That excuse sounded plausible.  After all, her colleagues knew 
how hard she worked.  They would likely not be insulted about seeing her arrive alone.

Either way, she had to take her chances.  Her goal was not to placate a room full of 
admirers, but to convince one stubborn police officer that he had overstepped his bounds.

*
The minute Anton saw Seneca emerge from her bedroom, he knew his evening would 



become a nightmare.  As she walked across the living room, he caught every move in her 
sensuous body, from the grace of her step to the soft curves of her lines.  His mind swirled as the 
richness of her purple dress washed over him.  He imagined slipping his hand around her waist 
as her date for the evening.

He could not take his eyes off her.
To define the untouchable woman was to see Seneca standing before him.  This was the kind 

of gracious, intelligent, gentle beauty he had dreamed about, but knew was unattainable for a 
struggling working class city cop.  She looked like an artist’s imagining of captured beauty to be 
displayed to the world.  He tried to remain calm as his eyes passed over her curved chest, slim 
waist and down her long legs.  By the time he looked up again, he was teetering on his feet.

“I’m going out now,” Seneca said as if in defiance to his bold stares.  Her tone implied she 
was standing before him in a housecoat.  He fought to make sure she did not realize he had seen 
her in entirely different terms.

“Ahh…okay.”
“Are you coming dressed like that?”  She pointed to him.  His face clouded over, and she 

immediately understood he was stunned by the question.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to say it that 
way.”  He caught her fumbling over avoiding an insult and was instantly warmed by her 
consideration.  “It’s just that this is a formal event.”

“Event?”  He did not hear the word ‘date.’
He caught a flicker of playfulness cross her eyes.  “Yes, it’s a recognition event for one of 

my colleagues.”
“Oh.  Is someone picking you up?”
She stood up straighter while answering.  “No.”
“Is he meeting you there?”
Seneca stared at him.  “Who?”
He raised his eyebrows.  “Your date.”
She slightly raised her chin in understanding, and dropped her eyes.  “I have no date, 

Sergeant Clark.  I’m going alone.”
Anton resisted jumping up in jubilation.  “Oh, really?  Looking like that you have no date?” 

A silence slipped between them.  A second later, Anton nearly cut out his tongue when he 
realized how he sounded. “I’m sorry, Dr. Landon.  That was completely inappropriate.  I should 
not have said that.  Forgive me.”

Seneca was looking at him, her eyes soft, not angry.  “That’s all right.”
“I meant it as a compliment.  You look beautiful.”
Her eyes reached into him.  Gripping the table beside him to keep from pulling her into his 

arms, he could only admire her.  She looked more than beautiful.  She was absolutely stunning.  
“Do I need to put on a suit or something?”
“I think you might feel more comfortable if you do.”  He did not move.  “Unless you do not 

plan to come inside.”
Anton batted down the hinted suggestion.  “Of course, I’m coming inside.  I’m not letting 

you out of my sight.”
He watched a sweep of relief cross her face, as he held his ground.  “Look, I’m going to 

have to get one of the guys to bring a suit over for me.  And I need to check on the latest about 
that package.  I’ve been monitoring the investigation.”

“Okay.”
“Do you mind waiting a bit?  Do you have to get there at a certain time?”



“No, I can get there at any time.”
“Okay thanks.”
Anton pulled his phone out of his pocket and called Jim Jarvis.  Seneca moved away from 

him and glided into her dining room area.  He forced himself to concentrate on the phone call 
and not look at her as she moved around him.

When the call finished, she had disappeared into her kitchen.  He walked towards the door, 
but she was coming out and the two nearly collided.

“Oh Sergeant, what are you doing?”
“I was just coming to get you.”
“What is it?”
“Do you want to get Captain Jarvis’s update on the package tonight or wait until morning? 

He thought we should both hear about it at the same time.”
“Is it something bad?”  She had two glasses and a bottle of red wine in her hands.  Anton 

reached forward to take the bottle from her.
“Can I help you with that?”  He carried the bottle towards the table before answering her 

question.  “The news is not necessarily bad.  More of the same.  He thinks throwing the package 
at you was the real intention. To scare you.”

“Oh.”  She seemed unsteady walking to the table where he placed the bottle.
“Shall I call them to come now?”
“Yes, of course, let’s here the details now.”
Anton turned away to make the call, then came back to her at the table.
“Would you like a drink?”
“I don’t drink on the job.”
“Oh, yes of course.  Well what about a soda or juice?”
“No thanks.  But you go ahead.”
He watched her hesitate over the bottle.  “No, that’s all right.  Let’s sit down.”  They moved 

towards the couch and once again he found himself gaping at her legs as she elegantly sat down 
next to him.

“Are you from Ravencross, Dr. Landon?”  Anton was still wondering how he could have 
missed meeting her through the Frasers.

“No, I’m not.”
“Have you lived here long?”
“Since I arrived last year.  Kitter helped me find this place.”
“Oh.  I know you’re a doctor and all, but this is pretty nice digs.”
“I work long hours.  I like to be comfortable at home.”
“Of course, of course,” Anton held up his hands.  “It’s a great place.  I like the decorations.”
“The decorator is Kitter's sister-in-law Sophia Fraser, do you know her?”
“Yes, my family knows the Frasers through Kitter.  We are all friends.”
“That’s nice.  This city seems close-knit.”
“Ummm not really.  Some families are.  But the city is generally split along money lines. 

People like you, doctors and such, live here in Southside.  People like me cops, working folks, 
we live in Northside.”

“I’ve heard that about this city.  But I don’t see the split.”
“That’s because you’re at University Hospital, the one place everyone goes and is in the 

same boat.  Either you’re sick or you’re with someone who’s sick.  Money will not help you if 
your body gives out.”



“No, it won’t.”
“The hospital is at The Crossing.  That’s the actual center of town.  The only other place 

where everyone mixes is in those four original city quadrants.  All city services, the dock works, 
marina, are in that area.  We like to live on the water.”

“Yes this city is so strangely configured.  Water is everywhere.”
“That’s the lifeblood.”
“You’ve lived here all your life?”
“Yep, born and bred a Northside man.”
“What does that mean to be a Northside man?”
She was carefully eyeing him.  Anton suddenly felt the pressure as if she could see right 

through him.  “I guess it means we are independent, hard-working, tied to family…we count on 
family, no one else, to help us through.”

“Help you through what?”
He shifted uncomfortably.  “Are you analyzing me now, Doctor?”
“No!”  She was visibly taken aback by his words.  “No, of course not.  I’m just asking a few 

questions to get to know you better.”
“Sorry.  Just felt like you were trying to probe me or whatever.”
If only the probing involved hands, tongues…
She narrowed her eyes at him.  “I would not be that unprofessional, Sergeant Clark.”
Too bad.  If only you would be unprofessional, Dr. Landon.
“Well sorry Dr. Landon, but you just made me feel a little under a microscope there.”
She abruptly stood up.  “I’m sorry you misunderstood me.”  She took a step to walk away.
In panic, he instinctively grabbed her arm.
“I apologize.  I did not mean anything by what I said.  We were having a nice conversation.”
“Let go of me, Sergeant Clark.”
Anton felt a tension tied into electricity.  He slowly released her arm by sliding his hand 

slightly down before raising his fingers.  She was staring at him in shock, but it was not a shock 
of indignation.  “Sorry.”

The spell collapsed at the sound of the ringing doorbell.  Seneca was still staring at him, but 
she broke her stance to move towards the door.  Anton followed, but slid in front of her before 
her hand touched the handle.

She was standing up against him and he smelled the freshness coming off her body.  Like 
summer sun.  Spring rain.  All seasons of renewal.  They looked at each other for a brief 
moment.

Turning to glance through the peephole, Anton stepped aside.
Seneca opened the door to Captain Jarvis and a uniformed officer carrying a suit bag.
“Hello Captain Jarvis, please come in.”  Seneca moved aside to allow the two men to enter. 

Anton had to jump back to avoid rubbing against her again.
“Thank you,” Jim said entering the room.  “You look lovely, Dr. Landon.”
“Thank you, Captain Jarvis.”
“I’ll be quick.  I can see you are on your way out.  We don’t want to keep you.”
“That’s all right.  We were waiting for Sergeant Clark’s suit.”
The uniformed officer stepped forward.  “Here it is, Sarg,” he said, handing the suit-bag to 

Anton.
“Thanks, that’s all Curtis,” Anton uncomfortably responded.  The officer tipped his hat to 

Seneca and walked out.  Seneca closed the door behind him.



“Come in, Captain.”  Anton caught a hint of urgency in her voice, but he could not tell if her 
tone reflected a desire to have another person stand between them.  Or she wanted the Captain to 
be gone.

“Unfortunately we do not have a breakthrough,” Jim said taking a seat across from them. 
“We thoroughly examined the package that was thrown at you.  There was nothing in it.”

“What do you mean?” Seneca asked.
“They only placed a rock surrounded by torn paper inside.”
“Really?”
“Yes, we examined every piece of paper to see if there was a message, but there was 

nothing.  Once again someone was just trying to scare you.”
“Did you get any prints?” Anton asked.
“No, none.”
“What about the lowlife who threw the package?”
“He says a kid paid him ten dollars to throw the package at Dr. Landon.”
“A kid?”
“Yeah, claims he has no idea who he was or how to find him.  Gave us a vague description 

which is useless.”
“So you have no leads?” Seneca asked, her voice slightly strained.
“We are working every lead we do have, Dr. Landon.”
“Yes Captain, I know.  Thank you, but you have nothing new, correct?”
“That’s correct.”
“It’s okay.”  Anton felt the urge to reach out to her, but could only offer a look promising no 

harm would come her way.  “It will be all right.”  He noted her hands twisting together, and 
wished he could reach out his own to cover her soft skin with his strength.

“Yeah, Sergeant Clark will take care of you,” Jim said rising.  “I’ll let you know if there are 
any further developments.”

Seneca rose with him.  “Yes thank you, Captain.  Thank you for coming over to tell me.” 
She walked Jim to the door and let him out.

Anton watched her carefully when she turned back towards him.  Her face betrayed a 
confidence he was determined to earn.

“Where can I put this on?”  He held up the suit.
“Through there.”  She pointed towards her bedroom.  Anton briefly glanced at her, but she 

appeared to disregard any meaning behind her gesture.
He went to the bedroom and entered, closing the door behind him.  The room still smelled of 

her perfume.  He had to steady himself against her dresser to avoid collapsing on the bed.
Quickly changing his clothes, he fought down the overpowering feeling of wanting to be 

with her in this room.  When he finished, he looked in the mirror.  He felt transformed from his 
casual clothes into a dinner suit fit for the event she would be attending.  Running a hand through 
his hair, he tried to calm the unruly strands.  In a minute, he would step out of Seneca’s bedroom, 
dressed to be her escort for the evening.  Every sense told him this was the role he was born to 
live.  Even though he was well aware that he was a Northside nobody, and she was a 
sophisticated doctor.  At least, he felt perfectly qualified to be standing in her bedroom in a suit, 
ready for an evening out.

But that was not his position for the evening or any other time he would be out with her in 
the future.  His sole responsibility was to keep her safe.  That included staying away from her 
and avoiding any hint that he was thinking the thoughts he could not help thinking as he looked 



at her.
As he opened the bedroom door to walk towards her, the vindication turned to triumph.  He 

could see in her eyes a look betraying her consideration of him as a man of her world.  Her 
beautiful eyes captured his entire physique and almost imperceptibly she offered her arm to him. 
For a split second, he considered the implication of accepting her remote gesture, but 
immediately removed the idea from his mind.  If he wanted to stay on the job, he would have to 
avoid touching Dr. Seneca Landon at all times.  As much as the idea was ripping at his insides, 
he knew the difference between keeping his job and incurring the wrath of everyone who trusted 
him.  He was not going to risk it.

Holding his position, he gestured towards the front door.  “Shall we go?”
He saw the cloud of disappointment stretch over her eyes.  Without a word, she turned and 

walked out, leaving him to run after her to catch up.
She was at the elevator, not looking at him.  Her perfume pushed up into his nostrils and 

made his body weak with desire.  Quickly he forced his mind to reconnect on his job.  He had 
not even spent any time trying to explain to her the work he would be doing.

“When we arrive, please wait a couple of minutes before mingling.  I want to survey the 
whole room and make sure there are no suspicious types.”

She sighed.  “All right.”
He was at loss for words.  “Tomorrow we will need to spend time at your office.”
“Fine.”
“How much time do you spend there?”
“Most of my time.”
“Evenings?”
“Yes usually.”  She answered quickly but as the words left her mouth she looked at him 

curiously.
He turned away to avoid the inquisition her eyes were projecting.  He knew she considered 

the question slightly inappropriate.
“What are you planning for tomorrow?”
“I have clients from 8 am until 6 pm.  Then I have paperwork that I split between the office 

and home.”
“Don’t you ever eat?”
“I order in.”
“Oh, okay.  I forgot to ask how do you want to go to this event?  Do you want me to drive? 

Or should we call a taxi?”
Seneca looked at him surprised.  “I ordered a car service.”
Anton started.  A car service.  “Oh okay.  I guess you’re used to living pretty high like that.”
Seneca furrowed her brows.  “It’s safer than a random taxi.”
He nodded his head.  “You’re right.  Sorry Duchess.”
“What!”
Anton held up his hands in surrender.  “Sorry, sorry.  Don’t take offense.”
“Why would you call me that?”
“It’s nothing, nothing.  Just a word.  I mean you live in a penthouse and have a car service. 

That’s kinda of up there for a guy like me.  Sorry.”
“I work very hard and I enjoy a comfortable life.”
“Yeah, yeah, okay, sorry.”
“Don’t call me that, again.”



Anton shrugged.  “Whatever you say.”
Seneca shook her head.  “You’re so exasperating, Sergeant Clark.”  He started at the sneered 

tone for his name, but she had already pushed past him to walk out the door.
At the front of the building, he saw the dark sedan waiting with the driver standing at the 

passenger door.  Anton watched too closely as Seneca slid into the back seat, the slit in her dress 
falling open to reveal her long smooth leg.  He had to turn away before he reached out his hand 
to run it along her exposed thigh.

If she was trying to work him into a frenzy, she was succeeding.  Although reluctantly, he 
also recognized her dress could be for the attention of one of the evening’s other guests.  If that 
turned out to be the case, Anton hoped he could name the guy the number one suspect in the 
investigation.

“How are you going to do anything else in your life if you are following me day and night?” 
she suddenly asked once they settled in the back seat.

He was surprised and intrigued by her curiosity.  “I’m like you.  I just work all day so being 
with you will be no different.”

“Oh.”  She looked away.  Silently, he cursed himself for the indifference of his tone and 
words.  

Being with her was making him forget who he was.
“Maybe we can teach each other to relax a bit.”
Her eyes rose up to meet his with a look of distance.  He cursed himself again for not 

checking the meaning of his words.  He was beginning to feel like a bumbling idiot in her 
presence.  A man who had no idea how to talk to a beautiful woman.  

“Do you like to relax or just prefer to work?” he tried to pivot the conversation.
“I think I would enjoy a little relaxation every now and again.”
“Good.”
“But since I have not been here long and I’m new at the hospital, for now I prefer to work 

and build up my practice.”
“Okay, sure, of course.”
With relief, he noticed the event hall in front of them, and refrained from stating another 

rambling word.  The car stopped.  As he stepped out, and came around to offer her his hand, she 
reached up and into him, her hand lightly touching his arm.  The graze was still enough to send a 
shot of fire through his system yet again.

The feeling was beyond comprehension.  He had never felt so instantly connected to a 
woman, especially one he should not even consider touching.

Despite every fiber of his being telling him he was the wrong man for her, they were in the 
wrong circumstance of their lives, and he as a police officer was wrong to even be thinking about 
her, he was unable to stop considering the truth of the nature of his reaction to her.

This was his woman.
The one he had expected to meet his whole life, and he was as sure of that as he was of his 

own name.

Chapter 9

With Seneca’s hand still on his arm, Anton stepped to her side to walk her into the event 
hall.  Digging deep into his arsenal of emotional restraint tactics, he steadied his breathing and 
concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other.  At least when he was beside her he could 



not see the glorious statuesque figure she presented as they moved forward.
But he could feel her eyes on him.  He had glanced at her when she reached out her hand 

and touched his arm as if the gesture were the most natural movement the two could enjoy.  She 
held his stare, held it in her simmering blue eyes as he adjusted to be her favored escort.  Her 
look, again, almost prompted him to collapse.

“Do we just go straight in?”
“Where?” She was looking at him as if she no longer realized where they were.
“In there.”  He turned and pointed towards the main gathering.
She followed the direction of his finger.  He noted resigned indifference crossing her face as 

if she wanted to be somewhere else.  “Oh yes, let’s go in.”
They walked forward, passing through the swinging glass doors into a large ballroom space. 

Anton was instantly surprised by the size of the event.  He was expecting a small corporate 
dinner, but faced more than three-dozen round ten-person tables waiting for an array of dinner 
jackets and elegant dresses to be seated.  In keeping with his training, he scanned every inch of 
the room looking for anyone - waiter, guest, security guard - who appeared to be out-of-place. 
He wanted to catch people who were looking at Seneca, but trying not to be noticed.  He also had 
to keep an eye out for anyone prepared to make a sudden move, like throw a package, an incident 
he should have seen coming.

With Seneca right next to him, touching him, his concentration was strained.  He could 
smell her fragrance.  A scent he would never forget.  Looking at her, he could see the front of her 
dress smoothly following the lines of her body.  He rallied all force to move his eyes away and 
train them on the room.  But every move she made, every shift of her shapely hips was a trigger 
of unreasonable agony for him.  He desperately wanted to drag her from the room, take her back 
to her apartment and…

Mentally slapping his own face, he reset to concentrate on the one job he had to do this 
evening.  Keep Seneca away from anyone who was trying to harm or frighten her.  He had 
already failed once in his task.  He was determined not to fail again.

As he looked around the room, memorizing every face that gave him pause or turned on his 
law enforcement instincts, he vowed to take no chances.  But it was impossible to ignore the fact 
that while he was staring around the room at every guest, they were staring back his way…at 
Seneca.

Although he was suitably dressed, his hope of appearing to be her selected escort diminished 
with the sight of each more elegant man turning to see Dr. Seneca Landon looking delectable on 
a night out.  He felt the press of his gun against his back, providing a measure of comfort that at 
least he was the only man who was guaranteed to be by her side all night.

Seneca had walked into the room as if her glamorous presence could be ignored.  But, Anton 
watched as a wave of men began maneuvering to greet her.

“Dr. Landon.”  A smarmy elderly figure took her hand as he approached and kissed it. 
Anton fought the urge to punch him in the face.  “How wonderful to see you, you look so lovely. 
We did not expect to see you tonight.”

She half-glanced at Anton as if hoping he had not heard the comment.  “Thank you.  I 
thought I should come and have a night out.  I’m happy to be here to honor Dr. Milton.”

“Well, we are thrilled to see you.”
“Thank you.”
“Seneca,” another man approached.  This one was younger, handsome and fit like Anton. 

Anton took a step closer to Seneca.  “You told me you did not want to come tonight.”



“Yes.”  She shifted uncomfortably.  “I changed my mind.”
Anton watched her carefully.  Her graciousness far outweighed any sense of discomfort she 

may have displayed with this man.  He noted how easily she appeared in a formal event, how 
effortlessly she was able to engage with anyone who walked up to her.  Anton felt inadequate 
beside her as he attempted to fake smile his way through the evening.

He would have initially guessed she attended these kinds of events all the time.  But judging 
from the first two greeters, her appearance was a rare surprise.

The man turned and glared at Anton who was staring him down.  Seneca instantly 
intervened.  “This is Sergeant Anton Clark from the Ravencross Police Department.”

The man looked at Seneca then back at Anton with a smirk.  “A police officer?”
“Yes,” Anton replied moving even closer to Seneca, and flipping back his suit jacket to 

display his gun.  “I’m a police officer.”
The man took a step back.  “Welcome to the party.”
“Thank you.”
The man turned back to Seneca.  “I’d like to speak to you in private, if that’s okay.”
She hesitated.  Her hand was still resting on Anton’s arm.  Watching her, he struggled to 

keep from placing his own protective hand over hers.  “Not tonight,” she responded.  “How 
about tomorrow at the hospital?”

The look of disappointment on the man’s face made Anton inwardly cheer.  Before he could 
add his own dismissal, the man tilted in a brief bow and walked away.

But before Anton could breathe a sigh of relief, another young handsome doctor was upon 
them.  The dark suit swept directly up to Seneca and took her in his arms.  “Hi Seneca,” he said 
embracing her and kissing her cheek.  Anton nearly threw him over with a body slam before 
realizing who he was.

“Oh Kit, it’s so great to see you,” Seneca said stepping back.  She had dropped Anton’s arm 
to embrace her friend.  But she turned back to him.  “Sergeant Clark, do you know Dr. Kit 
Fraser, Kitter's nephew?”

Anton could only allow a limited sigh of relief.  “Yes, hello Kit, nice to see you again.”  Dr. 
Kit Fraser was a recent medical school graduate, a few years younger than Seneca, and not her 
peer in experience.  But he certainly displayed a familiarity with her which unsettled Anton with 
uncontrolled jealously.

Kit was more her type of man in every way.  A Southsider with an education, the same 
profession, probably had a cool apartment with a view of The Crossing.  Even though Anton was 
friendly with all of the Frasers, and knew they were wonderful people, at this moment, he wanted 
to hate Kit for existing.

“Hey Anton.”  Kit openly shook his hand in the friendly polite manner of a cultured Fraser. 
His other arm was wrapped around Seneca’s waist.  “Uncle Kitter told me you have been 
assigned to watch Seneca.”  Although he made the statement with friendly indifference, Anton 
wanted to hit him for making his position sound as if he were a hired hand.

“Yes.”  Anton shifted.  He was not about to tell private police business to an uninvolved 
civilian.

But Seneca obviously had a more open relationship with Kit, making Anton’s insides steam. 
“You can speak freely to Kit,” she said.  “He knows about the trouble I’ve been having.  I told 
him about all the incidents and showed him the threatening notes.  He’s been a great listener, a 
great friend, through all this.”  She squeezed Kit's arm and Anton bristled with rage.

“You two spend a lot of time together?”



“Unfortunately no,” Kit said.  “But she knows she can have my time whenever she wants.” 
Seneca radiantly smiled at Kit’s comments.  Prompting Anton to shove his hands into his pockets 
to avoid punching him in the face.

“I’ll need to interview you about what’s been going on.”  He threw his deepest professional 
voice into the conversation.

Kit looked at him surprised.  “Sure whenever you like.  Come by my office tomorrow.”
“I will.”
Seneca was looking at him curiously, but he refrained from showing her his lack of 

professional decorum.  He felt slightly ashamed to be treating Kit so rudely, but he could not 
help himself.  Seneca was leaning into Kit as if he were her boyfriend.  Gratefully, a minute later, 
Kitter relieved them.

“Oh Anton, I see you have taken charge,” he said, hugging Seneca and shaking Anton’s 
hand.

“Yes, everything is okay.”
“Good, I feel very confident you will not let anything happen to Seneca.”
“No, I won’t.  You can count on that.”
“Nasty business with that package this afternoon.”
“Yes, it was another scare tactic.”
“Are you all right?”  He turned to Seneca with the tenderness of an elderly uncle.
“Yes of course,” Seneca said, looking at Anton.  “I’m fine.”
“Wonderful.”
Kitter turned to Kit.  “There are some people you should meet.”  He put his hand on his 

nephew’s shoulder.  “Excuse us.”  Kit smiled at Seneca as he and Kitter walked away.
Anton was about to turn and say something to her when yet another man appeared.  She 

disappeared into conversation again.  Realizing he was already overstepping by imagining he 
was her date for the evening, Anton took a step back to observe the gathered guests.

If Seneca noticed his shadow had fallen away from her side, she did not let on.  She moved 
progressively through the party talking to an array of people.

At dinner, he wanted to stand in the corner and watch the room, but she insisted he had to 
eat.  He was seated beside her and engaged in small talk with the woman on his other side.  But 
through the corner of his eye, he watched Seneca, tried to listen to her conversations and share in 
her world.  Besides the Frasers, who along with Kitter and Kit had more family members in 
attendance, she seemed to have only new relationships with the other people in the room, 
especially the single male doctors.

Two more men approached her to ask why she had decided to attend the event when she had 
told him she was not going to be there.  He sensed her slight embarrassment at having to explain 
over and over again that she had changed her mind.  Making a mental note, he captured all of the 
names and faces of the slighted admirers.  Any one of them could be the type of man who chose 
to exact some kind of retaliation against her if he felt spurned.

But one who would likely not need to stoop to such measures approached as the night was 
winding down.  He was the male equivalent of Seneca, a dashing tall figure in a perfectly cut 
suit, easily the most eligible and desired bachelor in the room.  His measure towered over all 
others because he was also a world famous billionaire.  When he introduced himself to Seneca, 
Anton gripped the chair back to maintain his composure.

“Dr. Landon, I’m Gideon Wintermere,” Gideon said to Seneca with stylized charm.
“Hello, Mr. Wintermere,” Seneca responded, shaking his hand.



“Gideon please.”
“Gideon.”
“I’m sure you’ve heard this all night, but you look absolutely stunning.”
Seneca’s shining smile crossed her face.  “Thank you very much.”
“I know this may sound a little forward, but I was wondering if you would go out with me 

sometime?”
Anton braced for his own doom.  No woman turned down Gideon Wintermere.  Unlike 

certain rich guys, he was actually a decent, well-bred mature man who did not flaunt his money 
or privilege at anyone.  Instead he ran his father’s company and contributed both time and money 
to the causes of the underprivileged.  But he played hard.  Dating an array of women, in search, 
rumor had it, for his one perfect love.  Anton knew a man like Gideon would see Seneca and 
assume he had found her.

Although he resented Gideon’s ability to win her over so easily, he could not resent his 
position in life.  The first Wintermeres had built Ravencross from nothing.  They took a risk 
investing in an isolated valley, and the work had paid off.

While the city’s economically disparate quadrants were a source of ongoing tension, there 
was no denying the Wintermeres had made possible the livelihoods of almost everyone in all 
four sides.  On that fact, Anton could only stand and watch as the dream of his life became one 
of them.

Seneca briefly hesitated before replying and Anton nearly missed her words.  “I’m so sorry, 
but I don’t think so.”

Both Gideon and Anton stared at her in rank shock.  Anton could see she was not 
intimidated or struggling with her response.  He could also see Gideon was not a man who had 
ever received such a direct rejection.

“I’m sorry,” he said as if he had not heard.  “I would like to take you to dinner anytime you 
wish.”

“Yes, I understand.  But I’m afraid not.”
“Oh, I’m sorry I was under the impression that you’re single.”
“I am single.”
“I was also told you are not seeing anyone.”
Seneca’s eyes flickered, but she held his gaze.  Anton held his breath, all ears.  “I’m not 

dating at the moment, but still, I’m sorry.”
“Well I’m extremely disappointed.  But you have to eat so why don’t we go out and not call 

it a date.”
“Mr. Winte—”
“Gideon.”
“Gideon, I’m sorry but no.”
Anton was standing a foot behind Seneca.  Gideon likely had no idea they were together. 

But if he tried one more time to pressure Seneca, Anton was going to move forward.
“Well, can I ask again in a few months when you may have changed your mind?”
The question was not unreasonable.  Anton assumed Seneca would be too polite to say ‘no.’ 

Still, when she replied,  “Yes of course,” he wanted to jump in and shout “No way!” on her 
behalf.

“Thank you, Dr. Landon.”  Gideon turned and walked away with a look that Anton knew 
meant he would call the following week.

Anton stepped forward.  “You didn’t like him?”  He felt Seneca jump at his words, and he 



put his hand on her arm.  The electric jolt ripped through his body, and for a moment he could 
not move.  He leaned forward to almost whisper in her ear.  “It’s okay.”

She brusquely turned around, forcing Anton to drop his hand.  “I’m ready to go now.”
“Of course,” he responded, confused.  “Let’s go.”  He raised his arm for her to take, but she 

ignored him and walked forward towards the doors.
He rushed to catch up with her and wondered what had altered her mood so completely.  As 

he followed her smooth curves moving ahead of him, he grappled with how much of an affect 
she was having on his ability to function.

He was thrilled she had turned down a date request from Gideon Wintermere.
But her act could mean, she wanted to go out with someone else.

*
Anton felt a hint of discomfort as they silently rode in the car back to Seneca’s apartment. 

He sensed anger coming from her, but he could not fathom why.  His own behavior had been 
exemplary, and he watched everyone else who approached her.  He did not hear a single negative 
conversation.

When they arrived at the apartment, he followed her in, but stopped in the living room as she 
marched towards her bedroom door.  At the last second, she stopped and turned around as if 
realizing for the first time that he was not going to be following her in.

“You still think you’re sleeping here tonight?” she asked.
“Yes of course, Dr. Landon.  I told you it’s the securest way to protect you.”
Glaring at him, she walked to a hallway closet.  He heard rummaging and when she emerged 

she was carrying sheets, blankets and two pillows.  She walked up to him and deposited the 
bedding into his outstretched arms.  “Good night.”

She turned and walked from the room.
Anton watched her go with a feeling of both trepidation and delight.  He would spend the 

night with her, guarding her, providing protection for her.  He was the one in her apartment 
tonight, not Gideon Wintermere, not Kit Fraser, not any of the other men who had approached 
her that evening.

He was also the man who should be in her apartment.  The only one.
He walked towards the couch and stopped.  Slowing turning, he approached her bedroom 

door.  He stood there staring at the handle, listening for sounds of her movements.  No sound 
reached him.

Spreading a sheet out on the floor below him, he threw the blankets and pillows down on top 
of it.  Stripping off his suit, down to his briefs, he placed his gun under the pillow and lay down 
onto his hard bed on the floor beneath him.  Listening closer for her sounds or breathing, which 
he could not hear, he fell asleep to the contentment of his task.

Chapter 10

Seneca was looking straight ahead when she opened her bedroom door and walked out into her 
living room.  A second later, she was staring into Anton’s face.

Her forward gaze had missed the sight of Anton stretched out on the floor below her.  When 
her feet hit his legs, she tripped, screamed, wildly flung her arms up into the air, and lost control 
as her body descended down onto him.  She had fallen directly onto his hard body, into his 
outstretched arms.

Suddenly an apparently thin blanket and her half-open robe were the only unimpressive 



pieces of cloth between their semi-naked bodies.  The feel of his rippled maleness against her 
almost made her instantly scream again, with uncontrolled pleasure.  Her heart was pounding so 
loudly she wanted to cover her ears.  His tanned naked chest looked delectably kissable and his 
bold strong arms felt perfect around her body.  Neither of them moved.  She soaked in his cool, 
rugged scent.  He smelled just like Ravencross, trees and water in bountiful clear air.  After 
another minute, or maybe an hour, she regained her composure, recognized her literal position, 
and moved to get up.

“Sergeant Clark!”  She tried to make her voice sound normal as she squirmed on top of him. 
“What in the world are you doing on my floor?”

She noticed Anton was desperately shifting his body to avoid letting her see, or feel, his 
reaction to having her on top of him.  But she had already felt the pressure he was trying to hide.

Feeling unabashedly delighted, she slowly rolled off his body and kneeled on the floor 
beside him.  “Why are you here on the floor?”

Anton was on his side.  “It’s more comfortable.”
“On the floor?”
“Yes.”
“Why didn’t you sleep on the couch?”
“I prefer to be outside your door.”
“You could have warned me.”
“Sorry, Dr. Landon.”  He started to sit up.  “I didn’t expect you to just walk out and not see 

me.”
“How could I see you?  I hardly expected you to be lying on the floor outside my bedroom 

door!”
“Sorry.”  He pulled the blanket around his legs and moved to stand up.  Seneca followed. 

He stretched out his hand to her, but she ignored it.
“You scared me more than that bicycle rider throwing the package yesterday.”
“Sorry.”
Seneca could not help staring.  His muscular chest was heaving.  She could almost see his 

heart pounding as hard as hers.  As much as falling into his arms had shocked her, she was also 
tingling all over, the feel of his hands on her back still imprinted.

“Are you all right?” She suddenly asked.  “I fell right on top of you.”
His face betrayed surprise.  “I’m okay.  What about you?”
“Yes, I’m fine.”  Anton was smiling.  She glared at him.  “Why are you smiling?”
“It was kind of funny.”
“No it wasn’t!”
“Seriously, you should have seen your face.”  He started laughing.
She gasped.  “Sergeant Clark, that’s a totally inappropriate thing to say!  I was terrified!”
“I know, I know.”  The more exasperated she appeared, the more Anton laughed harder. 

“I’m sorry, sorry…”
She grinned.  “Stop laughing!”
He couldn’t stop.  “I’m sorry, Dr. Landon.  Really I am.”
She tried to force her irritated grin into an angry stare, but the transition did not work.  His 

laughter was infectious.  “All right.”  She half-laughed.  “You win.  It was funny.”  She smiled, 
as Anton’s laughter began to dissipate into one of his bold stares.

She looked down.  Her robe was open, revealing only the thin slip she had worn to bed the 
night before.  Blushing, she gasped and pulled the robe tightly around her body.  She looked up. 



Anton was gripping the blanket around his waist.
“We should get ready and go,” she said, her voice cracking.
“Yeah, okay.  Can I take a shower first?”
“Of course.”  She reached back to push open her bedroom door.  As he walked by, her hand 

briefly brushed his arm.  She resisted the temptation to let her fingers linger on his tight muscular 
body.  He turned to look at her, hesitating.  But she pulled away towards the kitchen.  “Do you 
want coffee?”

“Yes please.”  His voice was hoarse, almost stilted.
She nodded and wandered into the kitchen.  Out of the corner of her eye she saw him bend 

down and pick up the bedding, and then she heard the bedroom door close.
On the other side of the door, Anton was naked in her bedroom, climbing into her shower. 

Gripping the kitchen counter, she fought every urge to go in after him.  To reach for his warm 
wet torso pressed up against her under the stream of hot water…

She looked down to see coffee grinds spilling onto the counter.  Her shivering body was not 
reacting to any real or perceived cold.  She was reacting to him and the prickles his hands left all 
over her skin.  Quickly cleaning up the coffee, she turned on the percolator and watched the 
brewing start.  Shaking her head in disbelief, she immediately moved into distracting actions.

Before he emerged from the shower, she scrambled eggs, toasted wheat bread and poured 
two glasses of orange juice.  This time when we walked out, with just a towel around his waist, 
she almost wiped the table clear of her prepared breakfast.  Her first instinct was to use one 
gesture to pull him towards her and have him right there on her kitchen counter.

“I just need my clothes,” he said walking through the living room to where he had left a bag 
of fresh clothes.  He picked it up and returned to the bedroom.  A minute later, he came out 
dressed.  She liked his look.  Those tight jeans on his long legs, a thin leather belt at his waist, a 
loose casual cotton shirt, of deep blue and brown plaids covering that delectable torso.  He kept 
the sleeves rolled up, three-quarter lengths, and she saw tuffs of his hair poking out from his 
arms.  He had tried to run a comb through that unruly hair she so desperately wanted to feel 
between her fingers.  He looked so casual, yet determined, exactly as a professional officer 
blending into a new world would appear.

Seneca nibbled a piece of bread to keep her hands occupied.  Preparing a full breakfast did 
little to dampen down her fantasies.  His form-fitting wardrobe only heightened her senses.

“Would you like some breakfast?”
“Sure, looks fabulous.”  She handed him a plate of eggs and toast, and filled the coffee mug 

she had placed on the counter.
“Thanks.”  His eyes exhibited both gratefulness and surprise.  “I did not expect anything.  I 

can pick up something to eat along the way.”
She smiled.  “Why bother?  I was making my own anyway.”  Sharing breakfast did not seem 

like a favor, but a daily activity she could easily do for the rest of her life.  As she watched him 
eat, she considered the nutritious food providing him the energy he would use to protect her.  She 
almost smiled at the idea of a morning like this being their daily routine.  “Do you cook for 
yourself at home?”

“Sometimes.”
“How did you learn to cook?”
“My parents own a restaurant.”
“They do?  Which one?”
“Clarks.”



She tried to remember a restaurant with his family name.
“It’s up on a hill in Northside.  You probably have not been there.”
“No…no I haven’t been to the Northside.”
“Northside.”
“Sorry?”
“Just say Northside, not ‘the Northside.’  Northside is the area’s name.  If you say ‘the north 

side’ people will think you mean anywhere north of the Echo River, which is a totally different 
idea in this town than saying Northside.”

“Oh okay, right.”
“You’ll learn.  Geography is a big deal here.”
“Is it?”
“Yeah.  Geography is destiny.”
“Is that what they say?”
“That’s what they say.”
“But that’s ridiculous.  How far you go in life and what you make of it is destiny.”
“You can tell that to the locals.  But it will take them a long time to change their minds.”
“Why?”
“Too many people like things the way they are.”
“Like who?”
“Well…the Wintermeres for example.  They built this town into the divisions you see here 

today.  They have a vested interest in people not trying to prove they were wrong.”
“Oh I do not know much about them.  I don’t really know the history of the valley.”
“That’s okay.  I’ll help you figure that stuff out.”
“Thank you.”
“You’re welcome.”  His husky voice sent another shiver up her spine as he grinned and went 

back to consuming his food.  
“I’m going to get dressed.”  
“Okay.”
She walked away and entered her bedroom.  He had neatly folded the bedding and placed 

the linen on a chair.  In her bathroom, she saw no evidence he had been there.  The toilet seat 
was down.  Towels were hung neatly on their racks.  No hair littered the sink.  Impressed, she 
took off her clothes and tried to will him to come to her.  But he did not appear.  He held his 
position as her professional guardian.

Considering, she already felt disappointed he had not come into the bedroom to claim her, 
she had no idea how to support having him hovering near her all day.  How many more nights 
and mornings could she face in such proximity with this man?  

Shaking her head in despair again, she showered, dressed and presented herself back in the 
kitchen.  He had finished eating, done the dishes and put all the food and kitchen products away. 
He sat waiting in the living room, checking his phone.

