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Author Note


 
Trigger Warnings: 
 
Discussions of abuse and assault, along with possible self-harm, and depression throughout the story.  
 
This book is intended for an adult audience and may include subjects that are sensitive to some readers. 
 




Chapter 1
“You’re late again Olivia.”
“Sorry Will,” she said sliding behind her computer ignoring the pain radiating up her spine as she did.  “Traffic jam on the way in.”
“I didn’t hear about one,” he replied glancing at her.  “I’d say it’s more likely that your husband didn’t want you to leave again.”
You’d be surprised; she thought pushing thoughts of her husband aside to get through the day.  It was unbearably hot outside, and she was wearing long sleeves, which didn’t help as she searched the file room for a missing set of files Will needed.  She finally found them and headed back into the office to him before going to get a drink from the fridge. 
“Thanks for staying and getting them for me Liv.  Why don’t we order dinner and go through these?” he suggested, and she agreed knowing either way Scott would be furious, as she was already late. 
“Sure…Mac’s Deli and your usual?” she asked. 
“Sounds good,” he agreed.  “Need to call Scott and let him know?”
“I’ll send him a text.  I’ll be back in a few with the food,” she stated grabbing her bag to head out for the food.  By the time she got back, she was dying again, and she gave in