When she came and stood before him, she sensed his admiration as he raked his eyes over 
her body.  Normally, she wore a simple blouse with slacks or a skirt.  Today she put on a form 
fitting v-necked dress that heightened every curve.  He had seen her last night dressed for a night 
on the town.  She wanted him to continue to see her…as a woman.

“You didn’t have to clean up the kitchen.”
“It’s the least I could do after such a terrific breakfast.  That was a real treat.”
“Oh it was nothing.”



“I appreciated it.”  She stood staring at him.  “Are you ready to go?”
“Yes.”
“I prefer to take my car if you don’t mind.  It’s equipped, you know with the radio and siren 

in case anything happens.”
“Do you really think that’s necessary?”
“Yes Dr. Landon, we’ve been through this.  I’ll drive you anywhere you need to go.”
“It’s not that…”  She nodded her head.  “All right.  We’ll take your car.”
He hesitated.  “If you’re uncomfortable in my car.  We can accommodate another option as 

long as it fits the security plan.”
“No, that’s all right.  Let’s go.”
They walked out and found Anton’s car.  He rushed to open the passenger side door for her. 

She smiled up into his face as she sat down.
Arriving at University Hospital, he parked in the visitor lot and followed her to her office. 

Seneca noticed how he scrutinized every face, room and corner they passed.  She swept through 
the hospital as she always did, smiling and greeting everyone, and stopping to make idle chatter. 
This morning, the number of people who had seen her the night before and offered compliments 
on her dress, and the evening, particularly overwhelmed her.  

Every time a man stopped her, especially another doctor, she felt Anton move closer and 
stare harder as she attempted to enjoy light-hearted conversation.

When they arrived on her floor, his demeanor turned serious again.  “What’s the plan for 
your day?”

“I have appointments with patients all day.”
“Okay.”
“You can’t be inside my office for those meetings.”
“Yeah sure.”
“Actually I don’t want you in the outer office either.  My patients are entitled to their 

privacy.”
“You’re kidding right?  Your patients are our suspects.”
“I will not have you bothering them when they are coming here for treatment.”
“I have to be somewhere where I can see them.”
“Not in my office.”
“Dr. Landon, don’t get uncooperative right now.”
“I’m not being uncooperative!  This is a question of my professional integrity.”
He stopped.  They were in the hallway outside her office.  “I’ll get a chair and put it right 

there.”  He pointed to a spot a few feet from the door to her outer office.  “I’ll be able to see 
everyone come and go from there.”

She looked at the spot.  “All right.”
When she turned to open the door, he said, “But first, I have to check out this area every 

day.”
He stepped beside her and together they entered her outer office.  A young woman sitting 

behind a desk looked up and smiled.  “Good morning, Dr. Landon.”
“Good morning, Gina.”  Seneca turned to Anton.  “This is Sergeant Anton Clark.  He’s 

investigating the threatening incidents against me.”
“I don’t believe it,” Gina exclaimed.  She was petit, lively, with a thin, tanned face framed 

by long, straight black hair.  “You finally went to the police.”
“Actually Kitter did.”



“Good.  Well at least I know who you will listen to when things are really bad.”
Seneca acknowledged her concern with a half-smile.  “Sergeant Clark is going to look 

around the office for a bit.  But as soon as patients arrive, he’ll be out in the hall.”
“Fantastic, whatever is necessary to catch that creep.”  Gina did not flinch at the idea of a 

police officer roaming through their files and work space.
Seneca gestured to Anton to follow her into her office.  Her space was bright despite the fact 

that sheer blinds were pulled over the windows.  On the deliberately neat desk, the day’s patient 
files were piled up in one corner.  Seneca sat down.  Anton continued walking around.

He pulled back a blind and looked through the window.  “Is there any other way into this 
office?”

“No, only the door or the window.”
“What’s through there?”  He pointed to a closed door.
“I have a private bathroom.  And that door,” she pointed across the room, “is a storage 

space.”
Anton walked into the bathroom, came out and checked the other small room.  “Okay.  I’m 

going to be checking the times of all your appointments with Gina.  I’m also calling a uniformed 
officer to be here while I go to the station to interrogate that package throwing bike rider.  Do not 
leave this building without me, you understand.”

“Yes Sergeant.”  She replied with a mocking smile.
“Don’t change your schedule without informing me.”
“All right.”
“I’m going to tell Gina that too.  If you change your schedule, she has to inform me.”
Seneca stopped smiled to warily eye him.  “You’re giving orders to my employees?”
“I’m protecting your life.”
“You can do that by asking my permission first.”
He took a step towards her.  “Dr. Landon, do you think I know what I’m doing?”
His closeness made her reply sound shaken.  “Yes.”
“Do you trust me?”
Her eyes sprung open wider.  “Yes, I suppose—”
“Can I do my job without your…backtalk?”
“Backtalk?  Sergeant Clark, I have half a mind to—”
“Can I do my job or not?”
“Well you are really someth—”
“Dr. Landon, answer my question.”
She stared at him, and he stared back.  She could feel her blood boiling and knew it was the 

proximity of his hard chest, and not her anger over his questions that was making her shudder 
from head to toe.  The tension was emboldening them both.  Fighting was diversion.  He was 
trying to force her to back down, to agree to his demands in the name of running the 
investigation as he saw fit.  The arrogance of his attitude was both a turn-on and a challenge.

She had no idea how to handle this man.  Looking at him sent her imagination through every 
scenario except the one where he was definitively only a police officer sent to help her.  She 
could imagine Kitter or Captain Jarvis’s reaction if Sergeant Clark’s role became something 
different altogether.  But that would serve them both right for assigning him to her in the first 
place.

At the same time, she did realize someone was trying to frighten her.  The incident with the 
package was an escalation over the previous messages.  She was thrilled to have Anton looking 



out for her at that point, and the fact he would stay on the job until the perpetrator was caught 
also filled her with satisfaction.  But then what would happen?  Who would they be to each 
other?

In case they ended up more than friends, she did not want to antagonize him in to thinking 
she was a professional diva who knew his job better than he did.

“You can do your job.”
“Thank you.”
The urge to move towards him was greater than the urge to move away.  But he broke first. 

“I’ll be back in a couple of hours.”
As he turned and walked out the room, Seneca felt a piece of her missing.  His presence was 

an overwhelming, but highly desirable result of the threats against her.
But if she did not figure out how to keep him contained and controlled in her world, she 

would not be able to function.

Chapter 11

The interrogation of the man who threw the package at Seneca lasted more than two hours. 
Anton went through every angle of question he could think of for trying to trip up the man’s 
answers.  But the story was the same.

A child paid him ten dollars to throw the package at Seneca.  The rider saw no one else, no 
adults, no cars.  His description of the child might have covered any number of small people 
walking the streets of Ravencross.  Frustrated, Anton exited the interrogation room and checked 
his messages.  He had a call from Gina, Seneca’s assistant.

He immediately called her back.  “Gina, this is Sergeant Clark,” he said when she answered. 
“What’s going on?”

“Oh Sergeant, I’m so sorry but Dr. Landon has made an extra appointment outside the 
hospital.  She says she’s just going to go quickly and come back.  But I thought you should 
know.”

Anton silently cursed under his breath.  “Is she still there?”
“Yes.”
“Okay thank you for calling me.  I’m on my way back.”
Anton shook his head in fury as he ran towards his car.  If Seneca thought she was going to 

try and sneak in a clandestine rendezvous outside his watch, she was sadly mistaken.
He raced across the bridge to the hospital, double-parked, and ran towards her office.  She 

was exiting as he arrived.  The uniformed officer assigned to guard the door was on his feet, and 
about to speak, when Anton presented himself between Seneca and her intended departure.

“Dr. Landon, where are you going?” Anton demanded.
She looked at him half-sheepishly, half-defiantly.  “I’m sorry Sergeant, but I have to run out 

and see one of my patients in his home.  It’s urgent.  I did not have time to contact you.”
“You could have easily contacted me.”
“Okay, well here you are.  Let’s go.”
“Dr. Landon, what have I told you about communication with me?  It’s for your own 

safety.”
“Yes I know.  I’m sorry.  But this was a last minute emergency.  My patient has suffered an 

episode.  I have to go.”
“Dr. Landon, seriously, I warned you.”



“Look Sergeant, I don’t want to argue with you.  I know you’re upset.  But let’s go.”
Anton was infuriated.   Her flippant stance only accelerated his anger.  “Dr. Landon, I can’t 

protect you if you won’t cooperate with me.”
“And I can’t cooperate with you if you obstruct the work I have to do!”  
The anger in her voice drew stares from staff and visitors in the hallway, and the uniformed 

officer still standing nearby.
Anton turned to him first.  “You can go!”  The officer nodded and exited.  Anton glared 

down the hallway of onlookers and they quickly turned away.
His attention returned to Seneca.  “You can do anything you need to do for your work.  Just 

talk to me first.  I don’t know why that is so difficult for you.”  He was standing within an inch 
of her face and could clearly see she was struggling with his stance and his anger.  Her body was 
slightly shivering.

“All right Sergeant Clark, I’m sorry.  Can we please go now?  I don’t want to get backed up 
with the rest of my day.”

He stepped aside and gestured for her to move forward.  “My car’s right out front.”
She nodded and followed him to the front doors.
In the car, she paused only long enough to give him the address to her patient’s house.  He 

was halfway there before she asked, “Will you wait for me in the car?”
“I don’t want you walking into the house alone.”
“Sergeant Clark, I’ve been there before.  I know these people.”
“That’s not the point.”
“I can’t have you frightening my patient.  I have to go in alone.”
He stared at her, his anger turning over scenarios in his mind.  “Okay, but at least let me 

have a look around.  I’m going to do one walkthrough of the house.”
“No, Sergeant Clark!  For heaven’s sake, I’ve already explained this.  My patient is in 

distress.”
Anton could tell Seneca was also in distress and he was determined to diffuse her.  “Okay let 

me stand in the doorway.”
She stared at him.  Her eyes lit with anger.  “Stay at the front door.  Do not come into the 

house.”
“Okay.”
Anton looked in all directions as they walked towards the house.  If this patient was 

threatening Seneca he would have to get her out of there immediately.  Before she knocked, he 
grabbed her arm.  “Call out to me if you need me.”  She pulled her arm from his grasp.  “Dr. 
Landon, tell me you’ll call for me.”

She turned to look at him, her eyes reflecting a less brutal reply.  “All right, I’ll call for 
you.”

She rang the bell and the door opened.  The woman who greeted them was the patient’s 
mother, crying.  Anton took a step back as Seneca moved forward to comfort her.  He watched 
her carefully as she led the woman onto the living room sofa and heard the events of the day. 
Seneca was gentle, attentive, listening to every word and asking pointed questions.  Her skill was 
instantly evident.  When she got up to go to the patient’s room, Anton saw the mother had 
transformed from hysterics to calm.

He could not see what Seneca was doing in the patient’s room, which was on the ground 
floor, down a hallway.  But he could hear her muffled voice, smoothing a volatile situation.  He 
did not move from his perch just inside the front door.  The mother looked over at him from time 



to time.  Seneca had told her to ignore him.
“She’s brilliant at what she does,” the mother finally said to him.
Anton nodded.  He could clearly see Seneca’s talent.  He wondered what could have driven 

anyone, a patient or a stranger, to want to harm her.  If she treated all patients with the care he 
had just seen, which he was certain she did, he could not understand a situation where someone 
would turn on her.

“I do not know what I would have done if she had not come along.”
“I’m glad you have her,” he said with genuine emotion.
“Yes, we are so lucky.”  He nodded and waited for the emergency treatment to end.
When Seneca emerged from the patient’s room, she appeared as calm and organized as 

always.  She gave the mother further instructions, and signaled to Anton that they were leaving.
As he turned, he saw the patient emerge at the end of the hall.  A young man, his hair hastily 

combed.  He was twisting the end of his jacket sleeve, but his eyes appeared relaxed.  Anton 
memorized the face and habits for future reference.  Seneca hugged the mother, waved to the 
patient and motioned Anton out the door.

As they drove back to the hospital he asked, “Do you often make house calls?”
“Only when patients are in extreme distress.”
“You appeared to help the mother too.”
“Often these situations are family related.  One person may end up becoming my patient, but 

they may all need help to make sure the treatment works.”
“You’re obviously very good at what you do.”
She turned to him.  “I enjoy helping people try to find their way back to a normal life. 

That’s my passion.”
He wanted to extract another passion from her.
“That’s fantastic.”  After the brief battle they had over coming to the patient’s house, he had 

not wanted to pressure her for a clinical analysis of the threats against her.  But given the 
situation seemed to be escalating before their eyes, he decided to risk it.  “Dr. Landon, did you 
do an assessment of the person who has been threatening you?”

She looked at him curiously.  “Why do you ask?”
“Well obviously you are dedicated to your work.  But I believe you enjoy not just helping 

people, but understanding about the brain and how people think and feel and react.”  Her eyes 
widened.  “I’m thinking you might have done an assessment.”

“You’re right.”
He tried to hide a smile and focused on keeping the conversation professional and serious. 

“Did you share your findings with anyone?”
“Yes, one of my colleagues.”
“Not Kitter or Captain Jarvis?”
“No.”
“Will you share it with me?”
A gap of air rolled over in the silence.  Glancing at her, he could see consideration for his 

request.  Here was a brilliant woman being asked to share psychiatric analysis with a city cop. 
He knew she was not a professional snob, but she may be reluctant to divulge her unofficial 
results to a layman she did not quite trust.  This was a woman who was used to solving problems 
on her own, and letting others come to her with even more issues.  Her extraordinary abilities 
were highlighted by her attention to detail.  Every moment, she dazzled him even more than he 
thought possible.



“Yes, all right.  Since we are not talking about an identified patient, I think that would okay 
to show you what I have.”

“When did you first start putting the profile together?”
“The day I received the first threat.”
“Why the first day?”
“I had a feeling the note would be the first of many.   I wanted to document everything I 

knew about it.”
“Did you compare the notes on the threats to notes you have on file for your patients?”
She shot him a wary look.  “I told you Sergeant Clark, your perpetrator is not one of my 

patients.”
“Did you come to that conclusion after you compared the notes?”
“No, I told you my patients are not suspects.”
Leery of starting another battle with her, he avoided further comments about her patients.  In 

time, he would get all the files and compare the notes himself.
“The person who is threatening me has a personal problem with me, but it’s remote.  I know 

all of my patients intimately, their lives and worries.  Any one of them can approach me directly 
and confront me whenever they like.  They are not shy with me or intimidated.  This person is.”

“I see.”  Anton realized she was treating the case like he was.  There was a challenge in 
solving the puzzle of who could be after her, and she had set about finding the right information. 
They both actually enjoyed the psychoanalysis side of their professions as much as the outcomes. 
This revelation stunned him, and heightened his growing interest in her.

An interest he was not supposed to have.
In twenty-four hours, he had seen her immediately recover from being assaulted by the 

flying package, take down an entire room of men in a formal event, trust him to sleep under her 
roof, display a rapport with friends and colleagues at the hospital, and harness her skill to calm 
her patient and his mother with practiced care.

She had opened his eyes into a world he did not know, yet could so clearly belong.  And she 
had done it while rocking him to his core with her sensual moves and refreshing scent.  He was 
actually finding it hard to believe he was in the same world where he had woken up two days 
ago.

This Dr. Seneca Landon obviously belonged to an earthly dimension he did not even know 
existed.

*
The emergency trip to her patient’s house disrupted Seneca’s afternoon schedule.  She called 

Gina to re-arrange her appointments and reschedule two meetings with colleagues.
Although she had only been at University Hospital for a short period of time, she had 

already developed a comfortable rapport with patients, staff and colleagues.  They trusted her, 
and knew if she was rescheduling she had a valid reason.  Today was no different.  She had felt 
her patient could not wait to see her, and welcomed the opportunity to get out of the hospital and 
make a house call.  But the visit had been draining, and taken longer than anticipated.  Her 
patient was slipping and may need direct permanent care.

She was contemplating the best options for her patient’s future when Anton appeared at her 
side at the end of the workday.  After their dispute over her last minute change of schedule, he 
had stood obediently by as she tended to the rest of her tasks for the day.  He appeared to be 
unequivocally subdued.

“Did you wait by the front door the entire time I was with my patient, or did you come to the 



bedroom door?”  She felt compelled to ask.
Anton looked at her with annoyed surprise.  “I stayed by the front door like you told me to.”
She was pleasantly pleased by his compliance.  “Oh thank you.  I appreciate that.”  She 

looked down at her phone.  “I have a meeting this evening at the Recovery Center.  I didn’t 
reschedule it.”

“Really?  You take evening meetings?”
“Yes, sometimes that’s the only time.”
“But you’ve been working all day.”  She caught his look of displeasure, which warmed her 

heart with its concern.
“I know.  But that’s how I run my schedule.  If you want to call your headquarters to send 

someone to relieve you—”
“I’m the only person assigned to protect you.”
“You’re seriously going to hold to that position?  What about your change of clothes?”
“People can bring me a change of clothes, Dr. Landon.”  He sounded both practical and sexy 

when he gave her business like information and invoked her name.
She wanted to have him call her ‘Seneca,’ but had no idea at what point she should request 

the informality.  Despite her earlier protests, her head was warming to the idea of his protection 
the same way her body instantly did.  Every time he brushed by her, or even stood close, she felt 
her skin tingle.  If he touched her, her body gave off an automatic shock.  Having him around all 
day heightened his effect on her.

“Don’t you need to check on your apartment?”
“People can do that too.”
“Well aren’t you lucky to have people taking care of you.”  She had tried to sound sarcastic, 

but in fact came across as jealous.
He raised his eyebrows.  “I don’t have ‘people,’ Duchess.  I have a big family.  They help 

me out.”
“Oh.”  Feeling too chastised, to rebuke him for using the disdained nickname, she looked 

down.
“Do you want to meet them?”
Her head shot up to stare at him.  Was this another inappropriate invitation?
“You must be hungry.”
Confused, she wondered if he was changing the subject.
“Yes, actually I’m quite starved.”
“You said you’ve never been to Clarks.”
Her mood perked up.  “No, no I haven’t.”
“I can take you right now.”
“Really?”
“Yeah.”
“To your family’s restaurant on the Northside.”
“In Northside, yes.”
“In Northside, right.  Are you sure it’s all right?”
He laughed.  “Yes, they run a restaurant.  Feeding people who show up at the door is 

definitely expected.”
“Okay, yes I’d love to go.”
“Okay.”
Anton directed them to his car and began driving towards Northside’s commercial district. 



Seneca stared out the window.  They had been in Southside, headed north across the Echo River, 
then traversed the Hollow River at the second bridge after The Crossing.  This part of Northside 
was filled with dilapidated bungalows, empty warehouses and rundown storefronts.  The area 
was darker too.  Streetlights had been shot out.

“This is not the best part of the area.”
“Oh.”  Seneca tried not to look concerned.
“It gets better further to the outskirts.  The oldest part, this part, is also the poorest.”
“Okay.”  She hesitated.  “Where did you grow up?”
“Closer to the center.”
“Did you work at your parents’ restaurant?”
“Not really.  They didn’t get the business until I was older.  When I was a kid, they worked 

in the factories.”
She noted his voice trail off as if he would have told her more.  She could see he was 

contemplating whether taking her to his family was still a good idea.  But he had brought her too 
far along to rescind the invitation now.

His limited comments peaked her curiosity.
How did he get to be a city cop coming from an area that appeared to produce all the 

criminals?  He looked as stunning in evening clothes, as he did in business casuals.  His ability to 
wear a suit with poise and ease had to come from training or example beyond these broken 
streets.  The more she received nuggets of facts from his past, the more interested she became in 
his whole story.  

An interest she knew enough not to pursue.
As he promised, the neighborhoods began to change to more modern compact bungalows, 

on tidy, clean lawns.  The streets became brighter with more commerce and less signs of crime. 
But there was still an element of struggle.  Every fourth storefront was empty with a for-rent sign 
hanging out front.  She sensed a creeping desolation in the air, as if people were fighting the urge 
to give up.

From Anton’s demeanor, she knew he did not come from a family of quitters.  She pictured 
the Clarks as high-spirited hard workers who never shied away from a challenge or lost their 
sense of purpose.  His were people of integrity.

How many other men did she know who would introduce her to his family so quickly?  He 
must be so comfortable with his place in their world, he was not afraid of what they would say or 
how they would react to being introduced to her.

She had dated wealthy men, and educated and polished professionals, but few who could 
hold their own common sense.  All were worried about their parents’ reaction to any woman, and 
considered those judgments more important than forming their own.

Anton was a man of his own singular, individual opinion.  She was certain his family 
recognized this trait in him, and respected it.

Minutes later when they arrived at Clarks, her estimations were completely vindicated. 
Anton was greeted by everyone from the hostess to the waiters and busboys, and finally his 
delightful parents who appeared from the kitchen to say hello.

“Dr. Seneca Landon, these are my parents, Rory and Inessa Clark.”
“It’s so nice to meet you.”  Seneca shook their hands with genuine warmth.
“Well aren’t yee a beaut,” Rory said in his deep Irish drawl.
“Calm down, Pop,” Anton warned.
“Hey Anton,” a teenage boy approached and embraced him.  



“Hey brat, are you doing your homework?”
“Yeah, yeah, of course.”
He turned to Seneca.  “This is my youngest brother Bobby.”
“Hi Bobby.”  Seneca shook his hand.  He looked like a miniature version of Anton.  Anton 

at fifteen.  She could only imagine the girls lining up at his door.
“Wow you’re really pretty,” Bobby said.  “Are you guys on a date?”
“No,” Anton quickly said without explanation.  “Seneca’s never been up here, Pop.  She’s 

starving.”
“Ahh well, you gives me a opening like that, I’ll have yee filled up in no time.  Hang on 

beaut, we’ll take care of yee.”
“Anything you don’t eat?”
“No, I like everything,” Seneca replied with enthusiasm.
“Ahh what a fantastic girl!”  Rory punched Anton on the arm with a wink.
“Okay Pop, can we have dinner please.”
“Of course, I’ll be right back.”
“I’d better go and help him,” Inessa said.  “You two get your table and sit tight.  I’ll bring 

you some drinks.”
They disappeared, along with Bobby.  Seneca looked around.  Clarks was bright, airy, full of 

families having animated conversations, and factory employees enjoying a beer at the bar.  This 
was an authentic neighborhood restaurant, a thriving family establishment.

“Like our place?” Anton asked.
“Yes it’s wonderful.”  She was honestly enthused, and suddenly felt deeply nostalgic for the 

life Anton had come from.  She noticed a few people looking his way.  “Looks like a bunch of 
people want to say hello to you.”

“They’ll come by one by one.”
“Go say hello if you want.  You can see me sitting here.  Nothing will happen to me.”
He considered the idea.  “I’ll be back in a moment.”  He got up and she watched him hug 

two of the waiters.  He was standing sideways where he could see her and continue his 
conversation.  She noticed he scanned the restaurant before entering, and appeared to take mental 
note of everyone who was inside.  Although he was doing his job, the attentiveness he showed 
was heart-warming.

“Okay I’m back.”  Anton placed two sweet ice teas on the table and sat down.  “Does a big 
time hospital doctor drink sweet tea?”

She picked up her glass and took a sip.  “Of course.”  He looked relieved.  Her body 
instantly responded to the delight in his eyes.  “What do you think I drink?”

“Wine, of course.  We serve that too if you want.”
“This is fine.  But don’t you want a drink after your long day?” 
“My day isn’t over.”
“Oh.”
“And I’m driving.”
“Right.”
“Did you tell your parents why we’re together?”
He briefly hesitated.  “I told them I’m on a protection case.  I did not give names.” 
“You can tell them.  I don’t mind.”
“The fewer people who know, the better.” 
“But shouldn’t you say something.  Considering what Bobby said.”



Anton raised his eyebrows.  “He’s just a kid.  Opens his big mouth when no one wants him 
to.  Sorry if what he said bothered you.”

“No, of course it didn’t bother me.”  In fact, she hoped his words were a premonition.  “He’s 
a nice kid and if you bring a woman here he can guess you’re on a date.”  Anton looked away. 
“Do you often bring women here?”

“Pretty much never.”
“Oh.  When was the last time?”
He almost shifted completely away from her.  “I don’t know.”
She was completely sure he did know.  She wanted to know too.  Who was his last 

girlfriend?  What was she like?  This was a mind she wanted to probe strictly for her own 
personal benefit.  But she refrained from pushing him too far.

“Do you spend a lot of time with your family?”
“Not particularly.”
“Well won’t you miss seeing them if you are with me all the time.”
“No.  Besides they understand my work.”
“But your work is catching bad guys, not shadowing people like me.”
“You are my case.  Besides shadowing you is a great opportunity for me.  I really enjoyed 

watching you work today.  We deal with human behavior on the force, but we do not have your 
skills and can certainly use the help to learn more.”

His comments took her aback.  Her field was usually either the butt of people’s jokes about 
‘shrinks,’ or too serious a subject for most people to contemplate.  But Anton was sincerely 
interested, as if her world mattered to him.

“How would the police use my skills?”
“We have a lot of criminals, or maybe borderline criminals who may be willing to work for 

us if we better understood their motivations.”
“Yes, that’s very common.  Have you worked with psychiatrists before?”
“No.  Well except to make an assessment for a charge.  But not really to uncover any clues 

on a case.”
“Have the police ever reached out to my colleagues at the hospital?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Well maybe you can be the new liaison for a connection between the police department and 

the hospital psychiatric ward.”  For a second, she checked her words.
She wanted the connection to have already been made.
And be much more direct, one-on-one, personal…
A minute later, one of the waiters brought out their food.
“Mr. Clark says you’re going to love this,” the waiter said to Seneca.
“Thanks.”  She dug into her bowl.  “This is delicious.”
“Irish stew,” Anton said.  “With all of Pop’s special touches.”
“I could eat this at every meal.”  Anton grinned.  At the sight of his upturned soft lips, she 

nearly dropped her spoon.
“He’ll be out in a second to see how you like it.”
“What great food!”
“Well it’s not exactly helping people with their heads.”
“Nutrition for our bodies is just as important.”
“Sure, but a lot of people can do what we do.  You are pretty singular in your 

achievements.”



She felt a warm glow of appreciation slip over her.  
“I like the way you are interested in the whole story.  The patient’s family, home life, all of 

it.  You take on an approach to the entire situation.”
Seneca was amazed.  Not even her ex-husband had spoken of her work in those terms, and 

he had known her in college.  Anton’s powers of observation were extraordinary.  He had 
remarkable insight.

To her.
“I have always thought my profession leaves too many holes.  I want to make sure I have the 

entire picture before I try and diagnosis someone.  It’s just too dangerous to make preventable 
mistakes with someone’s mind.”

“I agree.”
She was staring at him.  They were in a booth, sitting side by side, their knees almost 

touching under the table.  “I’m glad you have seen more than just a shrink today.”
His eyes glazed over.  “I saw a lot more.”
She felt her body reaching towards him.  Her hand slipped across the table to rest on top of 

his.  She leaned forward in anticipation of his reciprocal move.
But to her undisguised dismay, he took her hand and placed it gently back on the table.
“Let me go and tell Ma and Pop we’re leaving.”  Abruptly, he got up and left.  She looked 

down at her hand still tingling from his touch.  A drift of frustration rose up from within her.  But 
she had no time to dwell on her discontent, as the Clarks appeared beside her to complain about 
their skipping dessert before saying goodnight.  With handshakes and compliments for all, she 
smiled gratefully and exited with Anton at her side.

He opened the car door.  As she walked past him she tried to solicit another response.  But 
he looked away.  Her body was churning as she felt the instant pull from his skin to hers.

Was she supposed to stay away from him?
Or him from her?
Did he really think that was possible?
Maybe she did not have the strength to find out the answer before her own body replied on 

its own terms.

Chapter 12

“Are you going to go out with her?” Bobby had asked when Anton went over to his table to 
say goodnight.

“Do your homework, kid,” was all big brother could think to respond.  Like every male who 
had seen Seneca, Bobby was instantly taken by her beauty, poise and genuine compassion for 
people.  But even his little brother should know, Anton had no chance with her.

Seneca came from a world of educated, professional people.  People who could afford to 
live in Southside.  Anton was a working man, son of a working man, people who had struggled 
their whole lives.  Although he could see his friendly and loving family easily swept her up, he 
knew her life belonged with a man who was more her speed.

He was not even ethically her speed.  Let alone socially.  Although he had made himself 
presentable for her evening event, he was sure the fact he had to work at it made him a potential 
liability.  He did not want to be the man who was an embarrassment to her.

Anton wanted nothing more than to find a woman he could marry, and have a family.  He 
had dated off and on since he was twelve, but at no time did he ever feel what he was feeling 



now for Seneca.  Whenever the women he dated would push closer to him, he would end up 
pulling away.  One attribute or another was off.

He would look at his parents with their whole-hearted trust and confidence in one another, 
the genuine friendship and a life shared raising six children and running the restaurant, and he 
would wonder if he could ever achieve their matrimonial success.

Life for the Clarks had never been as calm as it was now.  His father had worked for years in 
the factories that marked the outskirts of Northside.  The city used to produce every type of 
widget needed for the manufacturing industry, and ship the finished goods in all four river 
directions to larger factories in bigger cities.  But that work eventually went overseas, leaving 
Ravencross with the remnants of empty buildings and thousands of unemployed.  Many people 
had the good sense to leave and find work elsewhere.  But not the Clarks.  The Clarks stayed to 
fight for their survival.

The result left Anton adamant that he would be able to provide for his future family, ensure 
they felt secure and safe in a world he established for them.  Since he could not afford to go to 
college, the police force was his attempt to bring income stability to his branch of the Clark 
family.  He considered himself well on his way to a new level of prosperity.  Until he met 
Seneca.

Now he felt like a pauper again, and not just economically.
As he drove her to the Recovery Center, they sat in silence.  After covering so many 

sensitive subjects with her in one day, he enjoyed the moment to recover from all that had been 
said.  He felt more words exchanged between them would start to change the nature of their 
relationship.  Instead of talking, he focused on getting them back across town.  The Recovery 
Center was on the waterfront at The Crossing in Eastside.

“Have you been coming down here alone at night?”  Anton was looking in all directions as 
he searched for a parking spot near the building’s front doors.

“Yes of course.”
“Who told you that was safe?”
“No one, but I haven’t had any problems.”
He parked the car.  “Dr. Landon, look around.”
She glanced out into the parking lot.  Several drunken men were lingering with cigarettes in 

their hands.  Thin teenagers scratched at their arms, and disheveled women dressed for a 
disreputable nightclub were joking with each other outside the door.

Seneca shrugged.  “All of these people come here for help.  They are not dangerous.  They 
are people who want to turn their lives around.”

“This is turning their life around?”
“Sergeant Clark, you might want to try to take a moment to view people outside the criminal 

realm.  These are people who genuinely want to improve their lives.”
“When you said none of your patients were a suspect, did you count these people as your 

patients?”
Seneca looked surprised.  “No.  They are not my patients.”
“So it could be one of these people?”
“Well I don’t think—”
“Dr. Landon, if you did not include these people in your analysis, is it possible one of them 

is after you?”
“Well Sergeant, anything is possible.  But I would have to look into all their situations.  And 

to be frank, I do not know these people as well as my own patients.  I don’t even know all of 



their names.  They won’t tell us.  I come here to give advice to the counselors.”
“You’re volunteering your time?”
“Yes.  The center needed help.”
Once again, he was stunned by her commitment, and respected her dedication, but not her 

judgment about the places she chose to hang out.  Kitter must have known she was treading into 
these dangerous waters when he decided to ask the police for help.  “Dr. Landon, Eastside is a 
wasteland.  I can’t believe you have been over here on your own.”

“These four inner city neighborhoods that make up The Crossing are functionally not part of 
the city areas where they are located.  These four old centers do not have the same reputations as 
the area around them.”

Anton raised his eyebrows in admiration.  “Oh, well listen to you.  Someone does know a 
little something about this town.”

“I know that much.  I walk over the bridge from the hospital.  This is not a dangerous area.”
“These are dangerous people.”
“Sergeant Clark, you don’t even know them.  Don’t make any judgments until you at least 

meet them.”
“Okay sure, Duchess.”  He smirked.  “I’m sure you’re correct as always.”
She glared at him.
“But I’m checking out everyone who has come into contact with you.”
“Don’t be obtrusive.  This is a Recovery Center.  We want people to feel safe.  Don’t 

frighten people away.”
“You can’t control my movements here.  This group is not the same as your hospital 

patients.”
“No, I can’t control your movements.  But I’m asking you to respect what I’m trying to do 

here.”
“We’ll see.”
As Anton stepped out of the car, Seneca sat, her mouth left gaping open by his callous 

reaction.  He was coming around to open her door, but she got out ahead of him and began 
walking towards the Center.  Anton had to struggle not to pull his gun every time someone 
approached her.  Many knew her by name, “Dr. Seneca” and called out to her as she passed by. 
She greeted some directly, others only with a wave of the hand or a pat on the shoulder.  

The Recovery Center was a community charity project designed to pull the forgotten 
citizens of the city off of the streets.  Many prominent names had donated to have the Center 
built on the waterfront where many lost citizens were routinely found drifting around.

Inside the room where the counselors were meeting, he recognized Kali Fraser, Kitter's wife. 
“Oh Seneca, you made it,” Kali said reaching out to hug her.
“Yes, I hope I’m not late.”
“No, of course not.”  Kali turned to Anton.  “I hear you’re keeping an eye on our girl for 

us.”
“Yes, that’s my job.”
“Well good, this business with the threats is very unsettling.  I heard about that package 

being thrown at you.  Are you all right?  We need to find out who has been doing this.”
“I will Kali,” Anton said.  “Don’t worry.”
“Good, well I know we can count on you.”  She turned to Seneca.  “Let’s get started.”
Anton took a chair in the back as Kali began the meeting.  He carefully looked at each 

person, and made a mental note to have each counselor’s background checked.  But on the other 



side of the wall, he could see a myriad of people lounging in the waiting room, and taking up 
space in the games room.  He was more concerned about the Center’s customers, these irregular 
visitors.  Any low-life could have encountered Seneca and created a problem with her, which 
meant one of them was a problem for him.

Anton was an instinctively experienced police officer, on his way to making detective.  This 
case was his chance to prove just how good he was, and to ensure Seneca’s safety.  He was not 
about to let anyone interfere with the promise he had made to his job…or to her.

*
Exhaustion was beginning to overtake Seneca as she gingerly walked to Anton’s car and 

slipped into the passenger seat.  She was yawning as she buckled her seatbelt, and her head fell 
back against the headrest before he sat down.

“Are your days always this long?” Anton asked.
“Pretty much.”  She yawned again.
When she opened her eyes, they were stopped in front of her building.
“Oh, did I fall asleep?”
“Yes for a little bit.”  Seneca had the distinct impression Anton had been watching her sleep, 

but she could not exactly tell from his serious expression.
“You’re really tired.”
“Yes I am.”
He jumped out of the car and opened her door.  She took the hand he held for her, and felt 

again the delicious feeling of an electric shock emanating from his body into hers.  In her fatigue, 
she was unsure about registering the sensation.  Every ounce of energy had to be used to safely 
return to her apartment.

“Are you sleeping here again tonight?”  The words were out before she registered the 
meaning.  She just wanted to hear him say it.

“Yes of course.  Is that still a problem?”
“No.  Despite our differences of opinion, I think everything worked out today.”
He smiled.  “Yes, okay, good.”
At the door to her apartment, he made her wait as he looked around.  When he emerged 

from her bedroom, he was holding the bedding he had placed on the chair earlier that morning.
She looked at the bundle in his arms and wished she could curl up on the floor with him.
He moved away from her bedroom door.  “I’ll see you in the morning, Dr. Landon.”
“Are you going to sleep outside my bedroom door?”
“Are you going to try and sneak away from me?”
She stared at him.  “No.”  She had no inclination to be away from him at all.  In fact, she 

wanted him to sleep inside her bedroom.  She would feel safe with him on her living room floor. 
But, she would feel completely secure in his arms.  “I understand you’re doing your job.”

“I’m protecting you.”
He spoke with meaning, but she wished he added the word permanently.  This was the man 

she wanted by her side at all times.  Even if the service was his profession, his skill to protect 
people, she wanted his coverage over her.

She turned to her bedroom door.  “Good night.”
“Good night, Dr. Landon.”
Closing the door behind her, she wished she did not feel his eyes boring through the wood as 

she slowly undressed.  Back at Clarks restaurant, she felt close enough to kiss him.  Her body 
still tingled where his hand had touched her.  She saw his eyes darken, knowing they were 



coming close to connecting, as she wanted.  But he broke first.  The professional protector 
backing away from taking their relationship where it should not go.  She wanted another chance 
at those lips.  She wanted to feel him right up against her.

As she faded into sleep the forbidden images stayed at the front of her consciousness.  He 
had taken over her senses so completely she was failing to realize how wrong the entire picture 
appeared.  She was a rational, thinking woman, a professional, not a schoolgirl who developed 
an overnight crush.  Her own parents were not like his, loving caring people.  She had to be 
careful about who she entangled with, she knew a man like Anton coming from a home like his 
would expect someone who knew how to create a close, nurturing family.  She had no example 
to follow growing up, and no idea if she could provide that world to him now.

But why was she even thinking about setting up his world?
Her fatigue was dragging her common sense into deep pause mode, and her mind was sitting 

quite comfortably on its own truth.
Here was the man she wanted.  Professionally untouchable to her.  Personally beyond her 

abilities to satisfy.  Yet so clearly with every touch, the purveyor of a hot instant passion.  Little 
was possible but to understand her body wanted him, and at its weakest, her mind could think of 
nothing more than the touch of his skin against her.

Chapter 13

When Seneca opened her bedroom door, she immediately looked down.
Her heart skipped a disappointed beat.
Anton was not lying at her feet.
She had been dreaming about him all night, and woke up excited to see his face looking up 

at her from the floor.  Instead, as she raised her eyes from the empty space before her and saw 
him standing in her living room, wearing only shorts.  She desperately wished she could fall right 
into his arms again.

“Good morning, I was just waiting for the shower.”
“What shower?”  Her mind took a moment to adjust to his words as her body leapt toward 

his half-naked torso.  He pointed over her head into her bedroom.  “Oh, of course.”  She stepped 
out of the way and he wandered past her.  Her instinct was to follow him so she gripped the 
doorframe as he went by, and took in his scent with the first breaths of her day.

She was already dressed, once again limiting the severity of her professional attire by 
wearing a tight skirt and blouse unbuttoned to just above her breasts.  She noted Anton avert his 
eyes as he passed her, but she felt the rush of excitement on her body with his momentary 
presence.

She was excited by the look she was projecting, especially if Anton was noticing her.  She 
had not paid particular attention to her appearance in a long time, and the choice of bright dresses 
and tight skirts made her feel she was returning to a more active world.

A world where she cooked breakfast.  A world she never expected to live in.  She brought 
out her egg poacher and quickly went to work on eggs benedict.  By the time he emerged from 
the bathroom, the meals were prepared.  She noted the thrilled expression on his face.

“You cooked again?”
“Yes, come have breakfast.”  He was dressed in his customary casual jeans and a collared 

shirt.  Both items were clean and unfamiliar to her.  She wondered when he had the time to 
organize his laundry.



“You don’t have to cook breakfast every day?”  He had his fork poised in the air as if her 
answer would determine whether he would eat.

“I’m cooking for myself already.  I think the first meal of the day is the most important.  I 
like a cooked breakfast because I often do not have a chance to eat later on.”

“Yeah I noticed that.  But you shouldn’t be cooking for me?”
She smiled.  “I’m cooking already.  I’m just making more than my usual amount.”
 He returned her look with a delectable grin across his gorgeous face before enthusiastically 

digging in to the food on his plate.  She watched for his reaction.  “This is really good.”
“You like it?”
“Yes, thanks Dr. Landon.  It’s really good.”
“Do you think you can call me Seneca?”
He stopped eating again as if pondering where using her first name could take him.  “Yes I 

suppose that’s all right if you call me Anton, Seneca.”
The sound of her name coming from his sexy lips nearly took her back to the bedroom. 

“Okay Anton.”  His eyes lit up as his face crossed over into a smile.  He held her look for a 
minute too long.

If only he was not a city cop sent to guard her, she would take that smile into her hands and 
cover those lips with her own.  She had not been with a man for some time, but here and now she 
only wanted one.

“We should go,” he said displaying iron will against their subconscious play.  “Don’t you 
have an early appointment?”

“Yes I do,” she reluctantly agreed, amazed how he had the strength for both of them.
If the outcome of their actions affected only the two of them, she would not have hesitated 

to try and win him, even if it meant convincing him she could fit into his stable, tight family. 
But if this smart police officer figures out who has been threatening her, she would lose the first 
man who spoke to her seriously about her work, shared her interest in the human condition, made 
her laugh, turned her on and made her feel completely protected within the shield of his hard 
muscular body.  Imagining the end of the case made her shudder, and not in the enchanting way 
standing too close to him had manifested in her body.  This was a relationship she would want to 
cherish.  But the opportunity to be with him seemed unreachable.  She had to stop from 
imagining any other possibilities.

In Anton’s car on their way to the hospital, they were both silent again until her phone 
beeped.  She looked down at the text.

The message read: You lied.
Startled, she looked at Anton, her eyes wide with alarm.  The threats against her had first 

manifested in e-mails, then texts and phone messages before escalating to the package. The 
police had a trace on her mobile, office and home phone lines.  Because of her patients and 
responsibilities at the hospital and Recovery Center, she could not ignore any communication 
directed to her.  But she knew once messages started again, he was back.

“What is it?”
She took a deep breath, afraid to agitate him while he was driving.  “I’ll show you when we 

stop.”
“Show me what?”
“A text.”
Still driving, Anton pulled the phone out of her hand and looked at the text.  “He’s using 

texts again.”  All trace of their relaxed morning banter disappeared.



“Looks like it.”  Seneca felt a rush of dread.  Anton’s focus was about to drift back into 
police officer mode.  He would become harsher and more demanding with his security measures. 
“But these threats have never been acted out.  He just wants to annoy me, to ruin my day.”

Another text appeared while Anton was still holding the phone.
This one read: I know you lied.
“I know we’ve been over this, but you have got to think again about anyone you have been 

in contact with who may believe you lied to him.”
“I told you there is no one.  I wouldn’t know if someone misinterpreted something I said. 

But I have not lied to anyone and cannot think of a reason why someone may have thought I 
lied.”

“Seneca, think harder.  Someone believes you lied to them or to someone close to them.”
She shook her head in despair.  “I’m telling you there’s nothing.”
“Look, from what I can tell, you have fantastically established yourself in Ravencross in a 

short period of time.  There may be people who do not appreciate how you have won over staff, 
patients and colleagues so quickly.”

Seneca had never thought of the situation in those terms.  Her perspective only came from 
confronting people face-to-face, not from making comments behind their backs.  She was 
surprised Anton was looking at her situation from this angle.

“I’ve been in organizations before.  I know people can be…challenging.  I’m aware of how 
people try to upend their colleagues to further their own ends.  But given the logistics of my 
situation, I just do not see anyone I know perpetrating these threats.”

“Have you really considered everyone?  Properly?”
“My focus is on my patients.”
“So your answer is ‘no.’”
“My patients have been the suspects so I have—”
“Helped to rule them out, great.  But in the meantime, everyone else goes unprocessed.”
“I have to concentrate on my patients’ situations.  If I suspected a colleague—”
“Seneca, the problem is your suspicion won’t arise until the guy pulls a knife on you.”
The shock of his words instantly confused her.  She did not know whether to be insulted or 

accepting of the truth in his analysis.  He was speaking with a quiet, angry desperation in his 
voice.  While she accepted his work commitment, she could not let him get away with dramatics.

“Nobody has pulled a knife, or even threatened violence in any way.”
“Yet.”
“I have to focus on treating my patients.”
“And I have to focus on protecting you.”
Seneca leaned back into her seat.  Her mind had been on Anton all through the night, yet 

here they were fighting again about the exact same issue.
How could she have him in her life without their relationship being in constant conflict?
Anton pulled into her parking spot at University Hospital.  In angry silence, he quickly 

moved around the car to open her door.  She had never had a man in her life who always opened 
the door for her.  Nor one who was so relentlessly concerned for her safety.  Any officer could 
have been assigned to follow her, and be ready in case someone tried to attack her.  That officer 
would have followed her around without comment.  But Anton wanted to identify and arrest the 
bad guy before he attacked.  His language and actions were a constant reminder of a greater 
objective.  A different officer would have taken the job as a chore, but Anton wanted to 
accomplish a goal.



She admired his tenacity.  Hated his tactics.
A long day lay ahead, and she did not want Anton scrutinizing every person she met while 

he hovered around her.
Unfortunately, she realized that was exactly what he intended to do.

*
The desk phone buzzed.
“Yes Gina.”
“Kitter Fraser is here to see you.”  Seneca looked up at Anton as if waiting for his protest.
“Send him in.”
A moment later, Kitter opened the door and walked in.  “Hope I’m not disturbing anything,” 

he graciously said.
“No, we were just going over my schedule.”  She walked around her desk and hugged him. 

“It’s good to see you.”
“Hi Anton,” Kitter said, letting Seneca go and extending his hand.  Anton shook it.  “How is 

everything going?”
“Okay.”
“Well good.  Kali mentioned seeing you both at the Recovery Center.  She also said maybe 

if you’re free for lunch I could pick you up and go meet her so we can go over the issues the 
building has with its lease.”

“Oh okay.”  She turned to Anton.  “Can you leave me with Kitter and Kali to get this done?”
Hesitating over a less rational but more desired answer, Anton said, “Yes okay, if Kitter 

agrees to stay with you until I get back.”
“Yes of course,” Kitter promptly answered.
“Please don’t leave the hospital grounds.”
Seneca looked at him exasperated.  “Kitter can bring me back here.  I have patients to see 

this afternoon.”
“Then it’s okay if you don’t go too far.  I’ll be back before your next appointment.”
She glared at him, but did not comment which Kitter took as the end of the discussion.
“Okay Anton, we’ll see you later.”
“Yes thanks Kitter, bye.”
Seneca did not say another word as they departed.
On their way to lunch, Kitter called Kali to come and join them at one of the restaurants near 

the hospital grounds.
“She’s on her way,” he told Seneca as they walked towards the building.  The restaurant was 

in a strip mall bordering the hospital grounds on the other side of the street.  
Seneca did not reply.
“Is everything all right?”
She turned to face Kitter.  “Sorry I’m just a little put off having Sergeant Clark give me 

orders about where I can have lunch.”
Kitter chuckled.  “Oh he’s only watching out for your safety.”
“He’s intrusive.”
“What do you mean?”
“He’s checking up on everyone I know.”
“I think he’s looking for a clue.”
They arrived at the restaurant and were shown to a table.  Seneca struggled to keep her 

emotions in check while she talked about Anton.  She had never had a man insinuate himself so 



thoroughly into her mind and her life.  She felt the two were destined to clash on every issue, 
fighting each other at every turn.  “I don’t know why he thinks he’ll find clues in every aspect of 
my life.”

“Well sometimes these things come out where you least expect them.”
The waitress arrived and they ordered.  Kitter had received Kali's lunch request to pre-order 

for her.  Seneca felt hungry but incapable of keeping her lunch down.  She wanted to indulge in 
comfort food as she tried to make sense of her feelings for her ethical police officer.

“What aspect of your life is he intruding in?”
“People I used to know.”
Kitter raised an eyebrow.  “What’s wrong with that?”
Seneca bit her lower lip.  She was not exactly feeling comfortable enough with Kitter to give 

him details about her private life.  But he was genuinely concerned for her safety and would 
confront Jim and Anton directly for information about the case if she didn’t fill him in first.

Maybe telling Kitter would actually get her some information about Anton.  After all, he 
knew her police officer better than she did.  Maybe he could assess the genuineness of Anton’s 
claim to want to help his case by pouring through her personal details.

“I don’t like it when he accuses people I personally know of wanting to harm me.”
“Who’s he accusing?”
“Everyone I know.”
“Oh I’m sure he’s just trying to do his job.  Does it really bother you that much to have 

Anton trying to figure out who’s threatening you?  I know he’s a good police officer and a decent 
man.”

She sat up straighter and tried to ensure her voice sounded perfectly even.  Although Anton 
was driving her crazy in every form possible, she had learned a great deal about him, which 
made his professional presence completely tolerable. “Yes, he’s a very good officer and a good 
man.  I just think he’s so relentless about having this investigation done his way.”

“Because he’s a good officer who knows what he’s doing.”
“Yes, but he’s also a stubborn man who wants to have his way.”
“To protect you.”
“Maybe, I suppose.  It’s just difficult to manage my life around having him with me 24/7.”
“From what I’ve seen, you can manage your life well under all circumstances.  I’ve watched 

you reset here in a matter of weeks.”
Seneca looked at him carefully.  Kitter was referring to a much weightier issue than a new 

job.  Seneca’s marriage had broken up and her life as she knew it fell apart, after the completely 
heart-breaking loss of her infant son who died in his crib.  After trying to recuperate alone, she 
accepted the position at Ravencross University Hospital.  She wanted a fresh start in a new city 
where she could focus on work.  Her reasons to keep going, her opportunity to live, were in her 
innate mission to use her knowledge and intelligence to help others.

But in all her careful planning and rationalization over rebuilding in Ravencross, she had not 
counted on the existence of Anton Clark upending all of her expected plans.

“Yes I did reset.  But Sergeant Clark is stomping all over my carefully organized new life.”
Kitter looked surprised.  “I’ve never heard you sound so frustrated by one individual. 

Managing people is your specialty.”
“People who are open to being managed.”
Kitter sighed.  “All right, if he is really, really making you so uncomfortable we can ask Jim 

to assign another officer.”



Seneca’s eyes flew wide open.  That was the solution she feared.  “No, that’s all right.  I 
don’t want another officer.  It’s just that Sergeant Clark has to learn to respect my wishes.”

“Well maybe you have to let him do his job.”  Seneca looked down in frustration.  Kitter 
reached out and patted her hand.  “Give Anton a bit more time, okay.  I think you two will work 
out quite nicely.”

Seneca was about to shout a denial to his conclusion when Kali appeared.  Minutes later the 
food was delivered to their table.  To Seneca’s relief, the conversation switched over to the 
building lease problem at the Recovery Center.

“How long will the extension take, Kitter?” Seneca asked.
“We’ve applied and have to wait for the bureaucracy to do its thing.  But if the answer is 

‘no,’ the center may have to move.”
“That’s impossible,” Kali responded.  “There’s nowhere to go.  All those people will be 

abandoned.”
“I suggest you start looking for another building, as a back-up,” Kitter said.  “You’ll have 

some time.  No one is going to push for this right away.”
Kali immediately began detailing the list of prominent citizens who may be able to help with 

keeping the center functioning.  Seneca listened attentively and added a few comments, but her 
mind stayed with Anton.  She thought of his anger and concern rising up whenever they 
discussed a deviation from his process, his brooding eyes and twinges of excitement he sent 
through her spine.

She could not imagine not having him by her side, even after the perpetrator in her case was 
caught.  But the more they fought, the less she assumed they could make a longer term 
relationship work.

To her ongoing disbelief, that thought frightened her more than any threatening text ever 
could.

Chapter 14

Seneca was not surprised to see Anton appear in her office shortly after she returned with Kitter. 
He entered with his usual commanding sexy stroll, the delectable wavy hair slightly disheveled, 
looking so hot.  As soon as she saw him she realized she had been anticipating his return.

When she and Kitter had initially arrived back at her office door, and no one was sitting in 
the hallway chair, her heart sank.  She could not believe her reaction to this man, her over-the-
top collapse into desire for someone she hardly knew.  With Kitter still in the room, she was 
conscious of every inch of her body and the need to make the relationship with Anton appear to 
be perfectly normal.

She tried to keep her body language neutral as he walked in and she reacted to his presence.
“Thanks for waiting, Kitter,” Anton said.
“No problem, I always enjoy spending time with Seneca.”  Kitter rose and walked over to 

her desk to hug her.  “I’ll let you know how things go with the re-filing for the lease.”
“Thanks so much.”
“Don’t forget Kali's offer.  No one has the cabin this weekend.  I think it would be 

wonderful for you to get out of the city and have a break.”
“Thanks, I think I may just do that.  You know I love being in the country with the peace 

and the clean air.”
“Yes I do know and I think it’s just the right thing for you now.”



“I think you’re right.”
“Wonderful.  I’ll send one of the girls to drop off the keys.  You two take care.”  He jovially 

waved to them as he exited. 
Seneca turned back to her desk and pulled the file for her next patient.  She was about to 

review her notes from the last session when she sensed Anton watching her with anticipation. 
She looked up and slipped from her known world into his orbit of intense desire.  Her body 
instantly betrayed her as it reached toward him with longing.

“I have to tell you what I did over this lunch hour.”
The graveness in his voice jolted her.  “Okay, what is it?”
“I put some off-the-books guys on checking the details of your friends’ private lives.”
“What?  Why?”  She could not believe his audacity.
“Why do you think?  I have to investigate anyone who may be a threat to you.  It could be 

anyone close to you.”
She stood up and walked towards him.  “I told you I do not want you harassing my friends. 

I told you I can tell who may be a threat.”  Her normal, calm demeanor cascaded away in the 
face of Anton’s insolence.

She had never met a man who could rile her up with such intensity.  He did not do anything 
she wanted, and persisted in having his way at every step.  She could not stand the arrogance he 
exhibited.  Nor the way he made her react to his every move.

“Seneca, listen to me.  I don’t think you realize you cannot properly assess every person you 
come into contact with.”  She pulled back, enraged.  “You are a stunning woman on every level. 
Brilliant, kind, caring, hardworking, dedicated, committed, and so beautiful.  You do not know 
the effect you have on the people around you.  In just a couple of days, I can see it with everyone 
you meet.  You’ve got doctors, patients, doormen, waiters all waiting for a chance to do 
something for you.  You operate in a bubble of perfection.  The way you walk and talk and laugh 
and smell and eat.  You’re a shining light in the day of everyone who sees you.  But that means 
anyone can be hurt by not having the contact with you that he craves.  I have to check out all 
possibilities.”

Seneca stared at him, fighting to find words to answer his emotional explanation.  She could 
see the struggle in his eyes as his brutal honesty recalled multiple days of observing her life.

She had never heard herself described with such sincere passion.  Her ex-husband did not 
speak in those terms.  Neither did any other man from previous relationships.  Her parents and 
siblings offered no such praise.  Her supervisors, colleagues, patients or anyone else she helped 
or supported were kind, but restrained in their comments.

But Anton was panting as he spoke.  She could see his heart pounding and feel the passion 
with which he strung out the words.  The electricity sparking between them filled the air, as her 
anger faded on the depth of his sincerity.

She took a step towards him.  A drop of sweat began to trickle down his brow and it was all 
she could do to stand and not step up to kiss it.  He took a step towards her too.  Both were 
staring at each other’s mouths, their chests almost touching as they heaved with anticipation.

She wanted him against her.  She wanted to feel him and kiss him and be with him.  She 
wanted his hands all over her.

“We can’t.”
His words.  Not hers. 
Their bodies were still straining forward, but both stepped back.
“I’m sorry, I’m not behaving correctly,” he whispered.  “It’s not my role to talk to you like 



that.”  She felt every word was forced through him by a job and a society that were bent on 
having a social and professional structure neither one of them wanted to support.

She wanted to be in his arms.  She wanted to feel the outcome of his words in his lips, 
through his hands, against his body…

Here was her man recognizing her true self, the person she fought so hard to become.
But she could not have him.
“Thank you for being honest with me,” she nearly whispered.  “I…I never hear words like 

that.”
“You should hear that every day.”
“I’m not comfortable with having a…someone look out for me.  I do appreciate it.  I 

understand what you’re trying to do.”
“You have pretty much been against what I’m trying to do.”
“Yes, but I can understand your concerns in the full context of understanding your actions.”
“I instigated this side investigation to weed out suspects too.”
“I understand.”
Her cell phone rang.  Reluctantly, she looked down to acknowledge the caller.
“Hello.  Oh hello Kalla.”  Kitter and Kali's delightful and rambunctious second daughter was 

a relentless chatterbox with rotten timing.
“Hey Seneca, I hear you gotta get out of town this weekend,” Kalla said over the line.  “I’ve 

got the cabin keys for you.  Where do you want me to drop ‘em?”
“Oh thanks so much.  Can you come by my office?”
“Of course.  No probs.  What time?”
“Anytime.  If I’m with a patient you can leave the keys with Gina.”
“Super duper!  Mom says place is packed with food as usual ‘cause Gran thinks we are not 

near civilization out there.  No one will bug ya ‘cause Mom told everyone you need a break.  But 
the big house will be occupied as usual so ya might get a note under ya door saying ‘come and 
eat,’ ‘cause ya know there’s also tons of food at the big house.”

“Okay Kalla, thanks so much.”
“And of course the place has everything, but Mom says if ya need anything else come up to 

the big house and just take it.  Don’t even ask ‘cause there’s tons of stuff of everything and 
nobody will miss anything.”

“Okay—”
“Me and my friends are gonna have a barbecue party Saturday night.  Course you’re invited. 

And we promise we won’t keep ya up and bug ya.”
“Thanks…”
“Let me think, was there anything…”
“Kalla, I have to go.  Why don’t you drop off the keys and if you remember any more 

instructions you can send me a text.”
“Awesome sauce!  You’re such a thinker, Sen.  See ya this weekend, but only if ya want to.”
Seneca laughed.  “Okay thanks Kalla.  And please tell your parents thanks again from me.”
“No prob.”
Disconnecting, she looked at Anton.  “You’re going up to the Frasers’ lake compound this 

weekend?”
“Yes I want to get out of town and they offered.  Kalla is going to bring the keys over.”
“Okay, I know Kalla.  When she comes by, I’ll see if I can get the keys from her without 

being drawn into a half hour conversation.”



“Good luck with that.”
For a second, Seneca thought of Kalla's sweetness and untroubled bounce through life. 

Seneca could not imagine what it would be like to have a life like hers, devoid of financial or 
social problems, completely built around deciding exactly how you wanted to live your life.

A weekend party.  Maybe she would go over for an hour and see what it was like to be in 
their world for one fleeting minute.

She turned and looked at Anton.  After his loudly spoken words, she wondered if that’s the 
life they could give their children.  Her man.  If Anton was him, the signs could not be more 
camouflaged.

How could the one man she could not have, be the only man she wanted?
“How do you want to handle the weekend?” he asked.
“What do you mean?”
“When do you want to drive up?”
For a second, she forgot arrangements had to be made with him.  “Oh yes, Friday after work, 

but I’ll drive.”
“It’s okay, we can take my car.”
“I want to drive.  You’ve been chauffeuring me everywhere.”
“I don’t mind.”
“I do.”
“Okay, you can drive my car.”
“A police car?”
“Sure.  I want to have the gear with us.”
“Is that allowed?”  Driving one of their cars would be a poor substitute for the rule she really 

wanted to break with one of the department’s officers.
“It will be our secret.”  The way he said ‘our secret’ thrilled her with excitement.  She felt 

they would be off on an adventure that no one else would know about.
Except Kalla and her young friends, Kitter and Kali, and any other Fraser who was up at the 

lakeside compound this weekend.
She forgot about the witnesses.  The Fraser’s land was quite extensive.
She would be alone with Anton in the countryside.
For weeks, she had been threatened by texts and emails and calls, but now she hardly 

thought about the incidents because she was with Anton.  Besides setting her insides on fire, his 
professional place in her life had changed her comfort level in a matter of days.

She told the Frasers she wanted the cabin to be out of the city and have some peace and 
quiet.  At the time, little did she know she would also have Anton.

The dynamics for the weekend had entirely changed from a few days of solitude, to rampant 
anticipation for so much more.

Chapter 15

Anton felt no anxiety when he dropped the keys to his official police car into Seneca’s 
outstretched hands.  She happily grinned as they began the three-hour drive out-of-town late on 
Friday afternoon.  All he could think of was the fact that he would have her to himself for two 
days.  He could not believe she chose to have her weekend getaway while he was watching over 
her.  But he also understood how exhausted and annoyed she was with the investigation into the 
threats against her.



The opportunity to hide away in the Frasers’ cottage was a welcome reprieve.  He had never 
been to the property, but knew the house was in a beautiful lakeside setting.

Northwest of Ravencross, the rich soil of the valley floor gave way to abundant lakes hidden 
in open formations between the hills.  The most prestigious residential section of the city was 
Lake Heights where the city’s richest citizens had built sprawling estates around their own 
private pools of naturally-formed freshwater.

Beyond the city limits, others with comfortable economic security, including the Frasers, 
constructed weekend getaway retreats, cottages, cabins, and in some cases full sized homes, 
around protected park areas of forests and hills in a region collectively know as Hidden Lakes.

But despite his interest in seeing the area for the first time, Anton doubted he would even 
notice his surroundings with Seneca physically close, in such a remote setting, for two long days.

He had come so close to kissing her, been so desperate to put his lips on hers, to take her 
into his arms, and drag her down onto her office floor to…

He was out of control.
On his way to a weekend of seclusion with a woman he was not supposed to touch.
Seneca had diligently spent the last few days focused on meeting her patients, and working 

on issues for the Recovery Center so she could enjoy a worry-free weekend.  Anton was 
determined to ensure she had comfortable peace.

He was extremely restless in the car.  In their days together, he had seen her in formal 
evening wear, and her professional clothes, but in informal, casual wear she was even more 
stunning.  Her long legs were sticking out of tight cream-colored capri pants, and she wore a 
light flowered top with thin straps barely staying on her shoulders.  Since he wasn’t driving and 
did not need to keep his hands on the wheel, he had no idea how he was going to shake off his 
desire to slip those straps down during the ride to the cottage.  He silently admonished himself to 
behave professionally at all times.

His sole purpose for the weekend was to prevent anything from happening to Seneca.  The 
police had no new leads, but he could not be sure if she was being followed.  The wooded area 
around the Fraser cottage would be a convenient place for a perpetrator to hide.  The minute they 
got there, he would decide how to keep the paths and covered areas free of potential dangers.

Every time he looked at Seneca, humming along to pop music playing from her iPod 
through the car speakers, he wanted to reach for her.  She looked content and carefree.  Trusting 
him.  The weekend would be utter perfection if he was going to the cottage as her boyfriend, and 
not her assigned public protector.

But he was the public protector.  He had uniformed officers and insiders working on 
background for every identified suspect, especially Seneca’s suspicious bunch of quasi-patients, 
acquaintances and onlookers at the Recovery Center.  His police contacts all knew he would be 
working from the cottage this weekend.  Although mobile service could be spotty, he demanded 
they contact him immediately with any new information.

As they made the climb higher into the hills, the forest became denser, and the air thinner. 
He could sense his body adjusting to the countryside.  Although Anton was a Northside man, he 
was not a stranger to the outdoors.  Ravencross’s proximity to hills, forests and lakes was 
accessible to every resident.  He may not have had the luxury of staying in the marvelous 
getaway homes built in the hidden valleys, but he and his siblings had camped all over the 
protected areas established for public use.  He actually loved getting away, being where nature 
ruled, and set apart from the foibles of human behavior.

“Do you like it up here?” Seneca asked as he settled into his seat at last.



“Yeah.  It’s like the area around Northside, really green, really fresh air.”
“I love it.  The Frasers invited me up to their compound when we first met and I just wanted 

to stay.”
Anton noticed she appreciated the views as much as he did.  Up in the hills, she would relax 

into her true nature, just as he would.  Set free by the openness of the location.
“Have you been to places like this before?”  His curiosity about her past was surfacing. 

Although the question could not possibly be connected to his job of protecting her, his need to 
learn more about her was irrepressible.

“Yes, I’ve been coming right here.”
“Here?  To Hidden Lakes?  What do you mean?”
“I attended Ravencross University.”
“What?  I didn’t know that.”  Anton vaguely remembered the file on Seneca did not say she 

graduated from Ravencross University.
“I had to stop my studies before the start of my junior year, and then I restarted a year later 

at Weatherland.”
“Why did you stop?”
He could see her press back into the seat, struggling with the next words.
“I’m sorry if you don’t want to talk about it—”
“No, it’s all right.  One thing you may not know, I have a twin.”
“You have a twin?”
“Yes.”
“Identical?”
“Yes.”
“No kidding, wow.”  Anton did not dare imagine the vision of two Senecas at once.  He was 

pretty sure the sight would blow his mind.
“What does she do?”
“She’s in care.”
“Oh.  Sorry if I’m prying just tell me to stop.”
“No it’s okay, she’s in mental health care.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
“It’s a long story.  I dropped out of school for a while to help my parents manage her.  They 

were pretty sure I was the only person who could do something for her.  But in the end, I could 
do nothing.  She needed professional help and I was not a professional at that time.”

“Is she the reason you wanted to be a psychiatrist?”
“Sometimes I think yes, and other times no.  I did not ever think I could fix her.  But I was 

intrigued by the way the brain works…or doesn’t.  I wanted to understand more.  I wanted to be 
a psychiatrist before she went into care, and I definitely decided I had to finish afterwards.”

“Why didn’t you come back to Ravencross to finish?”
“I was a scholarship student, and I lost it.  The university said I did not work out all the 

details before leaving.  They were right.  But I didn’t have enough time.  My parents were kind 
of desperate so I left abruptly.  Once I decided to restart I had to apply everywhere again. 
Weatherland offered me another chance.”

“Scholarship?  I thought you were well-off, like the Frasers.”
Seneca bitterly laughed.  “Hardly.  My parents were never as organized or committed to 

each other to become well-off.  They could have been, but they did not have it in them.”
“Why do you say that?”  Anton was skating on thin ice.  The content of their current 



conversation had little to do with his investigation.  But his interest in her background had 
everything to do with his wanting to know every detail of her personal life.

She sighed.  “My parents are the opposite of yours, Anton.  They are angry, bitter, 
complaining people.  Your parents took what they had and built a business, and raised a tight 
family.  My parents started with a lot more and just wasted everything they had, including their 
talent.”

“Do you know why?”
“You mean have I tried to understand them?  Analyze them.”
“Yes, I guess that’s what I mean.”
“Yes, I’ve tried.  I’ve looked at every aspect of their lives, talked to my grandparents.  They 

seemed to be driven by their personal lack of understanding of each other.  As if they were in a 
marriage neither wanted.  They could not figure out why their lives together continued, but were 
not interested in ending it.  That’s the type of people they were.  But I could never live in that 
kind of lethargy.”

“That’s why you work so hard on so many different activities?”
“Partially.”
He watched her carefully to see if he could decipher her truth.  She was focused on the road, 

but he could see how she shifted her eyes and moved in her seat.  She was concentrating on his 
words, and being absolutely honest with him.  He felt honored that such a beautiful 
accomplished woman would trust him with her story.

“What’s the other part?”
“I just believe it’s me.  No matter what people say about nature and nurture, I know I am 

me.  Someone who wants a good, comfortable life and I set out to have it.  That’s just me.”
“That’s me too.”
“How?” She asked the question as a commanding request.  After her openness, he could not 

deny her a candid response.  She was leading him down an extraordinary path.  Her essence was 
making him follow.

He had never had a heartfelt discussion with a woman.  Not one had heard about how he felt 
about his parents or his upbringing.  But Seneca was no ordinary woman, with her he could not 
have a general conversation.

“My parents may have been hard-workers, but it was also a hard life,” he confessed.  “When 
you grow up in a neighborhood where so many people are checked out, you have to make a 
decision for yourself about who you are and who you want to be.  Surprisingly every one of us 
decided to work our way out of Northside, no matter what.  My brother Mak chose the most 
reckless path.  My sisters, my brother Nik, probably Bobby and myself are more conventional. 
But we are all moving up and out.  We love our parents and admire their work.  But there is no 
way we want any of that type of endless struggle for ourselves.”

“You think they worked hard, but not correctly?”
“Yes I guess you can say it that way.  My mother comes from a cultured background, maybe 

like yours.  She fell in love with Pop in complete defiance of her family so her parents cut her 
off, and she had to work with Pop to start again.  I’m not sure if she just decided to accept her 
fate and move at his pace.  But whatever it was, the two of them acquiesced together.”

The look on her face showed constant understanding.  “Our parents took similar roads to 
nowhere.  They might have started in different economic circumstances, but they came to the 
same conclusions.  Which left people like us, us kids, to figure things out on our own.”

He took a deep breath, overcome by this shared perception.  “Yeah.  Are you in contact with 



your parents?”
“Not really.  I call a couple of times a year, and I check on my sister, but that’s all I can do.” 

Anton nodded his head with concern.  He wanted Seneca to be happy on all fronts, with her 
family, his…and theirs.

“Well if you need family events to attend, you’ve got the Clarks.  We mark them all.”
She smiled.  “Thanks.  You know I see your family is together, but do you get along with 

your father?”
He stared at her, amazed by the specifics of her question.  “In general, yes.”
“But?”  He was stunned.  Had she read the hesitation in his voice?
He had never told anyone his side of the story about his relationship with his father.  He 

looked at Seneca, and lowered his voice.  “Years ago Pop was hurt, physically, and could not 
really work in the factories anymore.  At least he could not do the work that brought in decent 
money.  As far as I’m concerned that was the next stage in his giving up.  That’s when I had to 
start working and contributing.”

Her voice raked compassion not pity.  “You were not happy with that role?  Suddenly being 
given adult responsibilities?”

“Not at all.”  Anton had avoided discussing his true feelings about his father all his life. 
Although he could have suspected Seneca of trying to ‘head-shrink’ him, the careful words 
coming from her beautiful lips only made him want to open up to her more.  This was his woman 
and he trusted her with every dark secret from his soul.

“You wanted your childhood?”
“Teenage years, yes.”
“So did I, but I had my sister.”
“So we both missed out on being wild teens.” 
“Yes, sounds like we did.”
“Did you drink, smoke, party, any of that?”
“No.  I mean, I went to a few parties, but I could never get into it.”
“Me neither.”
She smiled in shared understanding.  Her upturned lips appeared to say, ‘okay we are finally 

on the same page now.’  Anton wanted to jump for joy.
“At this point in my life, I’m not sure I envy the party kids anymore.  A lot of them did all 

right in life, but they’re not particularly happy.  All those years of letting drugs and alcohol guide 
their entertainment choices, and sense of accomplishment has left them pretty apathetic.”

“My high school classmates are still mostly in the streets.”
“You and I…we got up and we got out.”
“Yes we did.”  He strained to be content.  They had both paid a price for their independence.
“We can do anything we want.”
Anton knew her statement was a note of conquest.  She was announcing to him, and the 

world that had questioned her, that she was well on her way to the life she wanted.
Except not all of pieces were in place, yet.
“Pretty much.”
“But…”
Anton felt a touch of guilt.  They were being personal, sharing their pasts with no holds 

barred.  He had to make sure he did not leave out any part of the story she may consider 
important later.  “It took me a while to get out, Seneca.  I had to make my way through the mess 
first.  And it wasn’t always pretty.”



“Life’s not pretty.  We do what we can, what we know.  You are a police officer, out of 
Northside, Anton.  But your whole family loves having you around.  They welcome you back 
with open arms.  The police force trusts you.  Kitter would not have let them assign you to me if 
he thought you were unable to do the job.  It’s obvious to me that you’re a cut above and deserve 
to feel you have come far in life.”

His heart was ready to burst at her words.  She was filling him with the kind of joy he had 
never experienced in his own life.  “So you no longer mind having me around to protect you?”

She shot a glance at him and smiled.  “No, no I don’t.”
He laughed.  “Good, because I’m not going anywhere.”  For once, he left off the part about 

‘until the case ends.’  He was not leaving her side, ever.
A few minutes later, they saw the sparkling blue waters of the lake.  Relief swept through 

him.  Not only had the dynamic of their relationship changed, but the opening arrived just in time 
for their quiet, secluded weekend together.

But as he moved to get out of the car, a warning nagged at his conscience and reminded him, 
he was a police officer on assignment to protect a victim from a criminal.

The Frasers would be expecting his professional behavior this weekend and, no doubt, so 
would Seneca.

Chapter 16

Arriving at the cottage, Anton immediately noticed the front door was open.  Instinctively, he 
moved a hand over his gun.

But Seneca reached across and placed a hand on his arm.  “It’s Kit.”  She pointed straight 
ahead to a man standing on the porch.

Anton relaxed as they parked and got out.
Kit came towards them grinning.  “Seneca, I’m so happy you could get away for a weekend 

and come up here.  I was hoping to be out of your way before you arrived.  Gran asked me to 
check on the firewood for you.”

“Thanks so much,” Seneca said embracing him.  “You all are so good to me.”
Anton could barely contain his jealously as Seneca turned around within the embrace of 

Kit's arms.  He held her with easy confidence, one arm around her smooth waist as if he were her 
natural boyfriend.  Anton wanted to push between them like a little child.  Kit's face flashed an 
honest contentment to be holding Seneca.  Anton was seething.

“Hey Anton, how is everything going?”
“Good.”
“Do you have any new leads on the case?”
“No, but we are working on it.”
“Well she’ll be safe up here.  We are all around this weekend.”
“Every cabin is occupied?” Seneca asked.
“Yes, you are surrounded by Frasers.  You have a blanket of protection.”
Anton bristled.  He was her protection.
“I don’t need everyone making such a fuss.  I really think it’s so unnecessary.”
Kit looked at Anton.  “We do not agree.”  Using the arm around Seneca, he turned her 

around and directed her towards the house.  Another body came bounding around the corner.
“Hey Seneca!  You’re here!” Kalla shouted climbing onto the porch.
“Yes, we made it.”  The two women embraced, and Anton could take a breath as Seneca 



was finally away from Kit’s body.
“Okay so I checked and you didn’t have enough wine so I brought a couple more bottles 

up.”
“Oh you didn’t have to do that.”
“You know Gran.  If everything is not stocked to the roof she thinks we’ll die of starvation 

and dehydration.  Hey Anton!  With my friends, the cabin looks like we have camp supplies for a 
year.  Hey wait, Anton?  What are you doing up here?  Are you guys dating?  Ohhhh that’s so 
awesome, I—”

“No, we’re not dating, Kalla.”  Seneca’s body stiffened.  Anton recognized the look of 
consternation.  He also heard a hint of regret in her words.

“What?  But…”
“Anton’s up here on police business,” Kit said.  “Nothing you need to worry about.”
“Police business!  In Hidden Lakes!  OMG what happened!  Did someone get hurt?  Who? 

You gotta tell me.  Our whole weekend is just a disaster if someone is hurt.”
“No one is hurt.”  Kit turned to Anton in desperation.  “If we don’t tell her something, she’ll 

tell the entire compound there’s been a murder.”
Anton wanted to stay silent.  Having the entire Fraser family riled up about Seneca’s 

protection was not going to make her weekend peaceful and comfortable as she wanted.  And the 
one thing he wanted to do was give her an enjoyable time.

“Listen Kalla,” Anton sternly said.  “I’ll tell you.  But you cannot tell anyone else you 
understand?”

“Yes of course.”  Kalla feigned crossing her heart.
“I’m here to protect, Seneca.  We believe someone is threatening her.”  Kalla brought her 

hands to her face as her eyes opened wide with shock.  “You cannot tell anyone.  Your parents 
already know about this but few others.  You cannot say anything to anyone.  Do you 
understand?  I mean it.”

Kalla rapidly nodded her head.  “I won’t say a word.”  She went towards Seneca and hugged 
her.  “I swear.  I’ll keep the secret.  But shouldn’t we be watching out for a bad guy or 
something?”

“No, I’ll do the watching.  Just enjoy your weekend and don’t say anything to anyone.”
“Okay, I’m not saying anything.  But shouldn’t we put up a patrol or something around this 

cabin?” 
“Kalla, listen to Anton,” Kit interjected.
“I’m listening, I’m listening.  Super secret, no problem.  But I don’t think we should just do 

nothing.”
“Let Anton decide what to do.  You don’t say a word.”
Anton saw her face fall, but considered she may have finally understood.  “Okay, okay, but 

it seems really scary.”
“Don’t worry, Kalla,” Anton reassured her.  “I’m here to protect Seneca.  I know what I’m 

doing.”
“Ohh I know.  You’re a super cop.  But bad guys are scary.”
“Everything will be fine.  I’ve got it covered.”  Kalla looked visibly worried, but Seneca 

appeared secure which was all Anton really cared about.
“I’m confident Anton is protecting me just fine, Kalla,” Seneca said putting an arm around 

her.  “I don’t want everyone making a big fuss over this.  No one has tried to physically hurt me. 
I’m fine.”



“Ohh but still, threats are scary.”
“It’s okay.”  Seneca looked at the door.  “Look, let’s go in.”  She turned and everyone 

followed.
The cedar cabins around the Fraser’s ‘big house’ were a variety of shapes and sizes designed 

to accommodate the family’s varying needs.  Seneca’s weekender was a cozy one-bedroom 
cottage with a full kitchen, and sunken living room with a fireplace covering the middle of the 
wall.  The other walls were almost all windows looking out onto the lake and the pine trees 
surrounding the property.  Anton was instantly taken by the building.  He would have loved to 
come to a place like this when he was growing up.

“Everything’s set up for you,” Kit said.
“Thanks so much.”
“We’ll let you get settled.  You’ve had a long drive.”
“Ohhh I almost forgot,” Kalla interjected. “Gran says you have to come up to the house for 

lunch, like now.  She says ya would not have had time to eat and you are too hungry to cook so 
just come eat with us.  Everyone will be there.  Then ya can disappear and no one will bug ya for 
the rest of the weekend.”

“Okay let me freshen up.  I’ll be out in a minute.”
Seneca disappeared into the bedroom.  Anton put his bag down on a table.  His radar was up. 

Even though the Frasers were a loving family who had taken Seneca in and made her one of their 
own, he still had to consider that someone in their circle could be a threat to her.  He doubted 
anyone in the immediate family could be the culprit, but they came into contact with everyone in 
all forms of business, pleasure and charity work.  Many different roads led to Seneca and the life 
she led.  Anton had to keep his eyes on all of them.

He looked over at Kit who was warning Kalla yet again to keep her mouth shut about 
Anton’s protection of Seneca.  The Fraser cousins were all known to be close friends, looking 
out for each other as if they were brothers and sisters.

Anton felt another ping of envy.  The Clarks had grown up all on their own.  As one of the 
many families that drifted into Ravencross in search of work, they had no long established 
connections to the city with tentacles spread out into every sector by a long established family. 
The Frasers had a natural, comfortable bond, and Seneca had slid into their world without a look 
back.  If she wanted, she could permanently remain within them.  Out of reach to him.

Kit made his way to his side while Kalla was putting the wine in the kitchen.  “Anton, how 
is everything really going with the investigation?”

Anton was torn between telling Kit the truth or saying nothing out of spite for the 
relationship he had with Seneca.  But she had already told him to trust Kit.  Anton had no reason 
to be evasive.  “We are working background on everyone she comes into contact with.”  He 
emphasized ‘everyone’ as a warning that Kit too would be investigated, but the insinuation 
seemed to float off him.

“What’s your best guess?”
“A patient she does not really know.  Someone she may have talked to but does not counsel. 

She’s certain it’s not one of her regular patients.”
“That’s a lot of people.  She’s all over the place with her work.”
“Yeah I know.  But now I’m all over the place with her so if anyone is suspicious I’ll 

notice.”
“Good.  Seneca means the world to us.  We don’t want anything to happen to her.”
She was the world to him.  As a person, and a friend.



He could not let anything happen to her.
*

Seneca stared at her clothes as she selected a fresh outfit for lunch at the Frasers.  Her 
emotions about Anton were on an ever-moving rollercoaster.  Her anger from past quarrels 
dissipated with her body’s reaction to his simple touches and tough words in her defense.

Now she had to add his honesty and candor in the drive up to the cabin.  With all of her 
training, she knew Anton had reached deep within himself to tell her how he really felt about his 
charming parents.  The same way she felt about hers.  The similarity between them was striking. 
Both had thought they were different people from markedly separate worlds.  Yet in the end, 
they were the same, fighting to be exactly where they were.

She pulled up a bright summer dress and slipped into it.  She enjoyed the feel of the soft 
cotton on her skin.  Anton would enjoy this look too.  He admired how she dressed and 
appreciated her varied looks.  She welcomed that side of his honesty.  She was not a vain 
woman.  But having him admire her boosted her confidence about their relationship.

A relationship based on mutual trust and understanding.  They already had an electric 
attraction between their bodies.  The latest discovery, a merging of their minds, was an 
unexpected, and entirely welcome shock.

But if they acted on these feelings they faced a backlash neither was willing to manage. 
Kitter would probably be disappointed, but he would come around.  However, Jim Jarvis had the 
power to fire Anton and that prospect terrified her.  After everything he had told her about 
fighting to get out of the flatlined life his parents had accepted, she could not risk his career and 
his opportunities for advancement in the police force.

Maybe when the investigation was over, she could look at their situation differently.
As a teenager she wanted out of her parents’ house and into a life of stability so she married 

the first man who came along.
Today, she wanted a partner to build a life together.  She could not imagine avoiding Anton 

was about any more than protecting his career.  But maybe there was also a little fear tied up in 
her grand hope that she was not making a mistake.  He felt so completely right for her, she could 
not imagine the same sensations arising with any other man.

She opened the bedroom door and Anton looked up at her.  “You look fantastic.”  Seneca 
held still as his eyes grazed over her.  She felt her body tingle with every stroke of his glance.

“Thanks, I thought it would be nice to embrace the summer weather.”
The awkwardness of their remarks was buttressed by Kalla.  “Yeah that dress rocks.  You 

look so cute!”  She immediately walked towards Seneca and grabbed her arm.  “Let’s go.”
Seneca and Kalla walked out ahead of Anton and Kit.
“Are you really okay?” Kalla asked, concern tempering her normally exuberant attitude.
“Yes I’m okay.  I feel like Anton does have the situation under control.  He’s checking 

everything.”
“Yeah he’s awesome.  And super cute.  If you’re not dating, you should be.”
“Kalla!”
“Oh c’mon, don’t tell me you haven’t noticed.  He’s around you all day.  How cool is that? 

He really cares about you too.  I can tell.  I have a thing for knowing when people really care, 
and he’s like super protective, more than just a police officer type of protective.”

Seneca held her breath.  Kalla was seeing her dreams.
“Sorry if I’m being a snoopy snoop but there’s something zinging between you two so you 

might as well go for it.  I know you think I’m young and flighty and all, but I can tell stuff about 



people.  Not your professional shrinky stuff like you can, but real deep personal feelings.  I’ve 
always been good at it, just ask my Mom.”

“I believe you.  You don’t have to apologize for being honest.”
“I can see it, right?  The you-know-what between you two?”
“I don’t know if there’s anything there, Kalla.  His job is to protect me.  It’s unethical to do 

anything else.”
“Ethical, shemethical.  Who needs stupid rules?  The heart has to do what it wants to do.”
“I’m not sure what my heart wants.  I feel he’s really special and we could be dating, but at 

the same time I don’t think it’s a good idea and could really mess things up.  I know I’m 
supposed to be a rational thinker, but I just can’t figure out how this should go.”

“Ohhh stop over-analyzing, Sen.  You lose nothing by trying for him.  I’m sure it would be 
fun.  He looks like he’d be fun if you-know-what-I-mean.”

“Kalla!” Seneca laughed.  “You’re impossible.”
“I’m realistic my friend.  Stop waiting for nothing.”
Seneca paused.  “Kalla, this thing with Anton, whatever it is, it’s a bigger secret than the 

threats against me.”
“Of course it is.”
“Your father might want Anton off my case if he thinks he’s not doing his job properly.”
“I know, Daddy is a super pompous guy for ethics.  Believe me, I won’t say a word.  There’s 

no way I’d let him interfere with your chance to get Mr. Cutey Cop.  Besides I’ve kinda got the 
hots for a cop too.”

“What?  Who?”
“This guy.  Like he didn’t start out as a cop with me.  I kind of drooled over him back in 

elementary school, but then I got shipped off to Evergreen and didn’t get to see him much.  Now 
he’s a cop.  It’s not the same situation of course.  He’s not protecting me so we can just go out if 
we want.  But I think Daddy wants me to find a doctor or lawyer type.  He won’t say anything 
‘cause he doesn’t want anyone to think he’s a snob.  But I don’t think he’d really be cool with a 
cop.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that about, Kitter.”
“Don’t worry, don’t worry.  He’s totally pliable.  He’s just got some stupid ideas in his head 

from ancient times because he’s always worried about money.  He thinks his girls should be 
‘provided for,’’’ she flung her fingers up in air quotes.  “But he’s old, you know.  His thing is 
girls need to have a husband who is a good provider.  But I can damn well provide for myself, 
like you.”

“Of course you can.  Whoever this mysterious young man is, he’ll be lucky to have you.”
“Ohhh aren’t you a dream friend.”  Kalla hugged her.  “You’ll meet him soon when I 

maneuver him into our lives and just spring him on Daddy.  That’s what you should do with 
Anton.  Just bring him in and let them all deal.  Even the ethical cop people.  What are they 
gonna do if you don’t file a complaint against him?  They can’t get mad at him, if you’re cool 
with it.  You guys are for real so no one can do anything about it once it’s happening.”

Seneca smiled. 
‘It’ was already happening.  
But amazingly, she was the one who could do nothing about it.  

Chapter 17



The Fraser family extended far beyond Edward and Helen’s five children and their varied 
offspring.  Almost everyone at the compound that weekend brought additional friends.  Anton 
had no trouble slipping into the room as another member of an open entourage.  At least in this 
crowd, people did not automatically ask why he had come to Hidden Lakes with Seneca.

The ‘big house’ as the Frasers called the main cottage was actually a rambling family home 
perched on a small hill overlooking the lake.  The views were stunning, crystal blue waters, 
verdant green hills, and grey mountains, some with a touch of snow still lingering on the peaks.

Anton looked at the picture window at the designer home scene.  This is how the other half 
lives.  Actually the Frasers were not the other half.  Many families in Ravencross were much 
wealthier than they were.  But they had been around a long time, and purchased land when the 
city was first developing.  When Edward and Helen started out, they acquired a small cabin on 
the lake.  Now they had the whole lake, its surrounding land, and the benefit of time to celebrate 
their accomplishments.

Besides the family’s lake estate, the couple had also helped build the town of Hidden Lakes, 
which served the cottage country area.  Anton could see the busy main street from his place on 
the hill.  Weekenders came into the stores and restaurants to load up for their tranquil existence 
out of the city.  They all looked so completely at home here, as if this was the natural state of all 
humans to use their leisure time to loll around in the bounties of nature.

The buzz encircling the Frasers was light, fun and engaging.  All of their friends seemed to 
take on the same air of peace that Edward and Helen exuded.  Anton’s parents did not have 
friends like these.  His father’s buddies from the factories were mostly complainers who 
lamented their lot in life, and the rough hand they had been dealt.  His mother rarely socialized at 
all.  Although the family did have parties around the restaurant, the visitors were those few who 
had broken through the Clark wall to be trusted among them.

The Frasers seemed to embrace everyone they met.  Seneca was being occupied and chatted 
up by all the guests as if she were another one of the family’s direct descendants.  He loved 
watching the ease with which she could relax and be happy.  But he did not enjoy the way Kit or 
some of the other men took advantage of her nature.

One after another, young men, and even some of the older ones, found their way to Seneca 
to talk and laugh with her.  Anton gripped a hand around the one beer he would allow himself, 
and put the other hand in his pocket to prevent him from lashing out.  Seneca had told him to 
mingle and let her enjoy herself.

“No one is going to throw a package at me in the middle of a Fraser family lunch,” she 
assured him.

“I have a job to do.  You don’t know everyone here.”
“Oh don’t be ridiculous.  Someone knows everyone.  I’m not in danger here.  Just go and 

talk to people, please.”
He felt guilty demanding a constant vigil when so many people around the house knew her 

and cared about her.  So he held back, but kept a permanent watch on everyone around her.  No 
one in the crowd looked particularly suspicious.  The men fawning over her were all the overt 
types, not the kind to leave a note and hope to attract attention.  He imagined she was being 
asked out over and over again.  With rising insecurity, he could only watch and wait to find out 
who she accepted.

Maybe her happiness did lie with one of these other guys.  If that was the case, he would 
back off.  Her contentment and laughter, as he saw her now were the goals he was seeking.  She 
was not worrying about anyone threatening her here, which meant his role in her life was in 



question.
He moved closer to where she was sitting on a bar stool, her long legs dangling loosely and 

swinging.  Kit was facing her as they engaged in what Anton could only assume was a serious 
discussion.

“Oh hey Anton.”  Kit did not move from his position, hovering over Seneca, almost 
touching her.  Anton could see in his eyes the breathtaking way he viewed her.

“We were just talking a little bit more about the investigation,” Seneca offered by way of 
explanation.

Anton nodded and stood on the other side of her.  “Are you all right?”
“Yes of course.  It’s just that when I talk about what has been happening the reality frightens 

me.”
“Why’d you start talking about it?” Anton angrily looked at Kit, blaming him for upsetting 

Seneca.
“I’m sorry.  Seneca asked me a question about some people we met at the Recovery Center 

and we got onto the topic.”  He turned to her and put a hand on her shoulder.  “I didn’t mean to 
upset you.”

The gesture made Anton even angrier.  He wanted to remove Kit's hand and threaten to 
gently break every one of his fingers.

“I’m all right.  I’m not upset, just frustrated by the situation.”
“Of course.  Why don’t I get you a drink.”  Kit's hand lightly slid down the length of her 

back.  Anton nearly crushed the beer bottle he still held.
“Thanks, but I’m going to see if Helen needs any help.”
Looking disappointed, Kit nodded.  “Yeah okay, I’ll come find you later.”  Anton glared at 

him.  But his rival failed to notice as he leaned in to hug Seneca, before walking away.  Anton 
resisted the urge to place his hand where Kit’s had just been.  Seneca looked oblivious to her 
friend’s attentions as if he were a favored brother, and not a not-at-all distant admirer.

Seneca stood and walked towards the house, Anton trailing behind.  The floor-to-ceiling 
sliding glass walls at the back separated the bustling kitchen area from the back patio.  As they 
walked inside, Helen looked up from the plates of dessert treats she was organizing.

“Helen, you haven’t taken a break all afternoon,” Seneca said.  “What can we do to help?” 
Anton caught the ‘we’ in her question with a grip of his heart.  Seneca was thinking of them 
together.

“Oh aren’t you two dears,” Helen responded.  “I’m going to send you off on an errand. 
Seneca dear, do you know where the storage shed is?”

“Yes at the end of the back road.”
“That’s right.  Can you two take one of the golf carts and go up there to get two more ice 

buckets, a couple more bags of chips, maybe another case of beer, and three of the big umbrellas 
so we can set up more shaded spots to sit.”

Seneca laughed.  “Sure no problem.”
“I always seem to underestimate the food we’ll need.”
“This is underestimating, Mrs. Fraser?”  Anton pointed to the packed tables and counters 

full of bowls, bags and boxes of food.
“Well I never want to see an empty plate.  I like to be ready if anything runs low.”
“Okay we’ve got your back.  We’ll go get the stuff.”
“The shed is unlocked, and golf cart keys are in the golf cart.”
“Okay.”



Seneca smiled at him and shrugged her shoulders.  “This way.”  She walked through the 
house to a side door.  Anton followed her.  The side door led into the garage, a huge space full of 
bicycles, snowmobiles, skis, snowboards, footballs, Frisbees and just about every other piece of 
outdoor equipment an active person could want.

“Wow!”
“You can come up here anytime during the year and just participate in every sport known to 

man.”
“What a collection.”
“They’ve got all sizes, all colors.  The whole family stores their stuff here so if anyone 

wants something or brings along friends there is always enough gear to go around.”
“That’s amazing.”
“Do you play any of these sports?”
“All of them.”
“Really?”
“Yeah.”  Anton caught the puzzlement on her face.  “You’re wondering how we could 

afford it?”
“Yes, sorry.  I just got the impression from what you said that you would not have had the 

opportunity to participate in sports.”
“Don’t apologize.  You’re sort of right.  We never bought anything new.  Over the years, 

people either lent us stuff or it was a school thing or we got stuff at garage sales or Goodwill. 
You wouldn’t believe the quality stuff people give away.  Anyway we were all into sports so we 
scrounged to get what we needed so we could participate.”

“That’s amazing.”  She looked at him with those admiring eyes that made him want to melt. 
“You always find a way to accomplish your goals.”

“That’s the only way to live.”
Her eyes expressed genuine esteem as she walked through the garage and out another door 

to where the golf carts were parked. 
“You know how to drive this thing?”
She burst out laughing and Anton could not help but grin back at her delight.  “Oh Sergeant 

Clark, can you please trust my driving skills for one minute?  Of course I know how to drive a 
golf cart.  I won’t leave you toppled over in the middle of the road.”

“Where did you learn to drive a golf cart?”
“You want to know all my secrets?”
Yes, desperately. 
“Only when you’ll have my life in your hands.”
She laughed.  “I learned in the best place possible.”
“Where?”
“On a golf course.”
“Oh.”
“I didn’t play for long.  Just a couple of years in high school, then I was done with it.”
“Really?”
“Yes, get in.  Trust me.”
Anton climbed in beside her.  Unlike in the car where the center console separated them, in 

the golf cart their legs instantly touched when they both slid into the seat at the same time. 
Anton felt the instant jolt rip through his body.  He held his leg against hers, feeling her warmth 
reach up into him.  His heart was racing, he wanted to turn towards her and pull her into his 



arms.  No one could see them on this side of the house.  Only birds observed from perches in the 
magnificent trees above them.

“You really look stunning in that dress.”  Anton slowly peeled his leg away from hers.  She 
shuffled her hands on the steering wheel.  He had to break the spell, even if no one could see 
him.  Everyone would eventually know if he broke his code and made a play for the woman he 
was protecting.

“Thank you.” 
“Do you think this cart will hold all the stuff we are supposed to bring back?”
“What?”  The innocuous question was aimed at getting his mind off of the feel of her naked 

leg.  But the sudden change of mood surprised her.
“I see that one has a wagon attached,” he pointed to another cart, “maybe we should take it 

instead.”
“Oh, yes of course.”
They got out of the cart they were in and moved over to the other one.  This time they 

carefully sat as close to each end of the bench seat as possible.  In fact, he was barely in when 
she hastily set off, jerking the cart to a start, and continuing over a rocky path, which left him 
bouncing in his seat.

They pulled away from the side of the house and followed a road up the hill.  He could see 
the storage shed at the end.  The ‘shed’ looked more like another small cottage except it was 
made from plastic and not the cedar logs used for construction on the rest of the estate.  When 
they came to a stop, he immediately jumped out and headed towards the shed door.  Seneca came 
up beside him.

“Why did you really quit playing golf?”  He opened the door and stepped into a room lined 
with shelves on every wall and into the center of the space.  There were supplies for dozens of 
people for multiples of years.

“It was really not my thing.  I preferred to be studying.”  Seneca pulled down two ice 
buckets and walked back to deposit them in the cart.

“Did you try other sports?” He spoke loudly so she could hear him outside.  The questions 
had nothing to do with the investigation and everything to do with his personal desire to uncover 
the story of her life.  This was exactly the behavior that could lead to outcomes he did not want. 
But he could not stop himself.

“Yes everything.”  She returned to the shed.  This time he walked out, passing her with two 
of the three umbrellas.

“What did you like the most?”  They passed each other again with the food and the last 
umbrella.

“Probably swimming.”
“Something solitary?”
“Yes, I guess so.”
“Nothing involving conflicts…competition with people.”
“No.  I had enough confrontations with people at home.  My parents fought about my sister 

and it was all I could do to get out of the house and find peace.  Once I was under the water, 
there was no more noise.”

“But you like this kind of noise.”  He pointed back down the hill to the revelry of the lunch 
party.

“Yes.  Being around happy people is not a problem for me.”
“Would you like to be in a family like this?”



She spun around to look at him.  “Why do you ask?”
“Kit Fraser seems pretty willing to make you one of the family.”
“Kit?  Don’t be ridiculous.  He’s my friend.”
“You don’t see how he looks at you.”
“I know exactly how he looks at me.  We’re friends.”
“He wants more.”
“No, he doesn’t.  Kit is one of the most popular residents we have at the hospital.  There are 

plenty of women after him.  He does not want me.  I see him every day and he’s never given any 
hint.”

“Maybe he’s just worried about making the wrong move.  You have that effect on men.  But 
I can tell he wants to be close to you, what man wouldn’t?”

“He considers me a friend.”
Anton looked at her, determined to help her understand she was more than just a friend to 

any man who was lucky enough to get close to her.
They were inside the doorway of the shed, blocked on one side by Helen Fraser’s doomsday 

supplies, and the other by the limbs of ancient trees.  He wanted to reach for her, kiss her, put his 
hands all over her.  No one would look for them here.  There were even blankets and bedding on 
the shelves.  He could make her comfortable and…

If he didn’t regain control, his runaway thoughts were destined to become runaway 
movements that would immediately end the trust and friendship he had worked so hard to fortify.

Chapter 18

“You are a desirable woman, Seneca.  Maybe your upbringing didn’t give you that feeling, but I 
can tell you, you are.  You should have been told that every day of your life.  Those who missed 
out on honoring you have missed out on knowing a truly fantastic woman.”  Her eyes were 
carefully watching him, but he could not tell if she was pleased or shocked by his words.

He had never been so bold with a woman.  Never wanted to tell a woman the statements he 
was telling her.  Because there had never been a woman who was worthy of those sentiments. 
“You move through this world with so many people loving and admiring you.  You turn heads. 
But you are also deeply respected for your brainpower and your ability to have such care and 
compassion for the people around you.  Kit Fraser wants you.  Lots of guys want you.  It’s 
obvious.”

As he spoke her eyes grew bigger and rounder.  “You certainly know how to make a woman 
feel special, Anton.”

His name was spoken almost as a whisper, slipping around his heart.  She was not angry 
about his completely inappropriate outburst.  He made her feel special, exactly how he wanted to 
make her feel every day for the rest of her life.

“I don’t really have that track record.”
“Track record?”
“The way I behave…with women.”
“I know how you’ve behaved with me.  You challenged me whenever you thought I was 

making a decision that was not in my best interest.  Even though you knew I could complain and 
cause you a lot of trouble.  You persisted to protect me.  I think you’re going beyond your…your 
normal duties.  And I don’t think it’s made up behavior.  It’s how you act, instinctively.”

“I have not always acted like this.”



She warily looked at him, as if there was no way the man before her was capable of reacting 
differently.  But he was only behaving completely out of character because of her.

In all his bravado about being honest with her in the past few days, he had left out the stories 
about his past relationships with women.  All had failed.  He expected a woman to rise to his 
vision.  They all disappointed.  He knew they tried.  Many had told him they wanted to be with 
him.  He knew they would have worked day and night to be his perfect wife.  But that level of 
desperation was not a turn-on.  Seneca did not have to work at all to be perfect.  She would mold 
into his life, not have to be wedged in.  If she knew about his judgments of other women, the soft 
light in her eyes would immediately turn cold.  He may even lose her to a past he so desperately 
wished he did not have.

“Did we pick up everything Mrs. Fraser asked for?”  He looked at the cart, which was 
overflowing with the requested delivery.

Seneca slowly turned to look at the cart.  Together they silently reviewed the list they had 
received, and determined if they had picked up all of the items.

As she was about to turn into the shed, she caught Anton looking past her down the hill, and 
turned around to see where his eyes had fallen.  A young couple had found a spot underneath a 
tree on the hillside.  They were not visible to the people at the party, but Seneca and Anton had a 
clear view above them.  The couple fell onto the ground together, arms wrapped around each 
other as they kissed.

Anton gripped the doorframe behind him as he watched Seneca’s wistful surveillance of the 
oblivious couple.  She wanted picture-perfect devotion.  He was only capable of giving her a 
stack of complications.

“They look so happy,” she whispered.
Anton glanced back at the couple and knew exactly what she meant.
“They look like they have found exactly what they want, at the right moment, with the right 

person,” she continued.  “Finding the right person means you are finally free.  You can relax in 
the arms of someone who is your best friend and will listen without judgment and understand 
who you are.  You are each other’s world and you can feel your truth every single day.”

Anton shuddered.  He could feel their truth right now.
She was the best friend he wanted and he would honor and cherish her with every breath he 

had.
But if he acted, he would destroy his career.  The police ethical code warned against 

involvement with the victim in an ongoing investigation.  In the past, rules had been easy to 
follow.  But not any more.

“Do you know what that is, Anton?”  She pointed down the hill and turned to look at him. 
“To be that much in love.”

The answer was written all over his face, racing through his pounding heart, and firing 
signals under his skin.  Every ounce of strength in his personal arsenal was forcing him to back 
away from her provocative question, and the entanglement of his desire.

She was everything he wanted in a package he could never expect to open.
The anticipation in her eyes was tearing his insides to pieces.  He was in retreat.  She was 

not.  This was not another innocuous woman who would be gone the next day.  She would stick 
in his soul.  The choice had already been made and he would never get away from it.

He could hardly breath.  Let alone answer her.
She briefly turned back to look at the couple on the hill, then sighing, walked towards the 

storage shed.  “I think we forgot a case of beer.  It was high on the top shelf.  I couldn’t reach it.”



He took a moment to wipe his brain clear before following her back into the smaller space.
“Up there.”  She pointed to the higher shelf.  The stack was also beyond his reach.  He 

looked around for a ladder.  She followed his glance and saw it first.  “I’ll get the step ladder.”
She brought the ladder to him and opened the base.  He stepped on and climbed up the five 

steps to the top.  The shelving unit was in a corner of the room.  She stood with her face inches 
from his legs, her hands holding the ladder.  He felt the brush of her hands along his pant leg as 
he climbed.  Each touch sent the shock through him again.  If he were with her all the time, he 
would have to learn to manage the head to toe fire her body ignited in him.

He reached for the case of beer.
“Careful, hand it to me as you come down.”
He could not speak as her hands reached up to take the case from him, and their arms 

locked.  Having the full length of her arm against his sent him into the convulsion he feared.  He 
nearly fell off the ladder, but she gripped tighter and steadied him.  He stepped down to the 
ground and together they placed the case of beer on the steps.

He was a police officer sent to guard a victim.  His Captain and her good friend expected 
him to be professional and conduct an investigation to find a bad guy.  He came from the kind of 
neighborhood she had never seen, interacted with people she would never want to meet, and 
could not hope to measure up to her standards for a suitable life partner.

Still he wanted her.
So badly every inch of his body ached from the nearness they were experiencing.  He 

needed to go one step further with her.  The next step.  The first one.  The physical contact of 
their lips that he had been craving since the day they met.

He leaned forward.  She reciprocated.
His hands reached for her waist.  He wanted to pull her closer as they came together.  He 

wanted her in his arms.  He wanted her on the ground…
“Did you two get lost in there?” Kalla's voice shouted to them from the shed’s doorway.
Anton instantly dropped his hands and stepped back so abruptly he hit the shelves behind 

him.
“What are ya doing?” Kalla came into view and saw them standing feet apart.  The case of 

beer and stepladder between them.  
“We’re getting some extra things your grandmother asked for?” Seneca replied.
“Yeah like ten hours ago!  Gran thinks you guys couldn’t carry everything, and are like 

stuck trying to get down the hill or something.  I tried to stall her, but she was like ‘go check on 
them, go check on them.’  I figured if I didn’t do it she might send someone else who, well you 
know…”  Kalla grinned without explanation.

“We were just talking and lost track of time.”  Seneca stumbled over the words.
“Talking or taaaaalking?”
“Kalla, stop.”
“Whadda I say?”
Nervously, Anton picked up the beer case and briskly walked out to deposit the box in the 

cart.  He was ready to hit himself.  If he had acted as he was imagining, and Kalla or anyone had 
seen them, his work would be over.  Probably so would his friendship with the Frasers.  

He sat down in the driver’s seat of the golf cart and waited for Seneca.  She walked out 
slowly with Kalla chattering in her ear.

Kalla saw the wobbly position of the full cart with the umbrellas balancing across the top. 
“You know there’s a strap cover thingy for the cart so nothing falls out.  Just a sec, I’ll go get it.”



She turned and ran back into the shed.  Seneca walked towards Anton.  She did not argue 
with sitting in the passenger seat.  But she was looking at him.  He could not meet her eyes.

Kalla came bouncing back, continuously speaking as she attached the cover to the cart.  The 
goods stopped moving.  “See.”  She held up her hands in delight.  “Easy-peazy and nothing falls 
out.”

“Thanks Kalla.”  He heard Seneca say through a cracked voice.
“Let’s get back,” he offered.
“Yes.”
“Race you down,” Kalla shouted running to her own golf cart and whizzing past them before 

they could comment.
Anton did not even start the vehicle.  He waited but he did not know why.  He and Seneca 

had a connection as real and unavoidable as the moment in the shed.  He never knew such 
unbridled emotion was possible.  But he could not act on his impulse here.

He started the golf cart and took her back to Helen’s kitchen.
They unloaded the items to Helen’s profuse thanks and set up the umbrellas on the lawn to 

the appreciation of those who had been sitting in the sun.
When the last umbrella was erected, they stood on either side of it, listening to the 

unchallenged conversations and laughter around them.  Instead of trolling around the party 
relaxing with everyone, Seneca was helping Helen, offering to be of service every chance she 
could.

She had come to the lake for peace and quiet, and had not had one minute of it since she 
arrived.  She knew the family wanted to see her, feed her, look after her and she obliged because 
that was who she was.

Every action Anton saw Dr. Seneca Landon perform served to brighten his complex 
assessment of her personality.

The more he saw, the more he realized she, in all her forms, was an exceptional woman.  
And he was a truly unworthy man for her.

Chapter 19

The lunchtime crowd faded away from the ‘big house.’  Some went to their cabins, others to 
the lake to swim and boat and water ski.  Others disappeared into the hills to hike or bike ride. 
Some went into town to look for unique items in the antique stores.

Seneca returned to her cabin with Anton and told him she was going to lie out in the 
hammock and read.  He looked appeased by her decision, as if the opportunity to just sit and 
stare presented him with the first bit of relaxation he could have all day.

She hoped he would see her plan as an invitation to lie in the hammock with her.  She 
wanted him near, wrapped in his arms, touching his skin and kissing his lips.  They were alone. 
No one would know what they were up to, and she wanted him to keep going from where they 
had left off in the shed.

She lay down with her book.  But the words on the page disappeared beneath her image of 
Anton in the shed.  The desperation in his eyes, his soft lips, the touch of his hands on her waist. 
Her body was on fire, the electric shocks almost painful as she pulled towards him at that 
moment.

He could have taken another chance after Kalla left them alone at the shed.  But he pulled 
away and had stayed away ever since.  He was restraining himself from the inevitability that was 



plaguing them both.  She knew they were getting close, and one movement or word or change in 
the light, and they would be beyond restraint.

He had gone from the annoying police officer assigned to, in her mind, unnecessarily 
babysit her, to a man.  The hot desirable man she saw enter Jim Jarvis’s office on that first day. 
Her body had leapt for him at that instant.  She had never felt that feeling before.  No man had 
ever brought out so immediate a reaction.

His ability to talk about his past opened her eyes to seeing the connections between them. 
Either he completed the investigation soon so they could see where their relationship was going, 
or she was going to explode.

She needed a breakthrough with him.  She wanted to feel his kiss, sooner rather than later. 
When he spoke to her…the things he said.  She could not imagine this gruff, stubborn Northside 
man capable of offering her the most affectionate words a man had ever delivered into her ears. 
Their no-touching, no-kissing relationship was marvelous compared to the time she had spent 
with other men.  Anton was a revelation in so many ways.

Peeking over her book, she saw him stretched out on the couch watching her.  He had a 
book open, lying pages down on his chest.  She stared at him for a few moments.  He stared 
back.  She returned to her book.  But the words faded behind a picture of the passionate tapestry 
of bodily entanglement they could be engaged in right now, instead of gazing at each other with 
unfulfilled longing.

In the shed she felt the heat emanating from his body.  He acted as if he was on the edge of 
breaking free.  But back in the light of the lakeside forest — nothing.  He would not take a risk 
with her.  He would not even try.  He could have asked Captain Jarvis to reassign him so they 
could be together.  Or he could have told him how he felt and let the chips fall where they may. 
But he had not taken either step for her.

She closed her eyes and willed him to kiss her.  What rules would be broken by one kiss? 
Just once, they could ignore the outside influences braying in their ears, and do what felt right for 
them.

She looked up from her book again.  He was still looking at her.  She did not avert her eyes. 
She wanted to scream: How do you really feel about me?  She was overwhelmed with tingling 
sensations lingering from the shed.  Unsatisfied.

She wanted to accelerate directly at him.  Their whole relationship had started on a wave of 
volatility.  But almost unlimited togetherness was revealing cracks in the initial discomfort.  In 
fear, she contemplated the disconnect from the rationality of her own mind on the issue of this 
one man.

She dropped her eyes again.  This time pulling the book up and over her face and pretending 
to be asleep.  But she did not rest without disturbance.  Her mind revolved with thoughts and 
images of Anton.

In such a short time, he had become her everything.  She had no idea how the takeover 
happened or why it was even possible. But he had swept into her and would not leave.  This was 
the joy and the fear of being caught up with him, and the dilemma she had to overcome.

Chapter 20

Afternoon faded into early evening.  Anton kept his eyes focused on Seneca.  She had fallen 
asleep with a book over her face.  He got up and scrounged through the kitchen to find 
ingredients for dinner.  She woke up to the smell of his roasted chicken coming from inside the 



cabin.  The realization made her jump off the hammock.
“You’re cooking dinner?”
He looked at her disheveled hair and twisted clothes and almost broke out laughing over 

how beautiful she looked when she first awakened.  “Yes, I thought you would be hungry when 
you woke up.”

“But you didn’t have to cook.”
“I wanted to.”
“Oh, thank you.”
“Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”
She ran her fingers through her hair and he resisted reaching his hand out to trace hers.
“Where’s that music coming from?”  She looked out the sliding glass doors towards the 

lake.  He stifled a gasp as her profile merged with the evening sunlight and cast a glow around 
her smooth body framed in the window against the shimmering waters of the lake.

“Kalla's party is heating up.”  He managed to evenly say.
“Oh of course.”
“Were you planning to go over there later?”
She considered the idea.  “Maybe for a minute to say hello.”
“Okay.”
“What can I do?”
He looked at her and shrugged.  “Set the table I guess.”
She jumped at the idea and moved quickly to get the plates and utensils.  Even the way she 

moved around the kitchen was graceful and delightful to watch.  He could imagine her in their 
kitchen one day, sharing all the family chores…

“It smells delicious.”
“Just simple roast chicken.”
“It’s amazing you can cook.”
“Oh yeah.”
“Yes, you do not look like the cooking type.”
“Ha, you’d be surprised how many meals I have cooked.”
“For your family?”
He looked at her.  “Yes for my family…and for myself.”
She nodded.  “What else do you need?”
“Do you want wine?”
“Sure.”
“Your choice.”  He pointed to the full rack of bottles stacked on one end of the kitchen 

counter.  He watched as she selected a bottle, opened it and poured two glasses.
“Cheers.”  She held the glass up to him.  “Here’s to a wonderful weekend.”
He caught the tone in her voice.  “Yes, of you getting some rest.”
A look of consternation crossed her eyes, but he ignored her.
“Food’s ready.  Why don’t you bring the plates over here?”
She put two dinner plates in front of him.  He served roast chicken, scallop potatoes with 

cheese and broccoli lightly stir-fried in olive oil.
“Wow Anton, this is beautiful.  Thank you so much.”
You’re beautiful.
“You’re welcome.”
They ate slowly and spoke about the lake and hills in the area.  She drank her wine and 



savored the food he had prepared.  He enjoyed watching her eat.  She was graceful with a fork 
too, and appreciative that he had taken the time to cook.  If no man had ever cooked for her 
before, that was such a shame, she deserved better.

“We have ice-cream for dessert.”
“That sounds fabulous.”
They worked their way through vanilla ice-cream with chocolate toppings.  Afterwards, she 

insisted on cleaning up, but he countered they should do the work together.  Standing in the 
kitchen, loading the dishwasher, handwashing the pots, laughing next to each other while drying 
utensils, felt like a domestic dream to Anton.  This was how he wanted to live every day with 
her.  Sharing a life on common ground, as he had not shared a life with any other person.  This 
was the reality he wanted.  For the brief span of a couple of hours, he would have exactly his 
dream.

But on every other side of this evening, she was out-of-bounds.
“Should we go to the party before we think we’re too old to be there?”  She laughed and his 

heart tugged in pain.
“Yes let’s go.”

*
Kalla's raucous group of young friends acted as if they were expecting Seneca and Anton as 

part of their own favored core of party people.
 Kalla immediately pleaded with Anton not to be a “coppy cop” for one evening.
“What exactly does that mean?” he demanded.
“Let’s say if we don’t show you, you don’t see, okay.”
“Kalla, you’re impossible.”
“Just be fun okay.  C’mon we want you to enjoy the party.”
“I better not see anything that I have to act on.”
“You won’t.”
She brought a gaggle of girls to pull Seneca and Anton onto the makeshift dance floor where 

balloons were hung from lights scattered around the lake facing lawn.
Seneca was a favored dance partner.  Anton stood back as one young man after another 

asked her to do a turn with him.  She was a natural and enthusiastic dancer.  Anton felt awkward 
just watching her move, laugh and swing her way around.  Their planned short visit spread into 
hours.

During the slow songs, she would walk off the floor and stand near him.  He could feel her 
sensuality coming straight through the air, but he did not dare let his hands roam where his brain 
was pressing an advantage.  Instead he dreamed of being with her, on the dance floor, in her 
bedroom, all the places where he was currently forbidden.  He dreamed of a world where they 
were equals beyond the shared concerns of their childhoods.  But he was shaken from the dream 
when he saw Kit emerge from the shadows into the confines of the party’s inner circle.

He had not noticed him all evening and guessed he had been sent by Kitter and Kali to keep 
a surreptitious eye on his cousin and her buddies.  Anton could not help notice that Kit was 
eyeing Seneca too.  Anton felt trapped.  He could not chase a Fraser off his own family’s 
property, but he did not want him anywhere near Seneca.  For all the innocence he acted, Kit 
almost certainly wanted to be more than a friend.  Anton had to think fast about how to slow him 
down.

On instinct, Anton pressed the advantage of having Seneca standing by his side for one of 
the slow songs.  “Let’s dance,” he whispered in her ear.  Unfortunately, he had picked a moment 



requiring the exact closeness he had been avoiding.  But he did not want Kit to get to her first. 
With the practice he had played over in his mind a thousand times since meeting her, he placed 
one hand around her waist and purposefully leaned his body into her.

As she pressed against him, he instantly felt the jolt of electricity that he would never get 
used to.  But the shock was an excitement his body reveled in, as he felt her softness under her 
clothes.  He could feel every inch of her sensual curves within his arms.  Opening the palm of his 
hand to embrace her lower back, he felt her tremor.  They were molded together, a match of even 
proportions and time.  The music was playing only for them and he longed for the melody to 
continue.

But the notes faded out.  The song turned over.  He stood still actively holding Seneca in a 
continued embrace.  Publicly lingering with her in his arms was the most reckless act he had ever 
committed in his life.  But he took another moment, dropping his head to bury his face into her 
shoulders.  He took in her delicious scent before loosening his grip on her waist.

Slowly dropping his hands, he made a move to pull her arms away from his shoulders.
“Let’s keep dancing,” she whispered.  He could still feel her trembling, but instead of 

instantly pulling her towards him, he took a step back.  “One more time.”
“It’s not possible.”
“Of course, it’s possible.  Just dance with me.”  He could feel her heart pounding an inch 

from his own as she reset her arms on his shoulders.  He read the pleading in her eyes.  But he 
knew another step towards her would be his undoing.

Not only were they surrounded by people who would be propelled to tell all they knew 
about his behavior, but also he was technically working, charging the police department for the 
privilege of being in her presence.  Intimate actions, beyond the need to look for clues to capture 
the man who was threatening her, were a betrayal to everyone.

“It’s just a dance.”
He looked at her.  In no way could her request be ‘just a dance.’  As he assessed the 

seriousness of his situation, he realized his reaction could be nothing short of the greatest battle 
of his life.  She was taking him beyond his ability to think, act, feel and behave like an honorable 
man.  With an anger he did not feel, he braced himself for words he did not want to speak, 
feelings he did not sense, and a wrath from which he may never recover.

“No, I’m not dancing with you again.  I’m a cop on assignment, nothing more.”
*

Seneca heard his words and would have refused to believe them if a sword had not sliced 
right through her heart.  She dropped her hands from around his neck and stepped back.

She was not a conceited woman who assumed men would automatically accept any proposal 
she brokered to them.  But in truth, no male had turned down her request to dance since the sixth 
grade.  Every inch of her body was aching to pull close to Anton, but he had kicked them apart. 
The shock was instant and miserable.  For every gracious, caring word he had said to her, she 
now had to consider if the sentiment was delivered only by a polite man for hire.

His pronouncement had been swift, final and brutal.  The words felt like more than a fear of 
retaliation by the police department.  His comments appeared to be his actual feelings despite all 
of their near connections and obvious electricity.

He had asked her to dance.  He had the move, not her.
But he cut her off just as abruptly.
Those glorious eyes she had been staring at for days, regarded her officiously, making her 

feel she should fade away from his once demanding view.  This was a rejection for which she 



was little prepared.  Her body kept reaching for him, but her brain had been told, in no uncertain 
terms, to back off.

She had read the situation impossibly wrong.
His behavior was not that of a man who had an excuse for staying away, but a man who was 

not even interested in getting together.
“Seneca, do you want to dance?”  Kit was suddenly standing by her side with his hand out. 

“You look like you’re ready to keep going.”
She looked at Kit's hand holding in the air as a lifeline between brooding over Anton’s 

rejection, and continuing to enjoy her life as she was well doing before she met him.  She chose 
her life.

“Of course I want to keep going.”  She took his hand.  “Let’s dance.”
She garnered enough enthusiasm to keep from worrying Kit who was, more so than Anton, a 

dear and trusted friend.  She would let him stand guard over her while she shook off the pain of 
Anton’s dismissal, and lost herself to the crowded fun of Kalla's party.  She didn’t dare look in 
Anton’s direction as Kit led her away.  She would never let him see how exactly he had hurt her. 
This life they had both talked about conquering was hardly going to fall apart now over one man 
and his idea of letting go.

Chapter 21

Anton stood off to one side of the lawn brooding with jealously as Kit swirled Seneca all over 
the dance floor.  Kalla and her friends joined in the revelry.  Everyone moved and laughed 
without a care in the world.  Anton leaned into a tree, forcing his flesh to be cut by the bark to 
prevent him from chasing Kit, and every other man, away from Seneca’s orbit.

He had seen the hurt in her eyes.  Now she was crushing his rejection by looking and acting 
as carefree and light as any teenager.  He could only watch in despair.

He could not help remembering the moment he tried to confirm his role in her life.  He was 
desperate to keep his distance, protect his career, and protect her.  The last thing she needed was 
to be caught in a police ethical scandal about fraternizing with victims.  Here was a beautiful, 
intelligent, classy woman who should only expect a Northside cop to keep his distance and serve 
her interests.

Anton stood up straight.  His job was to protect Seneca on behalf of the people of the city 
who expected their police officers to keep them from danger.  His job was not to be a jealous 
adolescent thinking of the multiple ways he could remove Seneca from the presence of Kit, and 
every other man who was taking a chance and dancing with her.

When Seneca stepped away to get a refreshment, Anton followed her.  She turned around 
with a glass of water in her hand, and stared at him.

Anton recoiled.  Since their split on the dance floor, she had ignored him.  He expected she 
would not acknowledge his existence ever again.  But she walked towards him.

“Why don’t you go back to the cottage.  I’m fine here, surrounded by…friends.”
“I’m doing my job.  I have to watch you.”
“You should have already cleared this location of any potential trouble.”
He raised his eyebrows.  Since when did she have a statement to make about police 

protocol?  “Oh really?  Well then I’d have to get rid of most of the guys here since you seem 
ready to get into trouble with any one of them.”

She gasped.  “What are you insinuating?”



Anton dropped his voice.  He had crossed a line, a big one.  After all his careful 
deliberations, this was the unprofessional behavior for which he’d risk his professional career? 
“Nothing, except I have to be concerned about who you are with.”

“Who I’m with?”
“Yes.”
“You think you can monitor who I decide to be with?”
Anton looked around.  They were feet away from handfuls of young adults who could easily 

misinterpret the conversation.  He also caught Kit surreptitiously looking Seneca’s way, most 
likely hoping for more dances, more touches, more hugs…

“I think we should discuss this in a private location.”
“I’m not going anywhere with you.”
He grabbed her elbow.  “We have to talk.”  Dragging her away from the party, he pulled her 

off the paved path between the houses, and plunged into the trees surrounding the property.  The 
sights and sounds of revelry were blocked off.  But he could clearly see her in the moonlight.

“You have to be careful about who you are with.”
“Is that your professional opinion?”
“Yes.”
“Well maybe I want to be with someone who values me and is interested in me.”
He groaned.  His mind reeled.  He valued every inch of her from her brain to her toes, and 

he was more interested than he could put into words.  Every emotion he wanted to express to her 
was rising to the surface, unstoppable.

“I’m interested,” he whispered.  “But I’m not allowed to show you how much I’m 
interested.”

The line was crossed.
From the moment he saw her to right now, he wanted her.  He was never a cop doing his 

duty.  Like Maria Van Trapp who would never be a nun.
Seneca was frozen in place before him.  Her warm eyes watering at his words.  “You have 

my permission to show me.”
Anton shook his head.  “We can’t…”
She moved closer to him, took his face in her hands.  “Yes we can.”
Anton felt his resolve melting.  Every ounce of strength he had for repelling her touch was 

gone.  They were supposed to stay apart, but their bodies were being dragged together.  Her 
hands were shooting powerful electric shocks of ecstasy from his face down to his toes.  He 
reached up and put his hands on her face.  The jolt nearly sunk them both to the ground.

“This is a really bad idea.”
“No, this is the best idea we’ve ever had together.”
Slowly, to register every second, he let her draw his mouth to hers.  When their lips met, he 

heaved a sigh of relief and a shudder of enjoyment.  She tasted sweet, delicious, incomparable. 
He pressed his lips into hers, and pulled her body against him.  Her hands went down his 
shoulders and around his waist, forcing him against her.  He could feel the outline of her 
sumptuous body rolled into his frame.

His lips moved down her neck and his hands went down the length of her arms.
“I’ve waited so long for this,” she whispered into his ear.
“So have I.”  Anton was astonished by how long he had waited.  Every movement related to 

touching her felt so completely right.  He could sense her in his pores.  The press of her body 
against him was igniting his skin.  He marveled at the sensation of her trembling beneath his 



touch.  They had stood the test of time long enough, now their bodies were taking over.
Anton was on another plane.  He never expected to be taken, drifting off to an inescapable 

height of joy simply by the touch of her skin.  Kissing her was the greatest release of his life. 
One he had been seeking and never expected to find.  At this moment with his lips on hers, there 
was no reason to believe they could not be together, no ability to imagine there were reasons for 
keeping them apart.

As she pressed harder into him, he felt the increased pressure of taking her completely.  He 
hesitated, moving his hands to the zipper of her dress.  In answer, she pressed tighter into his 
arms, and kissed him harder.  He undid her zipper and felt her shudder.  His hands were on her 
naked back and her chest was boring into his.  He boldly moved his hands to her chest and gently 
caressed her, then he moved the shoulder straps down and exposed her.  He took a breath and 
lowered his mouth to kiss her neck, her chest and down her stomach…

She drove harder into his mouth, as one hand grasped his hair and another pulled at his shirt. 
He wanted to haul her down to the mossy forest ground and have her right there within the 
sounds of the party.

The party.
Anton stopped.  With a groan of recognition meant to wake up the Gods, he slowly pulled 

his mouth off her body and stood up.  Pulling up her dress straps, he wanted to slap himself 
across the face.

He was pushing Seneca to accept his uncontrollable desire within feet of her closest friends. 
He was supposed to be doing his job and anyone could be watching or approaching at any 
minute.

The depth of his failure overwhelmed him, as he let his hands drop off of her body.

Chapter 22

Seneca’s mind was reeling.  Her heart pounding.
Where had this man come from?
The feel of Anton’s lips on hers was a transformation of life-altering proportions.  She never 

imagined, could not have imagined how intense and perfect being with him would feel.  She 
replayed every moment.  From her annoyance over his behavior, to taking his face in her hands, 
to the feel of his lips on so many parts of her body.  She wanted more.  She had no doubt she 
wanted everything she could get from this man.

But he stopped.
“We can’t,” he said looking down at her as he re-dressed her.  His hands found the way to 

the zipper of her dress and he was pulling it up as he spoke.  If not for the action of zipping her 
up, she would have been relishing the feel of his hands on her once again.

A minute ago, she thought they would connect on the forest floor.  But suddenly the sound 
of the party seemed louder.

“Let’s go to the cabin.”
He was staring at her with concentrated pain.
She stepped forward and took his face in her hands.  But as she pulled him towards her, he 

placed his hands on her arms and gently pulled them off.  “We can’t.”
“Yes we can.  We are not controlled by some stupid code.”
“I have a responsibility to protect you.  I’m supposed to be on alert, not kissing you.  It’s 

wrong for me to be in this position with you.”



“There is nothing wrong about it.”
“You know there is.”
“No, I don’t.  We want to be together.  There’s nothing wrong with that.”
“I’m a professional.  I have to behave myself.”
“I like you when you’re not behaving.”  She wanted to will him to recognize the connection 

they had, the hot liquid fire that was their burgeoning relationship.
“Seneca…”
A raging determination rose within her.  “I want to be with you, Anton.  Just as we were a 

minute ago.  I want to be with you.  I know you want to be with me too.  We do not have to hold 
to some odd rule.  We need to be together.”

*
Anton was shaking from his awareness of her.  His mind was demanding allegiance to his 

police officer’s code of conduct.  But his body was craving Seneca.  The forest floor was almost 
shouting for them to tumble into its embrace, but his rational side was screaming about 
protecting his career and her reputation.

She wanted him as much as he wanted her.  What should have been his greatest relief was 
wrapped in pain.

The cabin lay only steps away from where they stood.  In minutes, they could be 
transforming each other.  He knew how she felt, kissed, smelled, and he had an opening to take 
those initial attachments to a desired conclusion.

But if he took that step, he was beyond redemption.  The correct move was to resign from 
the role of protecting her, and let another more professional officer take his place.  The thought 
terrified him.  He would never sleep again thinking about another officer watching Seneca day 
and night.  He would not rest if he did not get to see her again.

Following life by the book was his creed.  So much better behaved than his siblings, he was 
the one who took care of problems, and kept everyone from falling to pieces.  If he broke his 
code, all his years of being a righteous man would have been in vain.  “I’ll have to call in the 
morning for another officer to take my place.”

Seneca glared at him, and stepped forward.  “Don’t you dare.”
“I don’t have a choice.”
“You have a choice.  If you try and get out of this job, I’ll never speak to you again.”
His face fell.  “Seneca, please…”
“You want to leave me?  Let any other officer look out for me?  After what just passed 

between us.  If you leave, I’ll never forgive you for abandoning me.”
“I’m not abandoning you.  I want to be with you.  But this is wrong.”
“This is not wrong.  We are attracted to each other.  There is nothing wrong about it.”
“I can’t protect you if I’m distracted.”
“You’re the only one who can protect me.”
“Someone else—”
“No, no one else.  You stay with me.  That’s all I want.  Don’t you know I was absolutely 

delighted by the idea of you sleeping at my house, staying so close to me to look out for me?  I 
don’t think another officer would have done that.  But you did and you made me feel safe and 
protected.  I only want you around, Anton, no one else.”

“But I can’t—”
“Yes you can.  Are you really going to let someone hurt me?”
“No, of course not!  I’m guarding you with my life.”



“Well then, how can I be any more protected?  You have to do it.”
“But you and I…”
“You and I are real.  You and I are part of what has happened.  We have every right to be 

together.  There is no reason to be apart.”
“Seneca, we…”
“Anton, you have a choice right now.  Stay with me or leave and we are done.”

Chapter 23

Anton stared at her, part in terror, part in admiration.  Enraptured in his appreciation of her, her 
body, her words, he was reeling from the impossible choice she gave him.  He could neither 
continue being the officer in charge of her case nor imagine her out of his life.

If he stayed, he would have to put an end to their physical attraction, which felt like an 
inconceivable task.  

If he left, she would be so angry and hurt by his behavior she would push him out of her life. 
That scenario would reduce him to tears.

“Seneca, please…”
“What do you want to do?”
Anton did not answer.  No one ever asked him that question.  He simply did what he knew 

was right, exactly what people expected of him.  He struggled his whole life to avoid breaking 
any rules so his parents would not have to worry about him the way they worried about his 
younger brother Mak or his sister Fallan.  Those two did what they wanted to do with their lives. 
Anton did what he thought the family needed him to do.

“Do you want me to go back to the party and tell everyone we’re seeing each other?”
Anton’s eyes flared.  “Seneca don’t.  I’ll be fired.  Kitter will tear me to shreds.”
“Is that all you care about?”
“That’s easy for you to say, Duchess.  You have an established profession.  You run your 

own office.  You can do whatever you want!  I can’t!”
The depth of his bitter words prompted her to jump back.  A silent crack slipped between 

them.  Seneca gaped at him.  Anton nearly recoiled in his admission.
“Is that what this is all about?”
“No.”
“You think we’re…we’re different because of our professional lives?”
“No.  Well, yes.  Aren’t we?  You’re an educated well-off Southsider.  I’m…me.”
“You think I see some kind of class difference between us?”
“There is a class difference between us.”
“After everything we’ve talked about?”
“It’s still there.”

“Anton, this isn’t the 18th century.”
“It might as well be.”
“Oh I see.”  He caught the angry tone of her voice as he looked at her.  “You want a way out 

so you’re playing this class card like it’s a real thing.”
“It is a real thing.”
“No, the only thing that’s real is the way we kissed.”  He shuddered as the image raced 

through his mind.  “Oh that you recognize, good.”
“I didn’t say there was nothing real about the way we kissed.  But being hot together does 



not change the fact I’m not the guy you should be with.”
“Oh yeah.  Who should I be with?”
Anton thought of Kit Fraser but replied, “A guy more like you.”
“The guy like me is you.”  He looked at her, surprised.  “You and I have spent almost every 

minute together for weeks.  That’s more time than most people spend dating before marriage.  I 
know who I like, what I like.  And it’s you.”

“Seneca, why do you want me?  We won’t work.”
“I think that’s for us to find out.”
“It’s too risky.  You’re messing with your life and your reputation.  Why take the risk with a 

guy like me?  You can do so much better.”
“Stop thinking up excuses!  I’m not forcing you here.  You can make your own decision.  If 

you want to stay with me then stay.  That’s what I want.  I want you.  I’ll refuse another officer.”
“Oh c’mon, you know that’s too dangerous.”
“Well if you want me protected, you’ll have to do it.”
“There are other good cops.”
“I want you.”
“Seneca…”
“Let me talk to Captain Jarvis.  Maybe he’ll understand.”
“No way!”
“Why not?  I’m allowed to speak to him as a citizen.”  Anton sighed at her sincere 

determination.  She was willing to stand up for him.  He was impressed but knew better than to 
encourage her.

“Because it’s a pretty straightforward rule.  He’ll reassign me at best.  Fire me at worst.  I’m 
not looking out for you when I’m kissing you.  That’s pretty clear.  I can’t do the job properly.”

“You’re the only one who can do it.”
“If Jarvis finds out about what happened between us, he’ll kill me.  This is really bad all 

around.”
“We can figure out how to handle everyone.  I won’t let Jarvis fire you.  I’ll ask Kitter to 

defend you.”
Anton laughed.  “Kitter will sue me first.”
“No, he won’t.  It’s just not fair that you have to worry about your job because we want to 

be together.”
“It’s our reality right now, Seneca.  We should understand the consequences of any action 

we take.”
“I understand the consequences.  I want you.”
“It’s a bad idea.”
“It’s the best idea.”
He looked at her.  Her hair glowing in the moonlight, she looked radiant.  His arguments 

were spent.  He could still feel the taste of her on his lips and could only long for more.  If there 
was anyone he should be happy to risk everything for, it was Seneca.  He sighed in shaken 
resignation.  “I can’t believe I’m letting you talk me into this.”

“Maybe I have a way with you.”
Anton grinned.  “Oh yeah you do.  But listen, this is serious.  We do this, it’s a secret.  I’m 

risking my career.  I have to figure out a good argument to avoid disciplinary issues.”
“I’ll protect you.”
“Oh now you’re protecting me?”



“On the issue of your ethics, yes, I’ll vouch for you.  You’re a good man, a wonderful man, 
and you’re not doing anything wrong.”

“As soon as this perp is caught and my assignment ends.  You and I are going to have a very 
different, open relationship.”

“Good.”
“In the meantime…”
“What?”  She moved closer to him and reached up to pull his face towards her.
“I don’t think we should do anything else.”
“Oh really?”
“Yes.”
“We can be careful.”
“I don’t think so.”
“We’ll see.”

Chapter 24

Seneca and Anton walked back into the party as if they had nonchalantly stepped out.  Both 
assumed no one would suspect any connection as Anton stood hovering by with the maintained 
rigid formality he had come to perfect.

Seneca edged away from him, still frustrated by her inability to get him to completely bend 
on his fears.  She wanted him to agree with her, to settle on a relationship of which neither was 
afraid.  She did not want to hear any more about the police force’s ethical standards.

She wandered towards Kalla and a group of her friends.  This crowd was younger than 
Seneca, most still in college.  But they were warm and funny and made her feel welcome.  As 
she approached them, Kit came to her side.

“Are you all right?” he asked.
“Yes of course.”  She was startled to see him, having almost forgotten they had danced and 

talked throughout the night.
“You look a little flustered.”
“What?”  Seneca blushed, realizing she had not checked to make sure all her clothes were 

properly re-arranged back on her body.  “No, I’m fine.”
“Do you want a drink?”
“No, I’m okay.”
“Are you sure you don’t need anything?”
“Yes I’m sure.”
He stood looking at her.  “You know Seneca, if there’s anything…well, you know I’m your 

friend.”
“Yes I know, thanks.”  She patted his arm.  “I’m going to go speak with the girls.”
She turned away and felt both Kit and Anton staring after her.
Walking into the group of girls, she sat in a nearby chair.  “So I saw you dancing with Kit,” 

Krisann, Kitter’s eldest daughter whispered with a smile.  “That’s a good idea.  He’s a great guy. 
You have the same profession, lots in common and all.”

“What?  Me?  Kit?”
“Yeah it’s obvious.  You two have something going on.”  Of Kitter and Kali's four girls, 

Krisann was the serious sister to Kalla's exuberance.  More cerebral than chatty, she was 
following Kitter's footsteps into a career in the law.  But given her group of sisters, she was not 



above playing along with the gossip and speculation when it came to new relationships in their 
circle.

“No, we don’t.”
“What?  Of course you do,” said Kamelia, daughter number three, materializing on Seneca’s 

other side.  “You two are cute together.”
Seneca was alarmed.  “There’s nothing happening with Kit.”
“Okay, what about Anton then?” Krisann asked.
Seneca froze.  “What about him?”
“Is there something going on with him?”
Seneca was startled by the question and torn with hesitating over her reply.  The Fraser girls 

were like sisters to her.  The family had been her sole source of emotional support for years. 
Krisann already knew about other men Seneca had dated.  Although none of the others sparked 
the kind of passion Anton had induced.  But she was leery of revealing too much and putting 
Anton’s job on the line.  “Look, please don’t say you suspect anything between us.  Anton is on 
the job.”

“Oh okay, so it is happening?”
“No, it’s not.”
“Don’t worry, no one is going to say anything,” Kamelia said.  “If this is a hot romance, 

we’ll guard the details with our lives.  We’ll protect you both.”
The promise was not idle.  Fraser girls were fiercely loyal.  “I’ll admit I would like it to be a 

romance,” Seneca quietly said.
“Really?” Krisann responded for both.
“We kissed, and I’ve never felt anything like it.”
“Well of course, he’s a great guy and super cute.  Plus that police officer thing is no joke. 

Of course it was hot.  But what do you mean ‘never’?”
“Never as in, I don’t even know what’s happening to me.”
“Oh how awesome.”
“No, it’s a huge problem.  He might quit or be re-assigned.  I don’t want anyone else 

working on my case.  I feel really safe with him.”
“I would too.  Look at those arms.”
“He could get into so much trouble.”
“But what kind of trouble?  He didn’t force you.  Isn’t this a consenting adults thing?”
“His ethical responsibility is to protect me, not kiss me.  What if the guy who’s been 

harassing me was around, and Anton did not see him because he was kissing me?  That’s the 
kind of problem his superiors would highlight to discipline him.”

“Oh, but they can’t.  It’s a hot romance.”
“The police department does not accept ‘hot romance’ as an excuse for crossing the line 

with a civilian.”
“Well they won’t find out.”
“But if they do.  I have to figure out how to protect him.”
“Can’t Dad help you with that?”
“No, no way.  Don’t say a word to him.  He’ll be just as angry as the police.  Anton is 

supposed to be protecting me, nothing more.”
“Yeah but Dad’s an old softy.  If he knew you guys were hot for each other, not like we’d 

say it like that, but—”
“No, don’t tell Kitter anything.  He’ll be the first to crack down.”



“C’mon Seneca, you’re like the smartest woman we know.  There’s no way this is a problem 
for you.  You have to know a way to have Anton and keep the police from freaking out at him.”

“I don’t know.”
“Well think, because he’s worth it right?”
Seneca half-smiled, remembering his lips on her.  “Yes, he’s definitely worth it.  More than 

any man I have ever met in my life.”
“You see there you go again.  You gotta think of a way to have him and help him keep his 

job.”
“I don’t know what that is.”
“Yes you do.  You just haven’t figured it out yet.”

*
As the party wound down to only the Frasers’ overnight guests, Seneca and Anton said 

goodnight and silently walked down the path back to the cottage.  He lingered a few feet behind 
her, like a trained bodyguard.

Seneca debated their positions.  She wanted him at that moment, in her bed, that night.  But 
his honor and rules would keep him from touching her again.  Just like in her apartment, he 
would sleep outside her bedroom door, and she would be on the other side wondering what it 
was like to fall asleep together.  They walked into the living room.  Her bedroom door open to 
one side of the open space.

“Anton.”
“It’s late.  We should get some sleep.”
She stepped towards him.  He stepped back.  “Anton, please.”  She was thinking of her open 

bedroom door.  Her temptation was to take him there, to reintroduce him to the body he had 
started exploring that evening.

“I appreciate everything you said about protecting me.  But my job is to protect you.  I 
cannot do my job if there is something else going on between us.”

“I think you can.”
“I appreciate that too.  Your support means everything to me.  But I have to do my duty.” 

The sincerity in his voice was heartbreaking.  He was a man of honor, pride, and loyalty to his 
badge.  He had already broken his word once.  He would not do it again.  As much as she ached 
for him, she could not imagine letting him be angry with himself for falling away from his 
essential obligations.

Silently, she nodded and walked away, slipping into the bedroom and quickly closing the 
door before he saw her break with a tearful shudder.

Seneca stood on the other side of the door, breathing heavily.  Her body was reaching back 
through the wood, aching for Anton.  Her whole essence was demanding the soft feel of his 
fingers moving along her skin.  Ripping off her clothes, she rushed to the bathroom to wash her 
face, brush her teeth, and try to enforce the calm needed to fall asleep.

In the early hours of the morning, after little sleep, she rose, put on light gray yoga pants and 
a t-shirt, and stepped out into the cabin’s living area.  She caught Anton’s form, stretched out on 
the couch, his bare chest outside the blanket.  It was all she could do to keep from crawling in 
beside him.  Instead, she stepped outside and walked a few feet up the path back towards the 
lakefront.

As she approached the water, she was astonished to realize she was not the only person with 
the same idea.

“Can’t sleep?” Kali said as Seneca approached.



“No.  Guess you can’t either.”
“No.  When the kids have these parties I get a little anxious about what they’re doing.  Then 

I can’t sleep even after the party’s over, and they’ve all passed out.”
Seneca laughed, and fell into the chair beside her.  She watched the fading moonlight shoot 

sparkles across the lake surface.  “It’s so beautiful up here.”
“Yes it is.  So what’s keeping you up?”
Seneca debated clearly stating her frustration.  Kali was generous and kind-hearted.  But she 

was also Kitter's wife, and may be inclined to take his side against Anton’s behavior.  “I just 
have something on my mind.”

“Or someone?”
Seneca’s eyes shot open wider.  “Someone?”
“Anton?”
Seneca fought her fury.  She could not believe Krisann and Kamelia had betrayed her. 

“Why do you say that?”
“I’ve noticed a few things.”
“Really?”
“Yes, is there something there?”
She felt her reserve collapsing.  “Yes, maybe, but…”
“I thought there might be something going on between you two.  You seem much more 

comfortable together than a regular policeman with a victim to protect.”
“Really?”  Seneca was distressed.  “What’s the something you see?”
“You seem very relaxed with each other.  You obviously trust him…with your life.  And 

he’s protective of you.”
“You picked up on all that from watching us?”
Kali laughed.  “You’d be surprised how a couple can radiate their feelings to the outside 

world.”
Seneca was alarmed.  “Oh no, I did not realize that was happening.  That could be trouble 

for him.”
“It’s okay.  Most men would never notice.  Besides you should forget about the outside 

world’s opinion.  What do you want to be happening?”
“I started out thinking that having a permanent police escort was overkill.  But Anton makes 

me feel really safe.  I just know he’s going to catch whoever is harassing me.  But now, well, I’ll 
tell you.  We went a little too far.  We kissed.  He feels terrible, like he’s betraying his badge. 
He’s afraid of losing his job.  And I’m afraid for him.  I would be devastated if I was the reason 
he was disciplined by the force.”

“I see.”  Kali was serious but not judgmental.  “He has reason to be concerned.  Kitter and 
Jim might think he took advantage of you.”

“You see that’s exactly what I’m afraid of.  But he didn’t take advantage of me.  Of course 
he didn’t.  I want to be with him.  You know I think for others all day long.  Trying to work out 
their problems and issues.  At the end of the day, I want to fall into Anton’s arms and just be 
myself and relax.  That’s how I feel when I’m with him.  The feelings I’ve had since the day I 
met him, I have not had with any other man.  I did not even think such feelings were possible.  I 
want him in my life.  If he gets replaced on my case, I don’t know what I’ll do.  I want him 
around me, but I cannot risk his career.”

“You know if you two are really serious, I doubt your risking his career.”
“What do you mean?”



“If you’re serious, there’s no counterargument to what Anton has done.  The only reason the 
police have their standards protecting victims is to prevent police officers from taking advantage 
of vulnerable people.  If you two are serious…in love…that’s not what’s happening here.”

“In love?”
“Yes, Seneca, in love.”
“Anton and I?”
“Yes, you two.  You both have a look in your eyes.  The way you walk together, the little 

protective blanket he throws over you.  I’ve known Anton for years, and I’ve never seen him 
behave this way.”

Seneca lay back in her chair.  “I just can’t imagine…”
“Oh I think you can.  I think you know the feeling, this feeling you have never had with any 

other man.”
“You and Kitter are in love.”
“Yes we are.”
“It’s real and it’s permanent.”
“Yes it is.”
“I’ve always wanted that for myself.  My ex-husband was kind of settling, I guess.  I know 

that’s horrible to say, but I’ve always wanted the freedom that comes from finally meeting the 
one person who is so clearly your best friend and lover.”

“I think you’ve met him.”
“But in this circumstance, Kali.  Anton’s been in my life every minute from the day I met 

him.  That’s not how relationships start.  This whole situation could be responsible for 
exacerbating feelings beyond where they should be.”

“Do you really believe that?  Do you really believe that if you had met Anton at a party or in 
a bar, and dated once or twice a week you would feel differently?”

“No, I just don’t know if we’re being realistic.”
“Did it feel realistic…when you kissed?”
Seneca closed her eyes at the thought of Anton’s lips pressed against her.  “More so than I 

could have ever imagined.”
“You have your answer, Seneca.  You should stop fighting it.”
“And his career?”
“Like I said.  If you’re real, the authorities will have nothing to say.  No one will file a case 

against Anton for a consensual relationship.”
“But if they think he can’t protect me?”
“That’s another issue that requires rational judgment.  I think Jim Jarvis is a fair man.  He 

will allow Anton to explain how he plans to protect you.”
“Kitter will be furious too.”
“He’ll come around.”
“Do you really think we can do this?”
“I think if you two are in love, you can do whatever you need to do to be together.”

Chapter 25

On the drive back into Ravencross, Seneca focused on the night before and the inevitable 
reaction everyone was waiting for.  She was feeling ready to let Anton know they could be a 
couple, and she would not accept ‘no’ for an answer.  She wanted to know if he felt the same 



way, if he was ready to tell the world they were serious so they could have the relationship they 
wanted.

But she did not want him to suddenly change his mind, out of fear, and push her away.  She 
was not prepared for any type of rejection or second thoughts.  She wanted him to be ready just 
as she was coming to be.  As she considered these varied questions, and prepared the words she 
would use to convince him, Anton’s phone rang.

Anton looked at the number.  “Hello Captain Jarvis.”  He glanced at Seneca, his contented 
face covering worry.  “Okay.  Yeah, yeah she’s with me.  We’re on our way into the city now. 
No, we didn’t have any problems all weekend.  Yeah, yeah, okay, we’ll meet you there.”

“What’s going on?”
“Don’t get too upset.”
Seneca shifted to look directly at him.  “What happened?”
“Someone broke into your apartment.”
“What?”
“The building manager called it in.  The police are there now.  Captain Jarvis will fill us in 

when we get there.”
“Did they steal anything?”
“We don’t know yet.  You’re going to have to tell us.”
Seneca shook with anger and dropped her head.  Anton reached his arm out to hold her and 

she instantly felt comforted.
“It’s okay, we’ll figure this out.”
“Someone is really trying to mess with me.”
“We know and we’re on it.”
She registered the strength in his words.  Instantly grateful again that he was the officer 

assigned to protect her, she asked, “What clues do you have?”
“Captain did not want to go into details on the phone.  We’ll find out when we get there.”
Seneca lay back and looked at Anton.  He gripped the steering wheel with renewed urgency, 

and she saw a tension in his beautiful face.  She wanted to run her fingers through his hair and 
feel the press of his body against her again.

“What do you think happened?”
“Seneca, it’s okay.  Let’s not speculate.  We’ll learn everything when we get to your place.” 

*
As they approached Seneca’s apartment building, Anton could see the police squad cars 

parked outside.  He called Captain Jarvis.  “He’s inside,” he told Seneca as he parked.  He came 
around the car to let her out on the passenger side.  “Let’s leave our things for now and find out 
what’s going on.”

He took her arm and led her through the police cordon and up the elevators to her place. 
Yellow police tape was across her front door.  Anton raised the barrier for Seneca to slip under.

As they entered, Captain Jarvis came around the corner.  “Oh hey, you two.”
“Hi,” Anton said.  “What happened?”
Jim turned to Seneca.  “The building manager got an alarm alert for your place and when we 

got here the door was open.”
“What was taken?”
“We can’t tell.  Do you want to look around?”
“Okay.”  Anton squeezed her arm for assurance as she slid by the men and began taking 

inventory of her rooms.



Anton moved to follow her, but Jim stopped him.  “There is something else,” he ominously 
said.

“What?” Anton was alarmed by Jim’s tone.
“We found a note.”
“A note?”
“A warning.”
“What did it say?”
“The guy nailed it to her bedroom door.  It said ‘you will get what you deserve.’”
Anton shook his head and cursed.  “No way.”
“There’s more.”
“What else?”
“We think we got a partial print, and an obscured look on the security cameras you had 

installed.  That was good thinking.”
“Thanks, but it doesn’t help if the guy knew to cover up.”
“He did cover up.  But at least we can get a sense of his general height and build and how he 

moves.”
“What do you think is going on with this guy?”
“All the footage is being analyzed now.  But we’ll need Dr. Landon to take a look too.  See 

if the guy looks familiar.”
“Sure I’ll bring her over to the station.  Are you going to tell her about the note?”
“Yes of course.  We’ll do that at the station too.  The note is hand-written.  She may 

recognize the writing.”
“Okay.”
“I just didn’t want to tell her until she had gone through her place and tried to find anything 

missing.  Might have been too upsetting to think about both things at once.”
“Yeah, I agree.”
They both turned around as Seneca came back to stand by them.  “I didn’t find anything 

missing.  I checked my jewelry.  It’s all there.  Also I have a safe and no one tried to open it.”
“Yes, we saw that,” Captain Jarvis said.
“I had my briefcase with me at the cottage so none of my patient files were here.”
“What about your clothes?”
“Yes I checked.  Everything looks okay.”
“Okay, but we’ll need you to keep an eye out Dr. Landon for anything that might be 

missing.  Even the smallest piece of clothing like a scarf.  The guy could have wanted a trophy.”
“All right.”
“Look there’s more.  We were waiting to tell you.  We found a note.  We also have the guy 

on video.  Can you come down to the station and look at this evidence to see if you recognize 
anything?”

“A note?”
“Yes.”  Jim reached into his pocket and pulled out a plastic evidence bag containing the 

paper.  “I warn you.  This is disturbing.”
“Okay.”  Anton moved to stand close to Seneca just as Jim handed her the note.  As she read 

it, he felt her body stiffen.  He discreetly placed his hand in the small of her back.  If Jim noticed, 
he did not let on.

“Do you recognize the hand-writing?”
“No.  It’s not familiar at all.”



“Can you compare it to your patients’ samples?”
“Captain Jarvis, I’ve told you.  I don’t think my patients are suspects.”
“We’d appreciate it if you’d check anyway.”
Seneca nodded and handed him back the evidence bag. 
“Good.  For the video, you have to come down to the station.”
“Okay.”
“You probably do not want to stay here tonight.  We’ll be collecting evidence for a little 

while longer and may want to return.  We’ll hand the place back to you in 24 hours.  Do you 
have somewhere else you can go?”

“Hmm.”
“I’ll take care of it,” Anton said.  Jim glanced at him with a look that assumed only the most 

positive approach from his officer.
“Very good.”
“You can come down to the station any time within the next 24 hours too.”
“All right.”  Seneca’s voice was shaky.  “Whatever you need.”
“Thanks.  I’m going to check with the team on the latest.”
As Captain Jarvis walked away, Seneca turned back towards Anton.  “Someone got in here.” 

She shuddered.  Anton wanted to reach for her and put his arms around her for comfort.  But he 
was well aware of his Captain and several officers in motion around the room.  “He wants me to 
know he can get to me.”

“He won’t get to you.  He knew we weren’t here, and made a point of coming while you 
were away.  He’s a coward.”

“You think so?”
“Yes.”
He put his hand on her waist and lightly squeezed.  “It’s okay.  I’m here and we’ll get this 

guy.”
She nodded.  “What did you mean when you said you’d take care of where I’m staying 

tonight?”
“Oh, I…I wanted to take you over to my place.  If that’s okay?”  Her eyes opened wider. 

“But…maybe I should take you over to Kitter and Kali's.”
“No Anton, take me to your place,” she whispered.
“Maybe not.  Not this time.  It’s not right yet.”
Hurt in her eyes, she turned away from him.  Anton’s gut wrenched.  He desperately wanted 

her at his place, in his bed.  But he knew that move would send an unwitting signal to Captain 
Jarvis.

She turned back to face him.  “I don’t want to put Kitter's family in danger.  This guy is 
coming right to me now.  I don’t want anything to happen to the people I care about.”

Anton seemed to be contemplating this possibility.  Taking her into a third party’s home 
would put them at risk.  Plus he would have no reason to stay the night with her if she was 
surrounded by Frasers.  “Okay maybe we could go to my place.  For one night.”  A sweep of 
relief crossed her face.  “But just so you have a place to stay.”

“Okay.”
“Nothing else.”
“Right, nothing else.”

Chapter 26



Anton carefully watched Seneca as they drove across the bridge to his home in Northside.  For 
the first time, she looked shaken and withdrawn.  The talk of strength and fighting her fear had 
disappeared.  She was clearly broken by the direct infiltration into her home.

For the first time, Anton also felt the inadequacy of his response to the threat against her. 
By focusing on her and his feelings for her, he had hardly spent any time on the case.  Other 
officers were analyzing the evidence, looking for clues.  All he was doing was staring at her silky 
body and full lips, kissing her and debating whether they could continue in a relationship.  He 
should have been reviewing the actions of the perp, not lusting after the victim he was supposed 
to be protecting.

All ideas about replacing him were tossed aside as the perp escalated his attacks on her.  It 
was too late now to place her safety in someone else’s hands.  He had to maintain his 
relationship with her, and catch whoever was responsible for disrupting her life.  Anything less, 
and he was not the man he thought he was.

Arriving at his building, he ushered her from his parking garage up to his apartment.  Anton 
lived in one of four 30 story, identical square grey buildings located over a block of land near the 
commercial center of Northside.  The entire neighborhood fought the area’s deterioration into 
crumbling buildings, broken sidewalks and ignored open spaces by being on a direct route 
leading to one of the bridges to Westside.  Stable commercial and residential accommodations 
lined both sides of the busy avenue.

“I didn’t realize you lived in this area,” Seneca said, admiring the view from his living room 
window to the other side of the river.

“Yeah big grown up cop can’t exactly live with his parents.”
“This is a nice place.”
“You thought I’d bring you to a dump?”
She looked at him in weary astonishment.  “No, of course not.  I just didn’t picture you all 

set up and organized.”
“Oh that.  I have two sisters.  As soon as I said I was getting my own place, they took that as 

an invitation to make sure I stayed civilized.”
“That’s great you had their help.”
“A relief for you, Duchess?”
“Stop putting words in my mouth!”
Anton saw the strain on her face and felt genuine remorse.  “Sorry, sorry I’m just kidding 

around.”
She flashed him an empty look and turned away.
Anton scrambled to his kitchen.  “I’ve got a bottle of wine here somewhere.  My sister 

brought it over for a house warming.”  Triumphantly, he held up the bottle to Seneca.  She 
nodded.

Pouring her a glass, he went to the window and handed it to her. “Have a seat.  Try and 
relax.”

“Are you going to tell Captain Jarvis and Kitter that I’m staying here?”
He stared at her.  “They’re going to ask where you are.”
“I want some peace tonight.  I just want to be with you.”
“I can wait to tell them.  If anyone asks, I will say I wanted a safe, isolated place for you.”
“Okay, thanks.”
“I’ll deflect any other questions.”
“Good.”



He nodded and moved away from her.  “Sit down.”
Seneca lowered herself onto his couch and kicked off her shoes.  As she took a large gulp of 

wine, Anton was only conscious of her despair.  He ached to comfort her.  His role in her life had 
to be as her protector, and not only in a formal job.  He wanted her in his arms.  But if they 
started here in the seclusion of his apartment, there would be no stopping his next move.  He 
pushed back into the couch to brace against reaching out for her.

“You must be hungry.”
“It would be nice to eat something.”
“What do you like?”
“Everything.”
“I can cook something for you.”
“Really, you’re going to cook for me again?”
“Yes Duchess, I told you I’m civilized.”
“Stop calling me that.”
“What?”  Anton grinned.  “Sorry Duch—, Seneca the name sort of works.”
She glared at him.  “Why?  Because you think I’m a privileged snob?”
His eyes clouded over.  “No.  It’s an old English term of affection from a man to a woman 

he knows well.”
She raised her eyebrows.
He grinned.  “I looked it up.”
“So you did.”
“See I’m civilized and somewhat educated.”
“Yes you are,” she whispered.
“And I can cook for you.”
“Who taught you to cook?”
“Ma.  She thought it might be a good idea since we were all going to move out she didn’t 

want us to starve or eat takeout all the time.”
“That’s fantastic.”
“I’m glad you feel that way.”  He got up and walked to the kitchen.  She followed him.
“Just relax.”
“No, I prefer to help.  What are you going to make?”
“I’ve got some chicken pieces, potatoes, some greens, sound all right?”
“Sounds perfect.”  The peaceful delight in her eyes made him want to melt.  He could not 

believe she was in his apartment.  Preparing to eat his food.  Trusting him to protect her from 
someone who had broken into her apartment and threatened her.

“You sure you don’t just want to rest.  You can go lie down on…on my bed.”  He braced 
himself against the counter as the vision of her lying in his bed leapt into his mind.

She looked at him.  “I’ll stay here and help you.  I need to be doing something to take my 
mind off of whoever is trying to get to me.”

“Okay.”
“Tell me more about being a Clark from Northside.”
 “I don’t know.  We’ve pretty much covered it all.  Why don’t we talk about something else? 

You’ve had enough negative stuff for one day.”
“Your life is not negative stuff to me.  It’s part of who you are.  I want to know more.”
“I don’t feel like being analyzed right now, Duchess.”
“You think that’s what I’m doing?”



“Sure.”
“Maybe I’m trying to get to know you better because I care about you.”
He stared at her.  Her face expressed a grave concern and commitment, which made his 

heart start pounding faster.  
Her apartment had been violated.  An unknown person was trying to terrorize her.  But she 

had turned the attention to him.  She wanted to speak with him, help him, even through all of her 
stress.  His admiration for this strong, beautiful, intelligent woman soared.

He looked down to glaze the chicken in his hands, and threw the pieces into the fryer.  Spits 
of oil shot out at him, and Anton stared at the food as if he was required to generate heat with his 
eyes.

“Anton?”
Reluctantly, he picked up the lid, and placed it over the food.  “When I was about ten, my 

father was hurt on the dock when he tried to rescue my brother Mak.  Mak was being a stupid 
idiot as always and got himself caught in the wooden planks.  My father’s mobility totally 
changed after that accident.  He couldn’t work in the factories as he had before.  My mother had 
to work more, which meant I had to spend time taking care of the little kids.  When I was old 
enough, I had to get a job too.  Mak ran off when he was sixteen so it was just me, little sisters, 
and little baby brothers.  I had no help.  No one asked me if I wanted to run off too.  No one 
asked me anything about me.  They just expected me to do what the eldest boy is supposed to 
do.”

Seneca came around the counter and took his hand.  “You resented that?”
“Yeah I suppose I did.  I know that sounds totally selfish and disloyal, but it’s how I felt.”
“What about now?  You don’t have any of those direct responsibilities now.”
“Now is okay.  But I would have liked to have had more years as a kid.  Or Mak’s life.  He 

has traveled all over the world.  My sister Fallan is now doing the same thing.  I’ve never been 
anywhere.”

“You’re free now, Anton.  You can do whatever you want.”
He looked at her.  The one thing he wanted to do was to take her to his bedroom.  But he did 

not have the freedom to do that either.  “No, now I’ve got a responsible job and a community 
that depends on me.”

“Are you sure you want to be alone without responsibilities in a family?”
He thought of the responsibility of taking care of Seneca, and their family.  “No, not 

entirely.”
“You want to have some responsibility, some connection to people who need you?”
“Yes.”  The word caught in his throat.
She stepped closer to him.  Anton felt his skin beginning to tingle.  Bringing Seneca to his 

home was an invitation into the exact next step he was trying to avoid.  He would have no luck, 
no hope of holding her at bay when the entire atmosphere was charged with the electricity they 
felt for one another.

Seneca reached next to him and turned off the stove.  The potatoes lay half-cut on the 
counter.  The greens were scattered nearby.  Anton’s breathing started to race.  She stepped 
closer to him.  One hand lay over his, the other reached up to stroke his face.

His instant response was the electrification of his body as it had on the day he first saw her. 
The feeling over took him.  There would be no going back now.

Chapter 27



“Seneca, we…”  Anton tried to speak but their bodies were frozen to the place where their hands 
touched.

“Anton, we are here, now.  You can feel how much I want you.  I know you can.”
“Of course I can.  But we shouldn’t go any further.”
“We are grown-ups.  We can make our own decisions.  Your department cannot make rules 

for a couple that want to be together.  We have our own lives.”
“You really don’t know anything about me.”
“I know enough.”
“I don’t have long relationships.”
“Okay, we’ll see how long we last together.”
“I’ve been avoiding having to look after anyone…any more people.  I’m not a great guy.”
“What do you mean?”
“I guess.”  Anton was aching from the words he was going to say.  He actually had no good 

news to tell her about how he behaved when he dated.  “I’ve just never been a particularly good 
boyfriend.”

“Is that supposed to scare me?”
“I don’t want to lie to you.  I don’t want to set up expectations that I can’t fulfill.”
“Okay, what else do you want to tell me?”
He wanted to say he was desperately trying to figure out how to avoid being with a woman 

who he knew he could not make happy.  She was educated and sophisticated.  He was a nobody 
next to her.

Other women had come and gone.  But if Seneca got close, closer than others had, he would 
not be able to let her go, even if she insisted.  “I’m not your guy, Seneca.”  His heart was 
breaking under the strain of trying to back away from her.  “You are so special, so unique.  I’m 
just not the guy.  I don’t know how to have a decent, proper relationship.  I could never…never 
hurt you.  It would kill me to disappoint you.”

“I think I can decide for myself if you’re my guy.  If you’re attracted to me, you’ll want to 
be with me.  If not, okay, then there’s nothing here.”

“If I’m attracted to you?”
“Yes.”
“You know how much I’m attracted to you.  I’ve never felt like this before.”
“Then stop using your past to judge how you’ll behave going forward.  Let’s see where this 

goes.”
He shook his head.
“Anton, have you ever spent as much time with a woman as you have spent with me?”
He considered the question.  “No, no I’ve never been in a situation like this.”
“All this time we’ve had together, we were talking.  Getting to know each other.”
“Yes.”
“Our relationship is not like anything you’ve had before.  You know me better than you 

knew those other women.”
“Yes, that’s true.  But because of that I can’t let anything happen to you.  I can’t be the one 

to…”
“You care about me.  You don’t want to hurt me.  I understand.  I know what your touch 

feels like, your kisses, your body under my hand.”  Anton trembled as the memories came 
rushing back.  “Don’t deny us.”

He tried one more salvo.  “Let me protect you.”



“I feel completely protected.  Now I want more.”  Her forcefulness was overwhelming.  Her 
presence was rearranging his brain.  No other woman had even tried to overtake his reasoning. 
But when Seneca did it, instead of being annoying with her pleading, she was taking him to 
another level of excitement.  She slipped her arms over his shoulders and pulled him close to her.

Anton shook with the feel of her skin on his.  Every argument raced through his brain.  He 
was the police officer sent to protect her.  Kitter trusted him to be ethical.  He had a rough 
background and issues with his childhood.  He had never been in a loving relationship.

Every word against their connection was playing in his mind.  But his body was eons away 
from his brain.  His body was in Seneca’s soft, delicate arms and was insisting on melting 
against her.

“Seneca, if this goes all wrong…”
“Then I’ll live with my decision.”
“I can’t lose you.”
“You won’t lose me.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m positive.”
“When I disappoint you, Duchess…”
“You won’t disappoint me.  I already know who you are.”
“You deserve so much better.  You want to be in a beautiful, loving relationship like Kitter 

and Kali.  But I can’t imagine getting there, even with you.”  He thought the brutality of his 
words would sink into her psyche, and relieve him from the pressure of trying to fight her off. 
But she was not dissuaded.

She smiled.  “I can imagine it.”
“Seneca, stop…”
“Anton, do you know what this is between us?”  She pressed tighter against him.  “You 

don’t recognize it because you have not felt it.  But I know what it is to fall in love and I’m not 
going to let you go.”

*
Seneca’s skin was exhibiting sharp pricks of ecstasy, as she stood pressed against Anton in 

his kitchen.  Anton was the man she wanted.  She accepted his honesty and bravery as he talked 
about how he felt about his family, and his past non-relationships with women.  She knew he had 
never unloaded those confessions before.  Never been bold enough to tell anyone his true 
feelings.  But he told her because the way they felt about each other broke every prior boundary.

With Kali's help, she realized there was no practical restriction to having a relationship with 
Anton.  Once that recognition came into fruition, she had to keep moving forward to convince 
him to come with her on a shared journey.  She was in love.  She knew it, believed it, felt it, with 
every ounce of her body.  As long as she could stay with him, she could ensure that together they 
reached the realization she was achieving.

Her body ached for him.  Her mind was on fire with their passion.  The feelings he had 
never felt were echoed in her.  Determined to make him understand just how attached they had 
become, she would not allow any more excuses, or external objections to interfere.  She would 
prompt him to realize they had to be united, tonight, in the intimacy they would never forget.

“We have to be together.  There is no other option for us.  I know you feel it, as I do.  I 
know you can sense…”

Before she could finish, he pressed his lips against her mouth.  She felt the electricity shoot 
through her as he reached inside her with his tongue and pulled out the panting, hot, passion they 



had both been waiting for since the first night they kissed.  She felt herself walking backwards, 
out of the kitchen and into his bedroom.  Her arms were around his neck as their kiss only 
intensified the closer they came to the bed.  They collapsed onto it together, their mouths not 
separating.

A minute later, she felt his hands all over her.  He was groping for buttons, zippers on her 
clothes and his.  He was answering her now with a sense of urgency and desire, which she knew 
was his real intention.  Through every word she had said and every denial he had countered with, 
he was prepared to make the commitment she craved by connecting together as they both 
wanted.

Chapter 28

Anton stared at the woman beneath him.  Seneca.  His Seneca.  Exactly where he had been 
dreaming of having her for weeks.  She lay before him, trusting him, expecting his love.  He was 
removing her clothes, trying not to rush like a crazed animal as his lust for her rose to the surface 
and was unleashed.

He had brought her to his apartment, not imagining he could get this chance tonight, yet 
knowing that had been his hope all along.  She declared they were in love.  He did not want to 
consider the statement, in case the entire moment was an illusion.  But for the purest joy in 
hearing her say those words again, he would have her now, as she never expected.

She was trusting him to accept them together even though he told her he couldn’t.  She 
directly rejected his honest words and moved forward as if she could change all potential 
outcomes.  He had been candid about his expected reaction to being in a relationship.  She had 
been brave about accepting it.  Now they were too far along to turn back.  They were on the road 
to their romantic conclusion.

Dream or disaster.
He did not want to hurt her.  But he could see no other way out.  While he had her in his 

arms, in his bed, he would give her the passion she desired.  But when their emotions cooled, he 
fully expected the night to be only the greatest memory he would ever know.

“You’re so gorgeous,” she said, eyeing his naked torso.  Anton worked out every day. 
Fitness as an officer and as a healthy man was a pillar of his life.  But for the first time ever, he 
realized his physical maintenance was for her too.

“You’re absolutely stunning.”  He ran his hands over her shoulders.  His hands could not 
stop moving all over her body.  Every inch of her was trembling beneath his touch.  His body 
matched hers in rocking to the delights of their shared passion.

He dropped his head back down to her again and pressed his lips against her neck, 
shoulders, and back to her mouth.  She moaned beneath him and he kissed her harder.  As her 
back arched up into him, he slipped his hands beneath her and pulled her body into his.

Her arms were around his waist and he pulled one forward to kiss her from the shoulder 
down to her palm.  He felt her body respond with each touch of his lips.

“You are making my whole body react to each kiss.”
He smiled down at her.  “Yes that’s what I want to do.”  He continued to kiss her hand 

before returning again to her mouth.  She responded with another moan, as she grasped at his 
shoulders.

The spirit of her arousal was enough for him.  He leaned into her and rolled directly on top 
of her quivering body.  His lips did not leave her mouth as he combined their bodies together.



Melting together, stretched, sweating, aching bodies, bound up within legs and arms as their 
mouths traced any untouched piece of skin to be found.  He held her tightly as she pushed 
against his movement within her, rising on a wave of mounting joy.

The two locked bodies writhed, clutching for no lost gasp of air or depth of desire between 
them.  Anton felt her peaking, uncontrollably beneath his arms.  He was fighting for self-control, 
for a longer moment at this most desirable point of human existence.  A second later, when he 
could wait no more, they hit the summit together, and exploded.

Then he heard, in a break of consciousness when her mouth briefly rose from his skin to 
take a breath, she whispered, “I love you.”

This was the connection Anton both desired and feared.
A singularly unique coming together with a woman he wanted more than he thought 

possible.  Every argument against their relationship disappeared in the swell of pressure between 
them, and he felt carried away by her soft skin, gentle moans and pleading satisfaction.  He 
stayed on top of her, feeling their unity as she shuddered against him and he gripped at her back. 
He was in her grasp at this moment.  No other outcome was possible and his contentment was 
complete.

Chapter 29

Seneca believed in true and complete love, in the joy to be found with one person at one point in 
life.  As a little girl, she enjoyed the fairytales about the handsome, brave princes who were 
perfect for the heroine, but never believed the narrative.  As she grew older, the magical outcome 
and its woven symbolism were unknown in her own life.

Anton came to her to deliver protection, and from day one she felt safe and cared for in his 
presence.  He emerged into a trusted friend, comfortably telling her his inner confidences.  He 
transformed into her man.  His kiss, the desire and electricity he drew out of her had no equal.

For all her studying of the mind and the behavior of humans, she would never have 
predicted this situation for herself.  She was hardworking, rational, studious, focused.  She could 
not envision falling completely head-over-heels for a man who made her feel so perfectly happy.

She lay in his arms, feeling outrageously secure, and listening to his heartbeat.  A sound she 
wanted to hear every day for the rest of her life.

“Are you hungry?”
“Yes, I’m quite starving.”
She was well aware he had not responded to her confession of love.  But his body spoke 

volumes about how he felt about her.  Every kiss and touch was the answer she could have, from 
the man she had fought for so long.

He moved to get up.  “C’mon, I will get you your dinner.”
He slipped his legs over the side of the bed and pulled on his jeans.  She picked up his shirt 

and put it on over her head.  He stopped to look at her.
“You better put on something else or I won’t be able to finish cooking you dinner.”
She smiled slyly, and held up a corner of the shirt.  “This will be fine.”
Anton took a deep breath.  “We might not make it to the kitchen.”
She laughed.  “C’mon.”  She used both hands to turn him around and pushed him towards 

the door.
She loved the feel of his hard body beneath her hands.  Every inch of him was rock solid. 

She hoped he would cook shirtless for her all the time.



Arriving at the kitchen, he turned the fryer back on.  She went to work on the potatoes.
“I don’t do much cooking,” she said delicately slicing the potatoes.
“That doesn’t surprise me, Duchess.”
“Stop it!”  She flicked a piece of potato at him.  “It’s not because I don’t know how to cook. 

I just don’t have a lot of time.”
“If you start playing with the food, we won’t get to dinner.”
“Oh yeah.”
“Yeah.”
She came towards him.  Anton took a step back.  “Don’t you want to eat?”
She gave him a look implying that’s exactly what she did not want to do.
This time, he reached over and turned off the fryer.
She pulled him into her arms and began kissing him.  The feel of his lips on hers, his tongue 

inside her drove her up and over the edge of reasonable thinking.
Anton pulled her away from the kitchen and lowered her onto the living room couch.  Their 

legs entwined as they continued kissing where they had left off with intensity and pressure 
against their bodies.  Leaning up, he began rolling up his shirt on her, reaching inside to feel her 
chest as his head dipped down to kiss her neck.  She moaned against his hands and reached 
between their bodies for the buttons on his jeans.

The jeans fell away from him, as did his shirt from her, a blanket appeared as they fell onto 
the floor.  Anton lay on top of her, his arms wrapped around her and hers around his.  They 
kissed harder, deeper, pressuring each other with their moves.  She pulled him closer, as close as 
she could, and held him until she felt shaking ripples of joy escape from him.

Chapter 30

Anton lay so perfectly content next to Seneca on his living room floor that he did not hear the 
knocking on his door.  When the sound became the doorbell ringing, he abruptly sat up straight. 
So did Seneca.

“Who’s that?” she asked alarmed.
“I don’t know.”
Anton stood up and pulled on his jeans.  He gestured for Seneca to retreat to the bedroom. 

Arriving at the front door, he called, “Yeah, who is it?”
“It’s me big brother, open up.”
Stunned, Anton ran a hand through his hair, looked around the living room for evidence of 

his wild evening with Seneca.  She was standing, dressed in his shirt and shorts, at the door of his 
bedroom.

“It’s my brother Mak,” he told her.
“Are you going to let him in?”  Anton looked at her with despair.  He did not want to let a 

Clark into his apartment at this moment when he had just so intimately connected with the most 
fantastic woman he had ever met in his life.  Letting his brother in would be revealing part of his 
life that he was not ready to discuss.

As much as he had told Seneca, he was not prepared to tell her everything.  His brother Mak 
was his diametrical opposite.  Anton should have despised everything Mak represented.  Yet 
Anton could not deny that part of feeling came from a lingering jealously over the life Mak 
chose to live.  “Anton?”  She walked over to him and took his hand.  “It’s okay.”

He felt her quiet strength in her words, as she looked at him with ready expectation.  He 



turned and opened the door.
Mak bounced into the room as if he had been a coiled spring pressing against the door.  But 

the moment he saw Seneca, he stopped short.
“Wow!”  Anton caught his brother giving Seneca a rapid head-to-toe assessment.  Mak 

turned and faced Anton, grinning.  “Wow!  Ahh big brother, did you know there’s a gorgeous 
woman in your apartment?”

“I’m well aware,” Anton snarled as he moved to stand next to Seneca.  “Dr. Seneca Landon, 
this is my brother Mak Clark.”

Mak reached out his hand.  “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Seneca said, shaking his hand.
“The pleasure is definitely mine.”  Seneca could not help but smile.  Mak looked like the 

off-wild version of Anton.  He had jet-black tightly curled hair falling in all directions over a 
cute, round face with a permanently impish grin.  Like his older brother, he was tall, slim and 
definitely built solid.  Mak turned back to Anton.  “Well, well, big brother I would never have 
come over if I knew you were…entertaining.”  He turned back to Seneca.  “But there are never 
any women here, so I was playing the odds.”

“What do you want, Mak?”  Mak was still staring and grinning at Seneca.  “Mak!  What do 
you want?”

“Oh, sure.”  He turned back to Anton.  “A private word if you don’t mind.”
Anton hesitated before turning to Seneca.  “Do you mind?” he gently asked.  The last thing 

he wanted to do was have Seneca leave the room to appease Mak.  But he also did not want her 
to hear whatever nonsense his brother was delivering this evening.

Seneca took his cue.  “Okay sure, I’ll go call Kitter to update him on where I am.”  She 
exited into the bedroom.

Anton moved into the kitchen and started cooking again.
“That’s a super hot woman.  Where in the world did you meet a doctor who’s that hot?”
“Never mind.  What do you want?”
“Isn’t she completely out of your league?”
“What do you want, Mak?”
“C’mon just tell me how you met, maybe I can try the same thing.”  Anton stared at him. 

He could not imagine the triumph Mak would experience if he knew his law-abiding brother had 
crossed the line with a crime victim, and fallen for someone he was supposed to be protecting.

“What do you want?”
“Okay, okay, I actually came here to take you out and have some fun.  But now I see you are 

occupied.”
“You came over to hang out with me?”
“Yeah sure why not, big brother?  It’s been a while.”
“It’s been about fifteen years.” 
“Who’s counting?”
“What do you really want?  You need money or something?”
“No, I don’t need money.  I told you when I came back that I can live off my savings for a 

while.  Stop asking me if I need money.”
“Well Mak, you’ve been back a couple of weeks and haven’t even started to look for a job. 

So you know I’m a little wary of your intentions.”
“I’ll get a job, whatever.  Can’t a guy relax for five minutes before settling down?  Or does 

everyone have to be Mr. Perfect like you?”
“I’m not, Mr. Perfect.”



“Oh yeah, you’re trying to be so perfect you pretend not to be perfect?”
Anton turned to face him, his fists balled.  “Okay Mak, you came over to see if I wanted to 

go out.  I don’t.  You can leave now.”
He turned when the door to his bedroom opened.  Tentatively, Seneca stepped out.  “Do you 

boys need more time?”
Anton knew she was rescuing him from an unpleasant encounter and he could not be more 

grateful.  At the same time, he felt annoyed that she had been put in that position.  They should 
be in bed enjoying the newfound connection they had just beautifully made, not battling with his 
wayward brother.  “No, it’s okay, Mak was just leaving.”

Seneca crossed over to where Anton was standing.
“Thought I’d get my brother to hang out with me tonight,” Mak said to her.  “But he 

obviously has better options.”
Seneca reached for Anton’s arm, and smiled.
Mak hesitated.  Anton could tell he wanted to stay and learn more about this new 

relationship.  But the longer he stayed the more Anton realized Mak might put two-and-two 
together and figure out that Seneca is the crime victim he is protecting.

“Good night, Mak.”
Mak turned to face Anton, surprised by the abruptness of his dismissal.  “Okay, yeah sure. 

Dr. Landon, great to meet you.”  He walked forward and took her hand again.
“Seneca please, and it was great to meet you too.”
Mak grinned at her, but dropped the look when he saw Anton glaring at him.  “See you later, 

big brother.”
He turned and walked out the door, waving to them both.
“Are you all right?”  Seneca moved into Anton’s arms and was gently stroking his hair.
“Yeah sure.”
“You seem tense now.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Don’t apologize.  You two don’t really get along, do you?”
“No, like I told you he got to run off and see the world, and I stayed here and kept everyone 

going.”
She stroked his chin.  “I’m sorry it’s been so difficult for you.  But if it’s any consolation, I 

think your experience has made you the most courageous, reliable, and beautiful man I have ever 
known.”

His heart expanded on every word, grinning, he kissed her hand.  “Thank you, Duchess.” 
Holding her hand, he walked her over to the couch.  “Did you tell Kitter what’s going on?”

“Yes.”
“Had he already heard about the break-in?”
“Yes unfortunately, and of course he wanted to know where I was.”
“What did you say?”
“I said I was here with you.”
Anton raised his eyebrows.  “Do you think he suspects anything?”
“No.  Remember we are not going to let that stop us.  I promise I will not let them hurt you 

for wanting to be with me.”  Anton leaned back into the couch.  He was tired of the discussion 
and everything the debate implied.  She sensed his fatigue and lay down into the crux of his arm. 

“I’ll always be here for you, Anton.  For whatever you need, with your family or your job. 
You have me.”



He pulled her closer, her words tearing into his heart.  No one had ever reached him before. 
No one had cared.  No one had listened.  He had been forced to grow up through all of life’s 
passages by himself and never complain.  Now he had someone who was willing to share the 
joys and foibles of life with him.  He wanted to cry, but instead he kissed her.  “You have me 
too, for whatever you need.”

“You are not alone.  You do not have to be the one who is always giving and taking care of 
everyone.  I’m here.  We do this together from now on.”

“I’ve always done everything on my own,” he whispered.
“I know.  You’re incredibly brave and strong.  Everyone relies on you, including me.  But 

I’m strong too, and whatever you need to share I will take.”
He was running his hands along her back feeling the softness he was coming to depend on. 

“A woman like you shouldn’t be burdened with a guy like me.  I’ve got too much baggage.”
“We’ve talked about this, I have baggage too.”
“You got way out of yours.  Way ahead of me.  You don’t need to be moving backwards.”
“I’m not moving backwards.”  She turned to look into his eyes, taking his face in her hands. 

“I’m stepping forward into the strong beautiful arms of the man I love.  A man I can rely on and 
share my life with.  I’m so happy I found you.  I’m so happy we’re together.  I cannot imagine 
any other way forward except with you.”

“Your life, with your work and friends, and the way you’ve become at home here so 
quickly.  You don’t need me.”

“I want you, in every part of the life I lead.  Everything I have done to get where I am was 
aimed at being a certain kind of person, not like my parents, but independent and…advancing.  I 
achieved it.  But there’s more to life.  There’s you and everything you represent to me.  I want 
that too.”

“Everything?”
“Yes.”
Anton looked at her.  He could feel the love emanating from her.  He was giving back with 

equal measure.  Every question in his mind was fading behind the pounding desire they had for 
one another.  Little was left to say.  She knew who he was, his darkest secrets about how he 
really felt about his family, and he knew the place of vulnerability she was coming from.  He 
gave her the whole story for one reason and one reason only.  He would not be repeating the 
details to anyone else.

“I love you,” he said with permanence and finality.  “I’ve loved you from the beginning and 
I will love you always.”  Anton threw his heart into Seneca’s hands and professed all the passion 
which came with his surrender.  “I will make sure I am always the man you think I am at this 
moment.  I will never let you down.  I will always be with you.”

Tears were streaming down Seneca’s face.  Lowering his head, Anton started to wipe them 
away with his fingers, then with his mouth.  When their lips met, he felt the love pouring through 
the electricity jolts which he was coming to love as much as the woman who generated them.

“I love you.”
“I love you.”
He looked at her, running his hand along her cheek and chin.  “We still have a few things to 

figure out.”
She grimaced.  “I meant it when I said I don’t want anyone else protecting me.”
“I know, but I have to come clean.  I can’t pretend I’m an indifferent officer on your case.”
“What does that mean?”



“Somebody else will be assigned to watch you.”
She frowned.  “I said ‘no way,’ Anton.”
“Let me handle it.  I’ll make sure I’m in charge of the details.  I promise.”
She looked unhappy but acquiesced.  “All right.”
He hugged her.  “I’ll talk to Captain Jarvis.  But whoever is assigned to you will definitely 

not be sleeping at your place.”  She grinned.  “But we can probably make arrangements to have 
someone on full-time during the day who can keep an eye out while we hunt this guy down.”

“All right whatever you think is best, as long as you’re running the investigation.”
“We can deal with it all tomorrow.  But you must be tired, maybe we should get some 

sleep.”
“Sleep?”
“Or are you hungry?  I still haven’t fed you.”
She laughed.  “That’s true.”
He ran his hands over her shoulders.  “Well, I was going to suggest something else, but you 

do need sleep and food.  You always have such busy work days.”
She kissed him.  “I’ll be fine.  We are still celebrating and I really do not want this night to 

end.”

Chapter 31

Seneca found her way around Anton’s kitchen, making coffee and scrambling eggs before he 
emerged from the bedroom.

“What are you doing?” he asked with a satisfied grin.
She looked up at his half-naked body standing in the doorway.  Her body tingled at the sight 

of him, and still felt the press of his hands on her skin.  “I’m making you breakfast.”
“Oh c’mon Duchess, you don’t have to do that, especially in my place.”
“I want to.”
His phone buzzed.  He looked down and grimaced.
“The real world wants to speak to us?” she asked.
“I’m afraid so.”
Anton picked up the phone.  “Good morning, Captain Jarvis.”  Seneca watched him 

anxiously as he walked towards his balcony.  “Yes sir, she’s fine.  Yes she called Kitter last 
night.”  Anton looked up at her puzzled.  “Yes, we’ll be in shortly.”  He disconnected.

“What’s the matter?”
“What did you say to Kitter last night?”
“Only that I was staying with you.”
“He must have taken that the wrong way.”
“Oh no, why?”
“Captain says he wants to know what’s going on.”
“But that’s ridiculous.”
“I’ll tell him everything when we get to the station.”
“Oh Anton, no.”  Seneca walked over to him and put her arms around his waist.  “What are 

you going to say?”
“I’m going to say I need to work the evidence of your case.  I need to catch this guy.”
“But…”
“But I’m not going to watch you.”



Her face fell.  “Please, stay with me.”
“I’ll be with you, I promise.  I’ll be with you every night.  But like I told you, I won’t be the 

full-time guy.”
Tears swelled in her eyes.
“Oh no, don’t do that.  You’re killing me.  Don’t cry.”
She turned away from him.  “It’s just that I feel safer with you.  I want you with me.”
“I’m not going anywhere.  We’ll only be apart during the work day.”
“That’s too long.  Anything could happen.  I would feel so much better if I knew you were 

with me.”
“I need to work on the details of the case.  I’ve hardly done any police work and we’ve got 

to catch this guy.”
“Can’t you do both?  While I’m with my patients, I can set you up with an office at the 

hospital.”
Anton sighed.  “Okay look.  I’ll ask about staying with you, but I have to be prepared to 

hand over the job.  Captain Jarvis is a fair guy, but he has his limits.  Stop crying and I’ll see 
what the Captain says.”

“Let me go with you when you speak to him.”
“Oh I don’t think that’s such a great idea.”
“Why not?”
“I can handle it myself.”
“Anton sweetheart, aren’t we beyond you doing everything by yourself.”
He looked at her with gratitude and relief.  “Yes we are.  But it’s still something I’ll have to 

get used to.”
“Get used to it quickly.  I’m here and I will always be supporting you.”
He stepped forward.  “I know, Duchess.  I love you.”
“I love you too.  Now let’s go together and fix this mess with your Captain.”

*
Police headquarters was bustling with activity when Seneca and Anton walked in.  He asked 

immediately to see Captain Jarvis.  When they entered the office, Seneca immediately noted the 
Captain was not thrilled to see her.

“We would like you to view the surveillance tapes from your apartment, Dr. Landon.”
“Yes of course.”
“Can you do that now?”
“Yes, but after we speak with you if you don’t mind.”
“Speak with me?  About what?”  Anton stepped forward, and Seneca moved with him, 

grasping his hand.  Jim looked at their hands and back up at Anton with raised eyebrows. 
“What’s going on?”

“Captain, Dr. Landon…Seneca.  Seneca and I are seeing each other.”
Jim took a step back, hands on his hips.  “You’re seeing each other?”
“Yes sir.”
“Since when?”
“Well it’s hard to say exactly, at least the last couple of days.”
Jim looked from one to the next.  Seneca held Anton’s hand tighter.  “Dr. Landon, would 

you please step out?”
“Captain Jarvis, I would prefer to stay.”  Seneca stood closer to Anton.  “I want you to know 

that Sergeant Clark has never been inappropriate with me in any way.  He’s an outstanding 



officer and I feel very safe with him.”
“I’m sorry Dr. Landon, but we’ve got police protocol to follow.  While you’ve been with 

Sergeant Clark you’ve had a package thrown at you and someone has broken into your place.”
“That’s not his fault.”
“A minute ago, I would have agreed with you.  Now I’m not so sure.”  He turned to Anton. 

“You realize what you’ve done.”
“Yes I do,” Anton gravely responded.
“What’s he done?”
“He’s compromised the investigation by creating a conflict of interest.”
“Captain Jarvis, it’s really not that serious.  He’s never been derelict in his duties.”
“Dr. Landon, thank you.  We’ll take your statement into consideration.  But Sergeant Clark 

has violated our policies and he will have to face the consequences.”
Seneca gasped.
“It’s okay,” Anton said.  “I know I have to face the consequences.  But I’m asking you to at 

least let me work the evidence in Seneca’s case.  I have more knowledge of the details than 
anyone else and I can find this guy.”

Jim folded his arms across his chest and sighed.  “Really Anton?  You want me to put you in 
charge of a case involving your admitted girlfriend?”

“I know it’s not protocol but—”
“But nothing.  What happens when we catch the guy?  Everything you have done will be 

under triple scrutiny.  That’s not how we do the job, Anton.”
“Yes I’m aware of that but—”
“You’re off the investigation.  You can advise the team going forward.  But you are not lead 

on this case.  We’ll assign other officers to Dr. Landon’s protection.”
“Captain Jarvis, no please,” Seneca pleaded.  “Please try and understand.”
“Thank you Dr. Landon, but in this department we deal with these types of issues as they 

should be handled.  I’m sorry, but there’s no other option.”
Seneca moved to protest, but Anton put his hand up.  “I understand.”
“Tell Jarvis you’re handing everything from the investigation over to him.”
“No,” Seneca cried.  Anton could only comfort her with his hand on her back.  “Captain 

Jarvis, please reconsider.”
“I’m sorry Dr. Landon.  I really am.  Sergeant Clark could have handled this very 

differently.”
Tears welled up in Seneca’s eyes.  Anton looked down at the floor.
“Clark, sit.”  Jim pointed to a chair.  “Dr. Landon, I’m going to take you to view the 

surveillance tapes.  Is that all right?”
Through her sniffles, Seneca looked at Anton who only nodded.  Jim moved around his desk 

and opened the office door, gesturing for Seneca to follow him.  Instead, she turned to squeeze 
Anton’s arm, then abruptly bent down and kissed him on the lips, just as Kitter Fraser arrived to 
stand in Jim’s open office door.

“What’s going on?” Kitter demanded.
Seneca jumped away from Anton as if she were a schoolgirl caught with a banned boy.  But 

she unconsciously held on to his hand, which Kitter focused on with rising fury.
Anton turned to face him.  “I’ll explain.  I apologize Kitter but we were just telling Captain 

Jarvis that Seneca and I are now involved.”
“Involved?”



“Yes.  Look I’m sure you’re upset with me but I never compromised her safety.”
“What are you talking about?”  Kitter’s eyes were wide as he puffed with anger.  “You were 

supposed to be guarding her.  How did you get involved?”
“Kitter please,” Seneca said walking towards him and putting her hands on his arm.  Jim 

discreetly shut the door behind them.  “I’m sorry this is such a surprise, but Anton and I are in 
love and we are all going to have to adjust.”

“In love?  No, no Seneca, Anton is completely out of line here.”
Seneca opened her mouth to speak but once again Anton held up his hand.  “Kitter, I know 

you think I crossed a line.  But I love Seneca.  I have guarded her all this time and I will continue 
to guard her with my life.  We are really serious about each other.  Maybe we did not meet under 
the correct circumstances, but it doesn’t matter because we are going to be together from now 
on.”

“This is outrageous.  You’re a police officer assigned to protect her.”
“I understand, and I’ve always protected her.”
“Kitter, please don’t be upset,” Seneca intervened.  “I know you care about me so believe 

me when I tell you, Anton is the best thing that has ever happened to me.”
Stunned, Kitter looked from Seneca to Anton and back again.
“We are together now.  This is our decision.  I need you two to stop being angry at Anton 

and help him solve my case, please.”
“I’m furious,” Kitter said.  “I don’t think this is right.  Is it Jim?”  He turned to Jim who 

half-heartedly shook his head.  Kitter turned to Seneca.  “You are in a very vulnerable situation. 
He’s taken advantage of you.”

“I’m fine.  He has not taken advantage of me.  We are adults who have fallen in love.  Please 
try to understand and let’s move on.  I would really like to know how this investigation is going 
to work going forward.”

Kitter looked like he had more to say but Jim intervened.  “I’m not thrilled with this 
situation either, but we do have an ongoing investigation.  I’ll take you to look at the surveillance 
tapes.  Kitter maybe you would like to accompany Seneca.  Anton and I will focus on how the 
investigation will work going forward.”

“For the record, I want things to keep going as they have been going,” Seneca said.
“Your request is noted.”
She turned and looked at Anton.  “I’ll see you later.”  She stood closer to kiss him, leaving 

both witnesses embarrassed and annoyed.  Jim opened the door again, and the three walked out 
to the viewing room.

Chapter 32

Seneca stared at the video screens, wanting to be sure.  Three times, she asked the officer to 
rewind to view again the image of a man in dark jeans and a dark hoodie using a key override 
device to enter her apartment and racing through while the alarm sounded behind him.  He was 
clearly not expecting the alarm to be on, but he still could not resist the pull of entering her place. 
The camera showed him going to her bedroom, but when he emerged on screen again there was 
no sign of an object he may have taken.

“What do you think, Dr. Landon?”  Sergeant Marcus Jarvis asked.  “Do you know that 
guy?”

“I have an idea.”



“Who is he?”
“I want to be sure.”
“Anyone you name will be questioned.  That’s all.”
“But I don’t want to name anyone innocent.”
“Seneca,” Kitter intervened.  “You have to tell us who you think he is.  Your life could be in 

danger.  We understand you do not want to incriminate anyone.  But you have to tell us.  Give us 
your best guess.”

Seneca closed her eyes.  “With his height and shape and body movements, this person 
reminds me of a man named Hale Lomond.”

“Who is he?”
“He comes into the Recovery Center.  I’ve tried to send him for treatment, but he refuses. 

The only reason I know his full name is because we have spoken at least three or four times. 
I’ve also seen him around the center even more often than that.  I would say almost every time 
I’ve been there.”

“Did you suspect him before?”
“Yes and no, not really.”  She sighed in frustration.  “Only since you’ve been pressuring me 

to think about everyone I’ve come in contact with.”
“Why didn’t you tell us this before, Dr. Landon?” Marcus asked.
“I gave you all the information I was sure about.  I couldn’t give you names of other people 

where there was no evidence.”
Marcus nodded.  “I’ll be right back.”
“What are you going to do?”  
“Inform Captain Jarvis.”
“I want to go with you when you do that.  I want to make sure this is handled correctly.”
“We’ll handle it correctly.  Let’s go.”
They walked out of the viewing room and back to Captain Jarvis’s office.  Anton was still 

with him, looking downtrodden, but not defeated, at what must have been a severe reprimand. 
Concerned, Seneca moved towards him and he discreetly put his arm around her waist.

“What happened?” Captain Jarvis asked.
“Sir, Dr. Landon believes she has identified the perp as one Hale Lomond,” Marcus said. 

“He has been known to appear at the Recovery Center.”
“All right.  Dr. Landon, do you have a photo of this guy?”
“No, I’ve only spoken to him a few times at the Center.”
“Do you think you could describe him to a sketch artist?”
“Yes, I’ll try.”
“Okay we’ll have you sit with one next.  Maybe we will finally catch a break in this case.”
Seneca spent an hour with the sketch artist, trying to remember every detail about Hale 

Lomond.  She also had the police contact other counselors and volunteers at the Recovery Center 
to see if they could add to the picture.  When the sketch was done, the police circulated the 
image internally.

She saw Anton hovering nearby, working at the board, which contained all of the 
information they had gathered on the case.  When he glanced at her, which was often, she would 
sense his look, and smile.  His return smile made her want to get them both out of the police 
station as fast as possible and back into his bed.  Or hers.

But she waited until the sketch was complete, the questions were answered, and there was 
no more information she could offer.  Her only other request to the police was if they found 



Hale, they should refrain from cornering and frightening him.
“I really don’t think he’s dangerous,” she told Jim.  “But he could be, if the police intimidate 

him.”
“I understand, Dr. Landon,” Jim said.  “But our actions depend on the situation.  I cannot 

make any promises about how this will turn out.”
“Then please call me if you catch him.  I would like to speak to him.”
“We can only let you speak to him if it is relevant to the case, and aids in our investigation.”
“All right, I understand.”
He flashed her a conspiratorial look.  “We’ll call you.”
“Thank you.”
She walked towards Anton.  “Are you going back to your office?” he asked.
“Yes I have patients to see this afternoon.”
Anton had a pained look on his face.  “Sorry, but Prescott is going to be the guy watching 

you from now on.”
Ignoring his statement, she pulled him away from the other officers.  “Darling,” she 

whispered.  “Can you get away?”
Anton furtively looked around as a smile crept onto his lips.  “Sure, right now?”
“Not for that.”  He looked disappointed.  “At least not right now.  I want to go and look for 

Hale.”
“Whoa Duchess.  Don’t you think we’re in enough trouble?”
“I want to see if I can find him.”
“While the police are looking for him too?”
“I think I should talk to him first, not the police.”
“That’s not a good idea.”
“Why not?  I want to find out why he broke in and why he’s angry with me.  I don’t want 

the police to just hunt him down and…and maybe, hurt him.”
“I know but,” he looked around the station, “if we go look for him, we’re not exactly 

following orders.”
“One more time.  When we find Hale this will all be over and they cannot be mad at us 

anymore.  Will you come with me?”
“If I don’t…”
“I’m going anyway.”
“Well I sure as hell am not letting you go by yourself.”
“Are you sure?”
“Of course, I’m positive.  I’ll make an excuse and meet you in the waiting room.  Don’t let 

anyone see you leaving unescorted.”
“Thank you, sweetheart.”
“Anything for you, Duchess.”

Chapter 33

Anton kept his eyes wide-open as he drove with Seneca through the seediest part of Ravencross. 
Eastside had never officially been a residential area.  The waterfront was lined with warehouses 
and factories.  Directly to the south was the railway depot surrounded by empty land.  Because 
the railway tracks created a forbidding barrier in the southern part of the area, few people wanted 
to live nearby.  Thousands of workers had once poured in to work, but almost all literally crossed 



the rivers to return home in the evening.
Mostly transients, and the homeless, called Eastside home, especially in the empty 

warehouse and factory buildings.  Seneca was certain they could find Hale among this crowd, 
but Anton had his doubts from the moment they arrived.

An array of once productive men lined the streets near the Salvation Army mission.  Seneca 
stared at their walk, mannerisms, and clothing to see if she could find Hale among the mix. 
Anton had Hale’s picture from the sketch lying beside him on the armrest.  He had studied the 
face enough to know that he could spot those features if he saw them on the street.

“We should think about leaving before it gets too dark,” he warned Seneca.
“Just a little while longer.  I know he’s here somewhere.”
Anton obediently continued driving.  “Over there.”  Seneca pointed in the direction of a 

dried dirt field where a group of men were playing soccer with a torn ball.  “He loves to watch 
sports.  He could be in that crowd.”

Anton saw the spectators sitting peacefully viewing the game.  But when they saw his 
telltale police sedan, their movements become jittery.

“I’m spooking them.”
“Let me out so they see it’s me.”
“No way.”
“Anton, a lot of these men know who I am.  They won’t hurt me.”
“There is no way you know all of these guys.  It only takes one to get suddenly pissed off 

and come after you.”
“Okay then park here and we’ll walk the rest of the way.”
Anton grimaced but obeyed.  He stopped the car on the edge of the trash-covered street. 

Then got out quickly to protect Seneca as she exited the passenger side.
Together, they walked towards the game where some of the spectators had already 

disappeared, and others watched them carefully.
Off to one side, Anton noted a slim man walking away, his back to the fence so he could 

keep an eye on them.
“Over there, is that him?”
Seneca looked in the direction Anton was pointing.  “Yes, yes I think so.”
“He’s gonna run.”
A minute later, with both Seneca and Anton staring at him.  Hale jumped and started 

running.
“Damn!”  Anton grabbed Seneca’s hand and went after him.
“Hale!” Seneca cried.  “Hale!  Stop!  I just want to speak to you.”

*
Seneca always assumed she was in good physical shape, but Anton was clearly a formidable 

sprinter.  Even though he adjusted his speed to avoid letting go of her hand, she had a hard time 
keeping up with his pace.  Despite her bravado and daring, she would not have wanted to chase 
Hale on her own.  He was leading them through the empty quarters of forgotten Eastside haunts, 
down alleys no one routinely entered.  Even the police did not bother with Eastside’s contained 
crime.  The area was full of drug dealers and users, prostitutes and their customers, and hundreds 
of illegal traders in banned contraband.  This was where a teenager could buy a gun and nobody 
asked for identification.

Seneca tried to avoid looking in either direction, as she held tighter to Anton’s hand.  A 
minute later, she realized Hale must have taken a wrong turn.  They stood facing a brick wall. 



He had stopped in front of them.
But when he turned around, he was brandishing a metal pipe.  Instinctively, Anton dropped 

Seneca’s hand, grabbed his gun and used his other hand to move her whole body behind him. 
She struggled to come in front of him, but Anton pushed her back.

“Let me talk to him.”
“No way!”
“He won’t hurt me.”
“No!”
“Dr. Seneca!”  They both turned to look at Hale.  “Dr. Seneca, are you mad at me?”  The 

voice was pleading for compassion.
“No.”  She tried again to move around Anton, but he held her firm.  “No Hale, we just want 

to talk to you.”
“Why?”
“We want to ask you a few questions.  Can you put the pipe down please?”
“That guy has a gun.”  He pointed to Anton.  “If I put the pipe down, he’ll shoot me.”
She turned to Anton.  “No way,” he said without hearing her question.
“Please.  He won’t hurt me.  He’s had plenty of opportunity and did not do anything. 

Whatever he was trying to do, he did not plan to hurt me.  Put the gun down.”
“If you think I’m—”
“Anton.”  She twisted inside his arm to take his face into her hands.  “I’m okay.  Nothing 

will happen.  Trust my judgment, please.”
Anton stared into her eyes, and took a deep breath.  “If anything happens—”
“Nothing will happen.”
“Dr. Seneca!” Hale shouted.  “Is that guy going to shoot me?”
“Put the gun down, sweetheart please.”
Anton tightened his grip on her waist and lowered the gun.  He kept his eyes on Hale.
“Okay Hale, put the pipe down now please.”  Hale looked at them, hesitating.  She felt 

Anton raising his gun again.  “Hale, put the pipe down!”
Shaking, Hale dropped the pipe.  She wriggled out of Anton’s grip and began walking 

towards Hale.  Anton kept one hand on her back.  She could see the other still gripping the gun 
he held behind his back.

Arriving a foot away from Hale, she stopped.  “Hale, please tell me the truth.  Have you 
been sending me messages?”

Hale looked down and kicked at the dirt.  “Why are you asking?”
“Someone has been trying to scare me.”
“Who would do that?”
“I don’t know.”
Hale looked over her head.  
“Hale, were you at my apartment over the weekend?”
“Why are you asking?”
“Hale, there are surveillance cameras at my apartment building.  Do you know what those 

are?  The cameras take pictures of everyone coming and going.  I’m asking because I want to 
know if I saw you on the video.”

Hale released a sob.  “I didn’t do anything.”
“Why were you there?”
“I just wanted…just wanted to see your place.”



“Why?”
“I don’t know.”
“Hale, have you been sending me messages?”
“Nothing bad.”
“You said I ‘lied’ and had to ‘pay for something’ what is it?  What do you think I did 

wrong?”
He let out another sob.  “I…you didn’t want to talk to me.”
“Talk to you about what?”
“About…about her.”
“Who?”
“Daisy.”  Hale’s tears came stronger.
“Daisy?”  Seneca was pensive.  Anton looked at her with concern.  “Daisy, she’s a young 

lady who came into the center.”
“Yeah.”
“What happened?”
“She talked to you.”
“Okay.”
“But…but…”  Hale began bawling.  “She…she…she died.”
Seneca’s eyes opened wider.  As she leaned back into Anton, his arm automatically came 

around her waist.
“How did she die?”
“She was sad.  I tried to make her laugh, but she was sad.”
“What happened?”
“She took pills.”
Seneca was alarmed.  “Pills, I prescribed?”
Hale looked up.  “No, you don’t give pills at the center.  You said you don’t do that.”
“That’s right.  I don’t.  Where did she get the pills?”
“Some other doctor.”
“What doctor?”
“A doctor guy in the streets.”
“What guy?”
Hale shrugged.  “I don’t know.  He just comes around and says he can get you pills if you 

can pay.”
Seneca looked at Anton then back at Hale.  “Do you know where this guy is now?”
“No.”
“Hale, I’m so sorry about Daisy.”
He started crying again.  “How come you didn’t save her?”
Seneca moved forward and put a hand on his arm.  “I don’t know.  Maybe we just did not 

get enough time to talk.”
Hale looked at her.  “She said she liked talking to you.”
“I wish she had come back to speak to me some more.”
He sniffed and wiped his nose on his sleeve.  “Me too.”
She looked at Anton.  “Hale, do you think you could come with us and tell the police what 

this doctor on the street looks like.”
He stiffened.  “I don’t know.  What about the other stuff?”
“We’ll have to talk about that too.  You broke into my apartment.”



“Yeah but…but that was easy.  You should get better locks.”
“Okay, I will.  But can you help us find this doctor before he hurts someone else the way he 

hurt Daisy?”
Hale looked down again.  “But you’re going to have the police lock me up.”
“We’ll talk about what we can do for you.”
He looked at Anton.  “Is he police?”
“Yes.”
“Is he with you?”
“Yes.  You can trust him.”
Hale looked at her in defeat.  “I’m sorry if I scared you and stuff.  But I’m real sad about 

Daisy.”
“I’m sad about Daisy too.  But if you help us catch this street doctor maybe we can at least 

get some justice for her, okay.”
Hale dropped his shoulders.  “Dr. Seneca, please don’t let them put me in jail.  I didn’t hurt 

you or anybody.”
“I’ll do my best to help you, Hale.”
Hale looked at her and stepped forward.  Anton nearly jumped between them, but Seneca 

held him back.  She motioned for Hale to walk ahead of them, and took Anton’s hand.  
“I need to cuff him,” Anton said to her.
“Not right now.”
“He’s not getting in the car with free hands.”
“Okay.”
As they approached Anton’s car, Hale allowed himself to be handcuffed without protest. 

Seneca stood watching, almost in disbelief that the ordeal was over.  Hale blamed her for not 
helping his friend, but in the end he was lashing out in despair not out of violence.  She would 
make sure the prosecutor understood the difference in potential behavior.  Hale deserved a 
chance to avoid jail if possible.  But he would have to be made to understand that what he did 
was wrong.

Anton looked ready to lock Hale up and throw away the key.  As he finished putting his 
prisoner in the back seat of the car, Seneca took his hand.

“Thank you for being here with me to get to the end of this.”
“Are you kidding?  I would never be anywhere else.”
“This is over, and we should avoid prolonging it.”
“That guy’s not walking.  Sorry Duchess, but no way.”
“Let’s work something out for him.”
“I know you’ve got a soft heart, but I’m not letting him walk.”
Seneca smiled.  She was galvanized by Anton’s defense of her, his love and commitment to 

protect her.  His instinct was to not let a man who threatened her life get a free pass regardless of 
the circumstances.  He could see she knew how to manage a volatile situation, and she loved him 
for his desire to guard her life.  But she was also a pragmatist who appreciated the subtleties of 
human emotions and the mind.

 She kissed him and squeezed his arm, “Okay we’ll see.”

Chapter 34

Anton’s smile did not fade as the return to the Fraser cottage loomed ahead.  Seneca sat next to 



him in the car, chatting on the phone with Ed Fraser, the family’s patriarch who was also Chief 
of Staff at University Hospital. They were working out details for a plan to put the Recovery 
Center under more formal control through the Hospital, and allow the people who visited there to 
get care as patients.

“Thanks so much, Ed.  This could never have been done without your support.”
He could hear the platitudes being thrown back at Seneca.  
“Yes, we’re almost at the cottage now.  This is fast becoming our favorite place to get 

away.”
Anton grinned at the thought of what he had done the last time they were here. 
“Yes we’ll see you up here later this weekend.”
She disconnected.
“So you’ve saved everyone?” Anton asked with a hint of pride.
“Only doing my tiny little part.”
“Hardly tiny.  You’re going to end up getting dozens of people off the streets.”
“I hope so.”
“Including Hale Lomond.”
“You don’t like that part very much.”
“Three months is something, but not enough.  Two years probation will only work if he 

keeps his nose clean.”
“I think he will.  He’s not a bad person.  He just cracked when Daisy overdosed.”
“Well his help in catching Dr. Doom was valuable, I’ll give him that.”  Hale’s description of 

the street doctor and his known circuit through Eastside led the police right to him.  The man was 
not a doctor in any form.  He had stolen scrubs from the hospital and was selling illegal synthetic 
opioids to desperate people in the streets.  His capture was even more prominent than Hale’s, and 
distracted the police from Seneca’s case long enough for her to convince Kitter to get Hale a 
deal.

“I think he’ll come out all right.”
“Thanks to you he will.  You’re an amazing woman.  And I’m the luckiest guy in the world 

to be in love with you, and have you love me back.”
She grinned and reached up to kiss him.  
“Hey, wait, wait we’re almost there.”
“I can’t wait.”
He laughed.  “As soon as we get there I promise.”
But Anton’s promise was broken by a waiting Kalla who was practically standing in the 

cottage driveway when they arrived.
“Awesome, you’re finally here!” she shouted.  “C’mon over to the big house immediately. 

There’s tons of food.”
“Okay,” Seneca said laughing as she got out of the car and hugged her.  “We’ll be up in a 

minute.”
“No, no right now.  You gotta come now.  Everyone is dying to hear the whole story.  Ohhh 

and I’m loving you too together ‘cause that’s a way better story.  So come up now.”
Seneca laughed again.  Most of the Frasers had been filled in about Hale and Dr. Doom by 

Kitter.  Everyone was distressed to hear about what Seneca had been going through, and 
delighted to learn she and Anton were a couple.

“C’mon, c’mon, c’mon.”
“We’ll just unpack.”



“No, c’mon, like right now I said.”  Kalla grabbed Seneca’s arm.  “C’mon you too Romeo, 
let’s move.”

Anton shook his head in laughter and followed the women along the path to the big house. 
The house was overflowing with Frasers and their friends.  In all his years of knowing the 
family, Anton had never been an insider in their world, but through Seneca he was seeing a 
different side to these pillars of Ravencross society.  Kitter had two brothers and two sisters, all 
but one were married and their various offspring were occupying all corners of the living space. 
Jim Jarvis and his family were also there, as extended Frasers tied, as so many were, through 
Kitter.

Everyone welcomed Anton and Seneca, threw them into chairs and filled their plates from 
an overflowing buffet.

“My dears, I cannot believe the things that go on in this city,” Helen said.  “There was a 
time Eastside was not such a dangerous place.”

“It’s been a disaster for a long time, Mom,” Sophia Fraser, Kitter’s sister-in-law said.  “But 
the city ignores the area as if it’s not there.”

“Drug addicts don’t vote,” Kit added.
“Well we’ll do our part at the Recovery Center,” Seneca chimed in.  “Maybe that will make 

some difference.”
“That will make a lot of difference, dear,” Helen said. 
“Did you ever check for a file on that Daisy girl?” Kit asked.
“Yes I have notes about speaking with her,” Seneca sadly answered.  “I referred her to a 

colleague at University who deals with her type of depression.  But she never made the 
appointment.”

“That’s unfortunate.”
“Yes.  The Center is going to create a new follow-up system.  The people who come in are 

hard to find, so the effort usually ends quickly.  But we’ll make another try.”
“I’m sure you’ll do great.”
Seneca smiled at him and Anton felt no twinge of concern about their friendship.  He knew 

Seneca was truly his and he did not have to worry about the Kit Frasers of the world who had 
pursued her and lost.  He could enjoy her being part of the Fraser world and family, just as he 
was coming to enjoy it also.

*
Pretending to go for a lakeside walk, Seneca pulled Anton away from the Frasers who were 

plying him with conversation, and discreetly led him back towards the path to the cottage.
“Isn’t it rude to leave the party early?” he said, kissing her neck as they walked.
“Fraser weekend parties run for 24 hours.  We can go back later and no one will know we 

left.”
He laughed and pulled her towards him.  “I don’t think we’ll go back later.”
“Me neither.”  She turned in his arms and kissed him, deep and long.
“We better get inside the cottage and close the blinds before we give everyone something 

else to talk about.”
Seneca smiled, pulling his hand as she practically skipped towards their private home.
The minute they entered the cottage, Seneca began undressing Anton as he did the same to 

her.  Their clothes formed a trail from the front door to the bedroom.  Falling onto the bed 
together, they kept their lips pressed close as their bodies reconnected.  Anton’s hands caressed 
her shoulders, down her arms and around her waist, as her legs encircled his.



“You are the most extraordinary woman in the world.”  He breathed heavily into her neck, 
his heart pounding fast against hers.

“You are the most fantastic man in the world.”
“I love you so much.”
“How much?”  He looked down at her grinning up at him. 
“This much…”  He dropped his head down and passionately kissed her with unshaken love 

and resolve.  She arched her body towards him.  He looked up.  “I’ve loved you from the 
moment I saw you in Jarvis’s office.  I never thought I would get a chance with you, ever.  But 
here we are.”

“Yes, here we are.  I suppose I should thank Hale for starting the chain of events that led you 
to me.”

Anton grimaced.  “I would prefer you didn’t have that pest bothering you.  I would have met 
you some other way.”

“That’s true.  Probably through the Frasers…eventually.”
“Eventually would have been too long.”
“Okay the next day.”
“The next minute.”
The heat racing through their bodies surged into their lips as their mouths met again.  He 

kissed her neck, shoulders and dropped his head to her chest, where she grasped his wavy hair in 
her hands.  His face came back up to hers, as his body enveloped her and they lay against each 
other completely connected.

“I love you,” she said into his eyes, reaching through the merging of their bodies to his 
heart.

“I love you,” he echoed as his body sprung against her and his mouth fell onto her lips.
In Ravencross, the true strength of love, beyond the bodies and the words were the souls 

found in the valley of unstoppable rivers where the beating hearts know no boundaries, and the 
original breaths of passion and laughter carry on, forever.



PART THREE:  Real Life: Shania and Hudson

Chapter 35

Shania tried not to shed a tear as the final scene of Seneca and Anton’s consummated love rolled 
in front of her.  She was standing behind Hudson watching his intensity as he reviewed the cut 
and gave directions to the editor.

Forever’s popularity was flying even higher on the fun, tense love between the educated 
psychiatrist and her hardscrabble police sergeant.  EverLife had lit up with alternative storylines 
and comments on online player boards.  The stars, Kurt and Kalia were running from fans that 
wanted to know more about the relationship.

For weeks, Shania, Hudson and the writers had been carving out the next turn.  The road to a 
marriage, which would include an on-screen wedding, with an off-screen major cast party.

But secretly, Shania was jealous of Seneca.  The character had managed to convince the man 
she wanted to throw off his concerns and connect with her in a romantic relationship.  Shania had 
advanced no further with Hudson than an occasional touch as he walked by her, or said good-
night.  Every time she felt his fingers on her, she ached for more.  The stand-off between them 
was not sustainable.  Like Seneca and Anton, the tension had to be broken.

“Okay that’s it, thanks everyone,” Hudson announced as the rest of the crew began to leave.
He stood and looked at Shania, waiting for the room to empty.
Shania glanced over her shoulder to make sure they were alone.  “The storyline is amazing. 

That last scene was beautifully done,” Shania offered as his eyes met hers.
“Yeah those two are electric together.  You can almost feel the heat.”
“Almost.”
He stared at her. 
“It’s been an amazing run.  Can’t wait to see what happens next.”
“Me neither.”
“Do you want to go somewhere and celebrate this initial phase?”
His eyes flashed a hint of excitement.  “Yes I do.”
“Are you sure?”
“Are you?”
“Hudson, I…we are in the middle of an incredible story and success and—”
“What about you?”
“What do you mean?”
“What are you in the middle of?”
“I don’t follow.”
“You’re brilliant, wealthy, successful, beautiful…what are you doing with all your gifts, 

Shania?”
“I…”  She felt her body tremble.  She knew what she was doing.  She went to work every 

day at Forever and sloughed through her tasks.  In the evenings, she looked at scripts, contracts 
and financial statements.  On the weekends, she watched cuts of the show and read trade 



magazines.
That was what she was doing.
“Please don’t be upset with me.  But I can tell, you want more.  I’ve noticed for some time.”
“Noticed?  Me?”
“Yes of course, you.”
“Well then you may have noticed I want…”  She could not say the words, but part of her 

hoped Hudson had already guessed.
Two months earlier, they had re-negotiated his contract and locked him in for a lucrative 

five year deal.  There was no immediate conflict looming in front of them.  He had proven his 
value to Forever and been rewarded on merit.  No one could question he had undue influence 
with her right now, not at this moment.  If Shania wanted to make her play it had to be now.

Hudson moved closer to her.  “You want more?”
“Yes of course.”
His face was above hers, hovering, waiting in delicious anticipation for the next action she 

would dare to take.  Shania closed her eyes.
“Let’s go for a ride.”
Her eyes flew open.  “What?”
Hudson grinned.  She shivered at the mischievous bend in his soft lips.  “I want to take you 

for a ride.”
The innuendo in his voice set her body to alarm.  “Okay.”
He lightly placed his hand on her arm, as they turned around and he led her out to his car.

*
Hudson felt exhilaration whipping through him as he drove his convertible up into the hills 

above Hollywood.  The roads ran off famed Mulholland Drive in cascading veins of asphalt 
running the east-west length of metropolitan Los Angeles from the Pacific Ocean to the Sierra 
Nevada Mountains.  Hudson swung his car around the curves without trepidation.  He saw 
Shania gripping the armrest.

“Do you get carsick?”
“I didn’t think so.”
“Oh sorry.”  He slowed down and she loosened her hold.
“I love driving these roads, testing my car’s capabilities on the twists and turns.”
“I can tell.”
“It’s so beautiful up here.  You forget you’re in a city of millions of people.”
“Yes I agree.”
The hills were singular in their separation from the city’s pulse.  Hiking trails wound into the 

trees, and coyotes and mountain lions vowed for territory.  Humans increasingly encroached on 
hidden spaces, but established creatures managed to hold untamed ground.

Hudson looked at Shania.  She was exactly as he described in the studio.  Beautiful, brilliant, 
accomplished…he wanted her from the moment he walked into her office for his initial first 
interview at Forever.  His heart had skipped a beat, and he had barely found the words to talk 
about his credits and experience as a director.  Every gesture she made electrified him.  But he 
condemned the position he was in.  She was in charge of her mini-empire.  The most 
untouchable woman he had ever known.  The curse of an impossible attainment in a life that was 
turning out so gloriously.

Like Anton, he was forced to work around his ethical concerns, the constraints society and 
his profession imposed on him.  Unlike Anton, his torture lasted for three years.  He danced 



around her, occasionally touching her when he dared, and feeling the joyous tingle of her skin 
beneath his fingers.  He wanted so much more of her skin, so much more fulfilling of a touch.

They often went out for drinks or meals, completely acceptable colleague behavior where 
they could talk about the show and characters, and more recently the Seneca and Anton storyline. 
Those two characters allowed them to play out their own fantasy, as Anton battled to avoid 
crossing the line with Seneca.  They talked about the possibility of resolving his moral dilemma. 
Then they allowed him to overcome it.

Hudson wished he could ask the writers to deliver a similar result for him.
Slowing his car, he turned down a narrow hill road and drove on to the edge of a fenced 

open lot with a view of the valley.
“Wow what a beautiful spot,” Shania exclaimed as they stopped and she got out.  “What a 

view!”  She turned around and looked at him, her face full of girlish glee.
“I’m glad you like it.”
“How did you find it?”
“I was just driving around.”
“It looks like private land though.  We probably shouldn’t hang around too long.”
Hudson grinned.  “Yes, it’s private all right.”  He came and stood behind her.  “I own it.”
Shania spun around and stood directly within Hudson’s embrace.  “You bought this land?”
“Yes, I’m going to build a house.”
Her face flashed a number of emotions from incredulous to delight.
“I could only afford a down payment on the land for now.  I’m going to build it over time.”
“That’s amazing,” she whispered.  He felt her hot breath against his neck and wrenched at 

the thought of pulling her towards him.
After a second, he realized he did not have to think twice.
“It’s okay.”  She stepped closer to him, her breasts against his chest, her hands moving 

towards his face.  “I want you too.”
Stunned, Hudson dropped his mouth onto hers and savored the taste he had been craving for 

three long tortuous years.  Her soft lips melted into his and the heat from her body nearly 
overwhelmed him.  He crushed his mouth against her, slipping his tongue in to reach deeper into 
her.  He had to luxuriate in every second.  This may be his first and only chance.  “I’ve wanted 
you from the first day I saw you.”  He whispered against her cheek breaking the kiss.  “I just 
didn’t know how it would be possible.”

“We’ll make it possible.”
“There are so many issues.”
“Only if we allow them to interfere.  Don’t you read our scripts?  How we feel about each 

other is really what counts.”
“I know how I feel about you.”
“I know how I feel about you too.”
“But we are in the real world, Shania.  We cannot just wish a potential scandal away.”
“There will be no scandal.”
“How can you be so sure?”
“We control our own situation and we can make this work.”
“I want to take you home and…”
“Don’t hesitate.”
“Shania, it’s impossible.  It’s crazy.”
“What are you talking about?  I want you to take me home.  I want to be with you.  It’s not 



impossible.”
“And tomorrow?”
“What tomorrow?  I’m feeling you right now.”  She reached up and grabbed his mouth with 

her own.  Hudson softened at her strength.  She was powerful in her commands, sensual in her 
touch.  He moved his hands across her shoulders, down her arms and around her back, and pulled 
her closer to him.  He felt like pulling her down onto the ground and having her in the dirt 
foundation of his future home.

“I don’t want you to think—” he began.
“I’m not thinking anything.  You should not be either.”
He grinned.  “Well I’m thinking about something.”
She smiled back up at him.  “Okay, yes please, please think about that.”
He pulled her close and buried his head in her long thick hair.  “I’m not good enough for 

you.  I’m just some guy from the prairies.”
“So was my grandfather.”
He grimaced at the thought of an elder male Mahone looking down on them.  
She caught his hesitation.  “I mean to say that kind of a background is hardly going to deter 

me.  It might even turn me on more.”
He laughed.  “I hope so because that’s all I’ve got.”
She took his face in her hands.  “You have so much more.  You’ve got an incredibly sharp 

mind, an ability to see an entire story.  I’ve been in awe with your work.  You’re so dedicated 
and hardworking.  Plus you are unbelievably gorgeous.”

“You’re so beautiful.  I can’t believe you even look at me.”
“I do more than look.”
“Oh yeah.”
“Well in my mind.”
“Really?”  He leaned in to kiss her and hoarsely said,  “I would love to know what you think 

about me in your mind.”
“You can find out right now.”
He instantly shuddered as he pulled her mouth towards his again.  “How about in a couple of 

minutes?”
She looked at him puzzled.  He grabbed her hand and took her to his car.  “I don’t actually 

live in a dirt field.  I do have a proper home.”
“I can’t wait to see it.”

Chapter 36

Shania watched the hillsides pass by on the twisting turning streets as they descended out of the 
elevated areas and into the valley cities.  She was shaking in anticipation.  She wanted this 
moment with Hudson from the day she met him, but now that it had arrived she could only think 
of being close to him.  Of having him see her as she saw him, as the future, not as a mistake.  She 
shook her head.

“What’s wrong?” Hudson anxiously asked.  He was always watching her.
“Nothing, nothing.  I’m so excited.”
“Me too.”
He seemed to drive faster, but Shania cursed Los Angeles’s traffic and the massive sprawl 

that gave the city its beloved and disdained reputation.  Her anticipation was rising with every 



gesture of his hands on the wheels of his car.  Just as she was considering forcing him off the 
road to satisfy her immediately, he pulled into the driveway of a modest bungalow.

Shania was not even sure where they were located.  She assumed Burbank or some other 
suburb near the studio.  Hudson had come around the car, taken her hand and pulled her into a 
kiss.  She felt the pressure of his lips and nearly collapsed onto the ground.  His body was solid 
and strong, but his kiss was gentle in its forcefulness, the tension pushing her to levels of ecstasy 
through just his mouth.

She could stand in his driveway, kissing all night.  She had never felt so secure and safe in a 
man’s arms.  All the men she had been with were questionable hook-ups based on a mere 
attraction with little substance. With Hudson she built a sense of him and his connection to her 
for three long years.  There was no hesitation or regret in her push towards him.  For the first 
time ever, she knew exactly what she wanted in a man.  She wanted Hudson.  He was the 
example she had searched for her whole life.

Abruptly turning around, he walked her to the door.  Unlocking, Hudson stepped aside to let 
her enter.  Shania crossed over his threshold with a sudden trepidation.  The world slowed down 
around her.  Hudson put his hand on her back and directed her into his living room.

“What can I get you?”
She sensed him wanting to prolong their evening.  She looked up at him.  He was staring at 

her in anticipation.  His hand still on her back.  She felt the heat bouncing off his body, the 
tension dissolving between them at last.  “I don’t know.  What do you have?”

“Wine?”
“Okay.”
Hudson turned away and she looked around.  His living room was sparsely furnished, neat, 

organized, with a laptop in the center of a table and scripts on either side.  She could see through 
to his kitchen and down the hall she assumed was his bedroom.  The house had a sense of the 
temporary, but he had set up the spaces to be functional for his needs.  She admired his clean, 
prepared approach to life.  He worked the same way on set, to spectacular results.  He returned 
with a bottle of red and two glasses.  Pouring the wine, he handed one glass to her.  “Welcome to 
my home.”

“Thank you.” 
They both took a sip.  Hudson took her hand and kissed her fingers.  “Are you all right?”
“Yes of course.”
“Do you want to talk?”
“We’ve been talking for three years.”
“Not about this.”
She smiled.  “Don’t say you are changing your mind.”
“Never.”
“Then what is there to talk about?”
“I just want to make sure you are certain.”
“I’m more than certain.”
He pulled her up to standing and kissed her.  Taking the wine glass from her, he placed both 

on the table.  “Okay, so am I.”
*

Slightly pulling away from her kiss, Hudson let Shania take off his shirt.
She reached out to touch him, but he held her hands back.  He was ready for her from the 

moment they walked into his place, but he wanted to take their romance slowly.  His hard 



muscles were clenched in anticipation.  She had breathed deeply when approaching him, a move 
that sent his own breath racing.  He had to keep her hands off his body or he would explode.

Gently moving her hands back down to her sides.  He leaned forward and kissed her lightly, 
brushing his lips against hers.  Then he moved his head to her neck and continued the gentle 
kisses on her shoulder and chest.  He was moving down her arm when she groaned.

“Hudson, I want you now.”
He grinned and ran his tongue from the spot between her breasts up to her lips, and pressed 

his mouth hard against hers again.  She was shaking, and he thought she might collapse.
With a swiftness he did not measure, he picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. 

Laying her down on his bed, he kept his lips on her body and marveled at her continuous 
trembling.

“I don’t know if I can hold on.”
He raised his head and looked at her.  “Don’t hold on.  Let go if you want to.  I want to see 

you taken over just by my little kisses.”
She moaned again and arched her back towards him.  “Baby, I don’t think I’ve ever…ever 

just had kisses make me…”
“Make you what?”
“You know what.”
“Do I?”
“Hudson, please.”
“Baby, we’ve got all night.  And I’m going to use every minute of it.”  She groaned again as 

he dropped his lips back on to her body and began working his mouth down the outside of her 
clothes.

Moaning, she propped her body toward him and moved to grab his hair.  He took her hands 
again and pinned them down over her head as his free hands roamed over her body gently 
squeezing her breasts, and lightly slipping between her legs.  Every gap of air in the room was 
taken by their heat.  His own body was pulsing at her heavy breathing, moaning and twisting 
beneath his grip.  Slightly worried when he forced her hands away from him, he only had to look 
at the surprised delight in her eyes to know he could keep going unimpeded.

As his mouth reached her waist, he used his hand to pull up her shirt, and let her hands free 
to pull it over her head.  As she lay back down he took a moment to view her body.  A lace 
purple bra covered her voluptuous breasts.  After a second, he dropped his head to her chest.  His 
hand was now roaming her waistline, toying with the button on her slacks.  His nose was buried 
in her chest.

“You are so fantastically beautiful.  You smell like flowers.”
“Hmmm.”
“I just want to keep tasting you.”
“Hudson, I can’t last.”
“Let go.”
He steadied his motions over her.  From the hard wheat fields of North Dakota, his life’s 

dream was to come to Hollywood and make his way.  Making love to Shania Mahone should not 
have been an option for a guy like him.  The alluring, wealthy, intelligent heiress was so far 
beyond his reach, he should not even have met her.  But in his bed, below him, he had control 
and the opportunity to drive her to new heights of ecstasy.  He could show her what money did 
not buy, and hopefully she would come back for more.

His mouth returned to her breasts.  With absolute joy, he suckled on the flesh beneath the 



lace and used his teeth to delicately reach her nipples.  As she moved her chest deeper into his 
mouth, he could not resist seeing what he was missing and used his free hand to release the bra. 
This time he let go of her pinned hands, but worked his mouth around the cloth and suckled 
greedily on one breast and then the other.  She was withering now, crying his name and pushing 
even further up into him.

Shania let loose beneath him.  The big-time super producer with the billion-dollar bank 
account was flailing under his mouth and his touch.  He could have predicted she was as fearless 
in bed as she was as an executive.

She would not hold back.
She had never had to in her life.
She would take everything that was coming to her and more.  And he was the one providing 

her pleasure.  This moment had to last.  He could not imagine any other woman enjoying him as 
openly as she did.  He craved every inch of her.  He could not let her go.

“I can’t hold on.”
He was moving his hand and his mouth from one breast to another and sliding his body 

down to lie flat against her.  The bulge in his jeans pressed between her legs and her back arched 
up into him.

“I can’t hold on.”
“Let go, baby.”
He was shaking as much as she was, but was more determined to maintain his self-control. 

He wanted to be the one to pleasure her, to let her experience the euphoria of their connection 
first.  He pressed harder, and she responded as encouraged, by letting go.  He felt the tremor 
smash through her body as she rose up and fell back onto the bed, panting in pleasure.

She smiled at him.  “We still have our clothes on.”
“I guess that was a long time coming.”
“In a manner of speaking.”  They both laughed.
His own body was screaming for release.  A couple minutes later, he was kissing her again 

as his hand moved to her waistline, and this time unzipped her and slid her pants off.  Her panties 
were frilly purple too and the sight almost prompted him to buckle over.  His effort to move 
slowly was painstaking.  He placed his hand between her legs and she shuddered.

“I still won’t be able to hang on.”
“I think you know by now, I don’t want you to.”
“You need to get your pants off.”
“Soon.”
He was kneading between her legs, moving his fingers under the folds of her panties, before 

expertly slipping them off.  He took a deep breath.  He had succeeded in getting her completely 
naked and she lay before him, sweating, panting, rising up to the rhythm of his fingers moving in 
and out of her.  He was mesmerized by her movement and his need to give her more.  This was 
the one thing he could do for her, pleasure her so completely and unforgettably she would stay 
connected to him without regret.

He could see she was getting ready again.  This time she wouldn’t say a word, she would 
just let go.  Her hips were moving against his fingers and he tried to keep up with her desire.  Her 
back arched upward again, her head flat against the pillow as she cried out and shook with 
delight all over his drenched hand.

Hudson was reaching a state of near discomposure.  His own arousal was threatening to 
escape unassisted from his jeans, and his realization of her heightened interest in his pleasures 



had only made her hotter and more desirable by the minute.  He dropped his head to her 
bellybutton and began kissing his way up to her mouth again.  Before the final intimacy, he 
wanted to capture the taste and smell of her fully excited and satisfied body.

At her mouth, she smiled a look of such joy and contentment, Hudson felt he could fall into 
her arms and never let go.  Their mouths met, their tongues collided, the feeling rocked every 
inch of his body.  He was shuddering, sweating, aching to cry out and take her as fast as he 
could.  But the kiss was so deep, intimate, perfect, he wanted to prolong the feeling of being 
inside her mouth a minute longer, before he was inside the rest of her.  The intensity of their 
connection was riling him as they pressed harder into one another.

He slipped his hand between their waists and undid his pants.  He felt her hands on his, 
hurrying him with her urgency.  He was still kissing her, still probing her intensity with his 
tongue as four hands pulled his pants down.  He bent up to help her get the legs off, and hardly 
noticed when she stripped down his briefs and pulled them away.  His erection sprang directly 
into her waiting hands, and it was all he could do to keep from erupting as she stroked him.  He 
had to get her hands away or he would completely lose his self-control.

He kept his erection above her, trailing a line from her heat to her bellybutton and back.  She 
was writhing again, moaning his name.  He put his fingers inside her, and she moved her hips to 
feel him.

“Hudson, I want you now.  Stop teasing me!”
He grinned at the sound of her voice fighting to sound commanding as she weakened under 

her own panting breaths.  He pulled away from her and thought she was going to punch him. 
But she quickly saw he was reaching beside her and moving his hand inside the dresser table 
beside the bed.  He pulled out a condom and she grabbed it out of his hands.  Leaning up to 
deeply kiss him again, she leaned forward to roll the condom over his hardness.  Slowly lying 
back down she stared up at him in anticipation.

He came down on her slowly, her legs automatically opened for him and he entered her with 
ease.  But the second, he was inside his frenzied body took over and thrust with uncontrolled 
need.  They were kissing, clinging, pushing against each other.  Hudson was rolling in joy as 
they rode each other to peak.  He was flying in a world he had never expected to reach.  She was 
responding as if he were the only man she ever wanted.

She opened every door for him, and he took her to unreached heights of pleasure.  They 
were making each other whole.

“I love you,” Shania said as their bodies arched together in a wave of unbridled passion.
Hudson heard the words as painted from a script.  Words from the writer’s heart destined for 

the ears of those who would believe them.  Words he knew took him over the edge in a wave of 
joy he could not calculate and did not know existed.

“I love you too!” he shouted as they rose up together.  “I love you, Shania,” he whispered as 
they broke together into a thousands pieces of splintering jubilation.

Chapter 37

Shania lay still.  Her body alighted from Hudson’s touches as she rested comfortably in his arms. 
Her mind was racing, reeling from the intensity of their love-making.  She was thunderstruck by 
the incredible joy she felt at being connected to a man she was coming to know with such force.

“You must be hungry,” Hudson said looking up at the ceiling.
“I guess.”  She ran her hand over her chest.  She could feel his heart on the other side of her 



fingertips.  The heart he pledged to her.  His touch, his heart, his mouth, all belonged to her and 
she knew without question that his commitment was real.

“Let’s get food into your stomach.”  He stood and put on his jeans.
“You’re very sexy.”
He yanked back the sheet.  “So are you.”
She leaned back and put her arms over her head.  “Are you sure you want to go to the 

kitchen?”
He groaned, and held out his hands.  “You need to eat.”
She took his hands and stood.  Looking at the floor, she picked up his shirt and wrapped it 

around her body.
He smiled, and she nearly pulled him back down to the bed.  Instead he opened his arms and 

she stepped into them as they walked towards the kitchen.
Her steps were light, ecstatic, almost floating across the floor.  She wanted Hudson again, 

almost instantly, but at the same time she felt content just being in his presence.  She be would 
happy to hang with him in any situation, in his kitchen, living room, at the studio…her fantasies 
began to envelope her and she tried to focus on Hudson’s words.

“I’m pretty sure I’ve got some salmon I can quickly heat up, maybe some rice and greens.”
“Sounds wonderful.”
He reached the frying pan, poured in a dose of olive oil, and tossed the salmon in with spices 

he pulled from a shelf.
“That smells good.”  She leaned forward brushing against his arm.  
“I can usually find something to put together.”
“Don’t tell me that, I’ll be here every night.”
“I hope you’re here every night.”
She grinned.  “I’ll prepare the greens.”
She turned away from him, but felt his eyes watching her as she picked up a knife.  He came 

to stand next to her.  “You like to cook?”
“Sometimes…in the right circumstances.”
He grinned, and placed his hand on hers.  “Like right now.”
“Right now is perfect.”
He leaned forward and kissed her, his tongue instantly darting into her mouth and 

weakening her at the knees.
“Careful with the knife.”
“What?”  She was holding the serrated edge up.  He pulled the utensil from her hand.
“Could be dangerous.”  He leaned in and began kissing her again.  She pressed against his 

body.
“No, not dangerous, fantastic.”
Hudson reacted immediately.  Pushing her against the counter and opening the shirt she was 

wearing.  His hands moved over her breasts and his mouth pressed against her neck and chest.
She groaned, running her hands through his hair and pushed his head deeper into her chest.
“I want you so much,” he said.  “So badly.”
“I want you too.”
He turned off the stove, picked her up, her legs around his waist, and carried her to the living 

room couch.  As he gently lay her down on her back, his hand slipped between her legs and he 
began working his fingers in and out of her pulsating area.  She gasped.

She was escaping into his touch.  Her body turned over to him.  In his hands, she felt the 



trust and tenderness and caring she had never received.  Her gratitude was the response of joy 
and passion and urgency she felt for him.

He slid down her body and placed his mouth between her legs.  Her back arched and his 
tongue entered her, driving her to another level of euphoria.

“I want you.  I have to have you.”  Her mouth gasped the words as he worked on her.  She 
had no form of resistance for the depth of his fingers and tongue inside her.  As her hips pushed 
against his face, she rose to a peak, shaking through every limb as she collapsed back onto the 
couch.

With no time to register the ride she had taken, she saw his jeans come off and a condom 
come on.  A moment later, he moved over her, enveloped her within his arms and entered 
without hesitation.

“Oh you feel so good,” she breathlessly exclaimed.
He rose and thrust into her, again and again, each time propelling her forward.  He was 

moving in different directions inside her, taking every inch of her body through him with 
renewed power.  Her body was shaking, unable to control the jolts of electricity sparking under 
every pore.

“You’re amazing!” he called out.  “I love you!”
“I love you, Hudson!”
His lips fell to hers again and their words faded beneath sensual expressions as their mouths 

passionately caressed.  The depth of their intensity was stunning her, making her want to cling to 
every moment he was inside her.

Shania had been careful with men, always assuming they wanted her money, her position. 
She never thought one could take her along for a fervent ride to daring heights of pure elation. 
She and Hudson were equals in their desire.  In their commitment to provide each other with 
unrestrained joy.

Being in love and making love was a new road for her, one she never wanted to end.  As she 
felt them both rising to their peaks, she could only kiss him harder, pull him closer, 
demonstrating even more passionately how much she wanted him.  When they hit the top 
together, she felt the merging of their bodies in the joint tremors they exhibited against one 
another.

“Is this real?” she breathlessly dared to question in the after-glow.  They were lying on the 
couch, their legs wrapped together.  “I feel like I’m in a dream I could not even imagine.”

Hudson pulled her closer.  “This is the most real life can get.”  He held up her face to look in 
her eyes.  “That’s the thing, Shania.  This is the only thing that’s real.  You and I cannot get more 
honest with each other than what we just did with our bodies.  There’s no pretense when you’re 
naked and your body does what it needs to do.”

“But I’ve been naked before and it never felt like this.”
“Good.  Because it’s never felt like this for me either.  I think that means we were waiting 

for each other.”
“To get to this point?”
“Yes because now we can see beyond it.”
“To what?”
“To everything else there is in life that we can get to together.  We are not just partners in 

bed…we are so much more.”
She held her breath, afraid of frightening him away from the words he was saying.  The 

permanence of their decision.



But he closed his eyes, and pulled her closer, kissing her on the head.  “We better get our 
dinner before we collapse with exhaustion.”

A hint of disappointment was hidden from his view as he pulled away from her.  She could 
have stayed lying in his arms for hours.

“Let’s throw on some clothes.”  He got up and waited as she stood beside him.  They walked 
into the bedroom, scrounged in his drawer for shirts and underwear for both, and returned to the 
kitchen.

“Tell me more about this humble prairie boy who knows how to make a woman feel so 
fantastic,” she said.

He grinned, turning the stove back on to continue cooking the salmon.  “There’s not much to 
tell.”

“Tell me anyway.”
“Have you ever been to the prairies?”
“Yes, we went to see where my grandparents came from.”
“Flat as far as the eyes can see.”
“Yes it is.”
“Endless fields of grain, oats, sunflower, waiting for the sun and the rain.  If Mother Nature 

does not love you in any particular season, you’re doomed.”
“It’s a hard life.”
“That’s why corporations do the farming now.”
“What did you do?  Did you grow up on a farm?”
“No, my grandparents were the farmers.  I worked out there a couple of summers, but they 

eventually sold to a corporation.  My parents had a hardware store.  I worked there most 
weekends.”

“Did you like it?”
“No, I hated it.  I hated everything about that life.  The land is big, but the people think 

small.  They only see as far as their hands.  If you can think beyond that narrow world, you get 
out.”

“You’re one of those classic gone-to-Hollywood stories, just like my grandparents.”
Hudson sighed.  “I know they’re legends and responsible for my livelihood, but can you 

please stop mentioning your grandparents?”
Shania was puzzled.  “Why?”
“Because I keep picturing this old guy staring down at me, ready to beat me over the head 

with a hockey stick for having the audacity to make love to his granddaughter.”
She laughed.  “That’s hilarious.  Why would you think that?”
“I don’t know, maybe it’s because I see his picture every day in our office.  He looks like he 

did not take any crap.”  She laughed even harder, and embraced him.
“He didn’t.  But Grandpa would have loved you.”
“I doubt that.”
“He would have respected the road you have taken.  Out of the prairies, on to Hollywood, 

there’s no denying your determination.”
“After he congratulated me, he would beat me with the hockey stick.”
“Stop it.”  She mock hit him, then reached up to kiss.  Her tongue darted into his mouth and 

he reciprocated with the stretched heat of his lips melting against hers.
As they came up for air, Hudson solemnly looked up towards his ceiling, their sky.  “Thank 

you Grandpa Mahone for giving me my entire life.”  He pulled Shania closer.  “Now stop 



watching us!”
Shania broke into laughter again as she kissed him.  “You’re so crazy.”
“You make me crazy.”  She looked into his eyes.  “Let’s eat so we can restore ourselves and 

get back to bed.”
Reluctantly pulling away from him, she returned to the counter to work on the greens, 

marveling for the hundredth time about the alliance of forces that drew her and Hudson together. 
’Yes thank you Grandpa and Grandma,’ she silently offered.  But most importantly ‘thank you 
Hudson’ for being the one.

Chapter 38

Broyle Prescott watched the lights go out in Hudson’s house and cursed under his breath.  He 
should have known those two were lovers.  Their secret affair explained everything about the 
mood and twists in the Seneca and Anton storyline.  He gripped the steering wheel of his car.

Those hypocritical liars set up the storylines in Forever based on their own actions.
Shania was playing out her own forbidden romance, crossing ethical lines, taking advantage 

of a weaker person, and ultimately triumphing over programmed rules.
Broyle was furious.
He had predicted, but failed to plan for, this entire scenario.
Banging his fist down on the dashboard, he realized his own actions had to be based on 

Shania and Hudson’s next moves.  Those deviants would go out of their way to make sure no 
one found out about their relationship.  But that behavior would contradict the action on-screen 
where Seneca and Anton have revealed their romance.  The action on-screen was also the 
outcome in EverLife.  The characters, as avatars, were now visibly a couple.

Broyle, and every other fan of Forever, could bet Seneca and Anton would marry.  The 
question would be “when” and “how.”  Whoever predicted that correctly stood to make a 
fortune.

Characters in Forever never had a chance to live out their love story without disruption. 
Even the older characters had affairs, illegitimate children who showed up as adults, or marriages 
they forgot to mention.  How many twists would disrupt Seneca and Anton’s road to the altar? 
What old secret would come out at the last minute?  A previous spouse?  A child?  People would 
bet on those possibilities too.  Broyle tried to remember if there was already a hint of a storyline 
that could be used to change the expected pattern for the online version of the lovebirds.  Seneca 
had previously been married.  Anton, so far, had not.  But that did not mean they couldn’t invent 
a former spouse for Anton.  A previous marriage for Anton would be a good idea, since he had 
not told Seneca about that yet, and the ensuring fight could drag out for weeks.

Broyle twisted his fingers over the steering wheel.
For a second, he hated the fact he was not on friendlier terms with the other writers.  They 

probably discussed these options all the time.  He had risked limiting his knowledge of the show 
because he did not want to be well known or suspected by the other writers.  He preferred his 
low profile. They were all playing a different game he was not interested in.  To successfully bet 
on the Seneca and Anton story, Broyle needed to know where the writers’ ideas were leading. 
He needed a clear path to understanding the next outcome for the on-screen characters.

Looking up at Hudson’s dark house, he cursed again.
He could not believe that low life second-rate director had managed to lure Shania Mahone 

into his bed.  How could she have fallen for that piece of nothing?  Shania was defiling 



everything she claimed to be working for, her family name, her legacy, even her show.  An affair 
between the executive producer and one of the directors would destabilize the entire set.  Other 
directors would be jealous and bitter about the favoritism Hudson was bound to receive.  His 
success was already eliciting snide comments about unbridled luck.  Although even Broyle had 
to admit, Hudson had taken the show to new levels of excitement.  Still, Broyle was glad he 
wasn’t one of the directors.  There would be no more good work for anyone while Shania was 
getting her action from Hudson.

Broyle leaned back against the car seat.  If he wanted his money, he had to break up this 
cozy scene without drawing attention to himself.

He had to force a wedge between Shania and Hudson or Seneca and Anton or….A-Seneca 
and…A-Anton.

In EverLife.
Broyle could break the bonds in EverLife.
The scenes on Forever created the characters’ behavior in EverLife.  But nothing but 

computer code controlled the behavior of players in the game.  The original software was 
designed to allow all players to interact with the characters, but not to cross any virtual lines into 
sex or violence.

But hundreds, probably thousands, of coders had created apps allowing people to re-design 
their version of the game to take the characters to non-programmed levels of forbidden action. 
These views were not visible in the main game, but players posted the scenes everywhere online. 
Multiple graphic pornography sites showed the characters in every stage of rampant sexual 
behavior with characters from the show, and anonymous players in the game.  The same was true 
for violent sites.  No one had ever managed to put these scenes directly into the game.  The 
Kellons were vigilant safeguards of the EverLife firewall.

But how far did the vigilance extend?
Hundreds had tried to break-through, no one had managed to do it.
Could he be the first?  Maybe the others did not have his resources.
Once he was through, he could change the world of Forever by executing a trick in EverLife 

that no one saw coming.
He could kill off A-Seneca. 

Chapter 39

Noble Weatherby spent a month’s wages on a software adaptation for EverLife.  Millions of 
people bought off-market apps designed to change the game.  The Kellons also continuously 
bought off-market apps and re-wrote the code in EverLife to prevent the unofficial apps from 
working.  The trick was to get into the game before the creators knew the new technology was 
available.  Noble had trolled all over the Internet to find the app he was looking for, a software 
that would allow him to do something the Kellons had never permitted.

Break through the firewall to cross over into the main game, and prompt a character avatar 
to intimately interact with him.

In Cyberspace, walls were available to be de-coded.  Many players considered infiltration of 
the main game part of the challenge of the contest.  But if the Kellons were able to identify a 
player who had used off-market software in the game, the player was banned from signing in for 
life.  Although people came back with aliases, the Kellons had become much more clever at 
finding out who those people were.  They cross-referenced credit card numbers, IP addresses, 



and GPS locations to track down repeat offenders, and eliminate them from virtual Ravencross. 
Noble lived in constant fear of their vigilance.  The last thing he wanted was to be prevented 
from playing EverLife.

 After extensive research, Noble bought his crossover software, set it up in his view of the 
game, and placed his hands together in silent prayer.  The coders had told him, EverLife security 
would not be able to detect him.  This software, they claimed, operated at a level more 
sophisticated than the Kellons had ever seen, and there was no opportunity to stop him from 
getting to a character.

He was going after A-Seneca with everything he had.
He was going to make her react to him and join him in an EverLife romance.
If he got caught, he could be out of EverLife forever.
But if he succeeded, he would become an online hero.  A superstar in the EverLife world, 

and the boyfriend A-Seneca had never had.



PART FOUR:  EverLife: A-Seneca and A-Noble

Chapter 40

A-Noble prepared for his meeting with A-Seneca with meticulous care.  Although he was 
regulated to one small corner of the living room of his apartment, the other guys were out of his 
way for this evening.  He had an aura about him, a defining glow that signaled to all other 
avatars to move aside.  He was going to be triumphant this evening.  The spark he gave off was 
deflecting other avatars away from him, but also attracting interfering messages.  He had to 
hurry.  If the interferers got to him before he got to A-Seneca, he would be doomed.

Racing to finish his grooming, he took one last look in the mirror.  He looked like a movie 
star.  His black suit shone under the dim lights of his living space, and his hair glistened. 
Smiling proudly, A-Noble hustled out of the apartment and down to the lobby.

He was still prevented from going directly to A-Seneca’s front door by the configuration in 
the building where she had to allow people up by buzzing them in from the lobby.  A-Anton 
already had his own passkey and walked in unannounced.  All other visitors came through 
security.  A-Seneca even had a second layer of control requiring friends to call her first before 
saying they were coming over.  A-Noble would have no chance of entering through the front 
door.  He had to catch her out in the streets.

But, the streets were not easy to maneuver in.  A-Seneca had personal bodyguards, and the 
city also had another layer of security for Forever characters.  But under his new glow, A-Noble 
knew at the very least he would get a chance to talk to A-Seneca, and a chance was all he 
needed.

He had waited for this moment for years, ever since he arrived in virtual Ravencross.  An 
avatar could move into Ravencross, get a job, go to school and live a normal life without 
attempting any other moves.  Or one could participate fully in the experience.

The city was a mystical place, the crossing of two rivers considered a geographic anomaly 
setting off magical stimulus in the terrain.  Unidentified ‘hot spots’ were littered over the 
landscape and could flare at any moment, causing avatars - human, animal and otherworldly - to 
fall into romance or trouble.  Chasing these known and unknown locations was a favorite 
pastime for residents.

But A-Noble had no time for the random satisfaction of meeting someone in a ‘hot’ spot. 
He had to meet A-Seneca specifically on his own terms.

A-Seneca and A-Anton rotated the evenings they spent at each other’s homes.  This evening 
she was due to depart to go to his place.  A-Noble waited with anticipation for her to appear.

A-Seneca was naturally beautiful, but she always took more time to prepare to be with A-
Anton.  If she were his, A-Noble would not need her to take any special extra time.  He would 
rather have the minutes with her.

He glanced one more time in the lobby mirror.  He looked fantastic, better than he’d ever 
looked in his life.  He could not wait to surprise her with his proposal.

Or to see her reaction.



Chapter 41

The streets of virtual Ravencross are never empty.  A-Broyle resented the mess of avatars who 
had come to occupy all corners of the city throughout the day.  The living space segregation had 
only a limited effect on the press of avatars in the streets.  In some parts of the city, avatars were 
being routinely killed when they fell off crowded sidewalks into oncoming traffic.  Walking 
around had become chaotic.

A-Broyle pushed his way through the crowds to get to A-Seneca’s building.
He had a unique power this evening, one that would change the dynamic for him in virtual 

Ravencross.  But sensors were chasing him.  He could feel the heat around each twisting corner. 
Ravencross security was extraordinarily vigilant.  Whenever an avatar had unauthorized power, 
the internal security forces sprang into action and worked to stop the avatar from completing the 
action he set out to do.  A-Broyle had to move faster than the security team, which was not 
always possible.

Arriving at A-Seneca’s building, he saw the usual gaggle of men gathered outside. 
Everyone had figured out this was one night where A-Seneca would be going to A-Anton’s 
apartment.  They were all waiting for her to emerge.

A-Broyle was about to begin working his way through the crowd when he spotted a glowing 
avatar inside the lobby.  The glow resembled his own.  A-Broyle stopped and looked around. 
There were several other men with the same glow, but they were further back in the crowd.  The 
enhancements he had paid for had also been purchased by many others.

He should have known.  Another betrayal.
Well he was not going to let these or any other avatars stop him.  He had more than a glow 

to get through this crowd.
He had a gun. 

Chapter 42

The space in front of A-Seneca’s building was bustling with men.  But as A-Broyle approached 
the front doors, the crowds moved around him.  Inside he could see A-Noble waiting to make his 
move.

Suddenly, the elevator doors opening into the lobby.  A-Seneca appeared, and two 
bodyguards materialized beside her.

A-Noble moved swiftly into A-Seneca’s line of sight.
A-Broyle quickly followed.  The bodyguards were paralyzed.
A-Seneca looked from one man to the next with trepidation.
“Who are you?” A-Broyle indignantly asked a trembling A-Noble.
“Who are you?” A-Noble replied.
A-Broyle stared at him. “Get out of here.”
“You get out.”
“Excuse me, gentlemen,” A-Seneca began moving forward but A-Noble grabbed her arm. 

The bodyguards tried to react, but a shield was preventing them from reaching A-Seneca. 
Alarms began to sound.  The crowd of men outside the building was screaming in indignation.

“Let her go!”
“How come he has a hand on her!”
“Help her!”
“Please let me go,” A-Seneca pleaded.



“Come with me,” A-Noble begged.  “I have a place for us to be together tonight.”
“No, please let me go.”
A-Broyle used his own hand to hit A-Noble’s hand off of A-Seneca’s arms.  A-Noble 

jumped back in reaction, turned and tried to take a swing at A-Broyle.  A-Seneca used the 
opportunity to run, but A-Broyle was faster.  He grabbed her before she could get to the door.

“Let her go!” A-Noble screamed.
The other men were banging on the glass lobby doors with such force the building was 

shaking.
An emergency warning light began flashing.  In virtual Ravencross, avatars were supposed 

to heed the warning and return to their own homes.
A-Broyle recognized his one chance was fading fast.  Either he acted now or he risked the 

end of his own avatar life.  Holding A-Seneca in his arms, he pulled out the gun and placed the 
muzzle at her head.

The men in the street screamed in panic.
“Let her go!”
“No, no, don’t kill her!”
A-Noble’s face collapsed in shock.  
Regular avatars did not carry guns.
He looked around the lobby, at the plants, chairs, and finally at the security guards who were 

armed but immobilized.
A-Noble had no gun training, no penchant for murder.  But he did have an instinct to save 

A-Seneca.  He lunged at one of the bodyguards and pulled his gun out of its holster.
A-Noble swung to point the gun at A-Broyle.
But the other man reacted faster.  “This is for Shania Mahone!” A-Broyle shouted as his 

finger moved on the pull of the trigger.
A shot rang out.
The streets of virtual Ravencross collapsed into darkness.



PART FIVE:  Real Life: Shania and Hudson

Chapter 43

The scene at EverLife headquarters in Las Vegas was pandemonium.  Archer Kellon had 
received hundreds of alerts that infiltration software was disrupting the player action in the game. 
By the time, he and his team were able to create an override.  There was a gun at A-Seneca’s 
head.

If a character avatar were murdered in the game, but not on Forever, the entire dynamic of 
the EverLife world would collapse.  The game was based on the stories in the show, not the other 
way around.

With no seconds to spare, the Kellons made the most momentous decision of their lives.
They pulled the plug.
The biggest online game in the world disappeared from the Internet.
They shut down EverLife just as the gun went off.
The online world flew into an outraged panic.  
Millions of players were in the game.  Thousands more were trying to create new accounts 

to watch the action.
All became instantly shut out.
The login software froze.
Active players who were watching live in virtual Ravencross began organizing to kill A-

Broyle.  When he shouted: “This is for Shania Mahone,” the fans erupted again. 
Speculation flew about who the human could be who had directed an avatar to murder a 

Forever character in the name of Forever’s owner.
The Kellons had built a failsafe for a catastrophic infiltration.  They had the ability to 

shutdown the game and restart it at any point.  But their precautions hardly calmed fifty million 
rabid fans.  In the twenty-four minutes the game was offline, the Internet was dominated with 
comments about EverLife.

The fear, panic and disruption impact on daily life prompted local police and the FBI to 
begin an investigation before anyone asked for one.

“What are you investigating?” Silver indignantly asked when the police arrived at EverLife 
headquarters.

“The attempted murder,” a young officer defiantly proclaimed.
“You realize the attempt was made by an avatar in an online game.”
He hesitated.  “Yes, but there may have been a threat to a real life.”
“Whose life?”
“Perhaps Ms. Mahone.”
“Ms. Mahone is fine.  We’ve spoken to her.”
“The Los Angeles police have to confirm the real people are not facing any danger from this 

person who was playing your game.”
“We believe she is not in danger.  The player had a virtual gun.  The bad guys are playing 



the game.  They are in the game.”
“All the same.”
“But this is ridiculous.  You have nothing to investigate.”
“We would like to see the video evidence.”
“We are not giving you anything.  This is a game.  Don’t you understand?  A game!”
But he did not understand.
The Las Vegas Police Department obtained a search warrant for the video evidence.  They 

were going to re-examine the scene of an avatar criminal approaching and threatening an avatar 
victim.  They were looking at a played out digital scene for clues to a suspected crime, which in 
fact, did not exist.

Silver could not help shaking her head in disbelief.
“They think they’re in the game,” Archer said with concern.  “They think they are 

Ravencross cops investigating an attempted murder.  They probably have cop avatars for 
themselves in Ravencross.  They can’t tell the difference between what they do in real life and in 
EverLife.”

“This is crazy,” Silver responded.  “What are we going to do?”
“We have to play along.”
“What?”
“Someone will come to their senses.”
“Who?”
“I don’t know, but someone.  They are looking at video evidence of an avatar attack.  There 

was no threat to any human as far as we know.  Someone has to realize this is only a game.”
“But someone was trying to send a message to Shania.”
“I know but still, she said there’s been no direct threat.”
“We have to try and figure out who owns that avatar.”
“We are going through everything.  But we promised the fans EverLife would be 

anonymous.  That’s the whole point.  It’s a game and people can enjoy their fantasies in it.”
“But the fantasies have crossed a line.”
“Maybe, maybe not.”
“Do you think we should do something?  Say something?  Help the police somehow?”
“We’ve said all we can.  We’ve given the police our statements.  There’s not much we can 

do about players whose heads are in this game as if it’s real.  We can’t stop that train without 
shutting down the whole game, and we’re not going to do that.”

“So we just keep going?”
“We’ll put in all the security screening we can.  We’ll hire more programmers.  We can even 

hire some of the hackers.  We have to protect the game.”
“That’s all we can do?”
“That’s the best we can do.”

*
Broyle had 9 days.  That was how long it took the Kellons to chase the source of the security 
breach code and the criminal avatar that held a gun to A-Seneca’s head.  The Kellons released 
the details privately to Shania who turned the investigation over to the police.

Broyle may not be guilty of attempted murder, but he had broken his contract, and after 
further investigation revealed his gambling streak, he had also destroyed his career.

Chapter 44



“Yes, I’m all right,” Shania assured Silver for the second time that day.  “The police have come 
and gone yet again.  All my security has been checked and re-checked at the house and at the 
studio.  No one has directly threatened me.  Yep, I’ll keep you posted, goodnight.”  She 
disconnected and turned to Hudson.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”  They were in her house, lying on the floor as Shania 
wielded personal calls from friends, family and crew interested in the future of Forever and 
EverLife.

“Yes I’ve told you and everyone else.  I’m fine.”
“This was a whole other level of crazy, Shania.”
“As I’m well aware.”
Shania and Hudson were in her bed when the attacks began in EverLife.  The first call came 

from her head writer Canso Merchant, with news about a significant security breach in the game. 
The police showed up after the criminal avatar mentioned her name.  Then a wave of calls, along 
with law enforcement and lawyer visits followed.  The press was on her doorstep.  She had her 
publicist issue a statement saying she would not answer any more questions.  The rest was up to 
the police to find a credible threat.

“People are taking this game into the real world.  You don’t even have a character in 
EverLife, but Broyle yelled out your name as if he was getting directly to you.”

“Everyone knows I’m the producer of the show.  Shouting my name could have been a 
message, a protest of some sort about what’s going on in the show.”

“Could be, but we should not take any chances with any more of these crazy guys.”
“I’m not worried.  This is the age we live in now.  People cannot separate their online life 

from reality.  Broyle has some serious problems.  He spent a small fortune on software so he 
could get a digital gun and try to reach me through an avatar.  When he gets help, hopefully he’ll 
realize how far he’s gone.”

Hudson pulled her towards him and Shania fell into his arms.  She nuzzled against his rock 
hard chest and breathed his fresh manly scent.  Shania was a strong woman, but having Hudson 
with her through the avatar attack ordeal had been a relief she was thrilled to count on.  He had 
been attentive, supportive and thoughtful about the incident.  Every day, she was more grateful to 
be close to him.

She leaned up and kissed him, deeply, letting her tongue probe inside his mouth.
“I don’t want to take advantage of you at a vulnerable moment,” he groaned against her lips.
She pulled back.  “Seriously?”
“Yes, this has been an incredibly tough time.”
She smiled.  “I know, so we should release some tension and ease the pressure.”
As he grinned back at her, she felt her heart soar.  “Well when you put it that way.”
He looked at her and his face turned melancholy.  “I was terrified when I heard about Broyle 

and his attack.  I thought someone might be coming after you.”
She looked at him.  “Everything’s okay.  I’m all right.  We’re together.  I love you.”
Here was the sudden true love sent from destiny to reign down on the heads of those who 

occupied the story of Ravencross in all of the city’s forms.  Her mystical fairytale becoming her 
own real life.  The merging of their bodies was the pinnacle of human existence.  The essential 
peak to which they could ride to eternity on their love and romantic dream.

Shania reveled in the startling joy of being so deeply connected to the man she most wanted 
in her life.  This was where they would take Forever, on-screen and in-life, on to its crashing 
spectacular explosion of light and stars.



“I love you, Shania.  I’ve loved you from the minute I first saw you, and I will love you, 
forever.”



EPILOGUE: Screen Life: Brielle and Mak

Chapter 45

Brielle Fraser was standing off to the side of a tent watching for signs her grandmother needed 
assistance, when she saw Mak Clark, alone, under a tree, drinking a beer.  He was tall and solid 
like the tree trunk he was leaning against, and his muscular arms bulged from under his t-shirt.

He was watching the volunteers erect tents for the City Fair.  Hundreds of people came at 
the behest of Brielle’s grandmother, Helen Fraser, to help raise money for the city’s 
underprivileged children.  A group becoming increasingly larger every year.  The city was 
demoralized by recent factory closings and those who had not left were stretching to make a 
living in the remnants left behind.

Helen was beaming.  The Fair was her pride, her way of uniting the city and its 
economically disparate citizens.  Brielle looked again at Mak.  She liked his rugged demeanor 
and wondered where he would place himself in the economic hierarchy.  Each time she looked at 
him he seemed more dangerous.  For some reason that appealed to her.

Brielle had a sheltered life.  Her father and stepmother insisted on keeping her away from 
everyone except family.  She was sent off to private school, attending Evergreen Academy with 
the likes of the Wintermeres, but she had few non-Fraser friends.  Her parents insisted she come 
home for the holidays not go skiing in Europe or shopping in New York City unless they could 
accompany her.  Sometimes she wondered if their overbearing attitude was the result of been less 
wealthy than the Wintermeres, but she later learned the real issue was simply their fear.  They 
did not want her to get hurt.

Isolation also meant no boyfriends, or at least that’s what they thought.  She had been with 
exactly one boy and one man.  One man she had trusted, and that had been a mistake just as her 
parents predicted.

Her romantic failure left her feeling even more isolated.  She would probably never meet 
anyone to whom she could honestly express her feelings.  Even if there was a guy for her out 
there somewhere in the world, given her parents’ vigilance, she was unlikely to ever get close 
enough to actually meet him.

“Would you like something to drink?” a man’s voice suddenly asked her.
Brielle swirled around.  In a minute, Mak had walked from his hiding place under the tree to 

come and stand near her.  She gasped.  Little had changed from what she had noted through the 
tents, except up close Mak’s muscle lines could be seen underneath his taut white t-shirt.  She 
savored the leather smell from his jacket.  He was slightly darker than the other Clarks, a look 
giving him a healthy glow.  His sisters were blonds, all the boys had brown hair, but Mak’s was 
jet black and very curly.  His bearing resembled a rugged motorcycle cowboy.

“I’m Mak Clark,” he said.
“Yes, I know.  We’ve met.”
“Have we?”
“Yes briefly, at your sister’s wedding.”



“Oh.”  Mak rolled his eyes.  “Everyone attended my sister’s wedding.  But I’m pretty sure I 
would have remembered your face.”

Brielle smiled but looked away.
“You look like you should be occupied,” he said.
“I’m just keeping an eye out in case my grandmother needs something.”
“Grandmother?”
“Yes.”  She did not elaborate on who her grandmother could be.
“Well I know Mrs. Fraser as the organizer of the Fair.  My Ma asked me to hang out and see 

if she needs any help.”
“That’s nice.”
Brielle resisted the urge to look up.  Mak was looking at her openly with a sense of 

recognition and resignation as if this was an inevitable meeting they should have both been 
prepared for.

“Do you like the Fair?” she decided to ask.
“Not really, I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t working.”
“Working?”
“Yeah I’m a rent-a-cop, doing security.”
“Oh.”  A rent-a-cop.  His profession hardly sounded like an opportunity for her.  She would 

need someone attentive if she was going to try and meet a guy.  Not this brooding soul who 
looked like a thug, a gorgeous thug, who probably fought with bad guys all day long.  “Are you 
patrolling or did something happen?”

“Why?  Did you hear something?”
“No, I’m just curious.”
“Oh.  I’m patrolling if you can call it that.  I just watch and make sure no one does anything 

stupid.”
“Oh.”  She fiddled with her shirt.  “Well, I should go and see where I’m needed.”
“Oh okay.”
Brielle started to walk away.
“Hey.”  She turned back to look at him.  “What’s your name?”
She grinned.  “Why don’t you try and find out?”
Turning to walk away, Brielle could not help noticing she had literally made his jaw drop. 

But she had to force herself not to look back.  
She doubted she had seen the last of Mak Clark.  
Something about his posture told her, she would face him again.  When she did, she may not 

have time to decide if she cared to walk away again.

###End of Book 1###
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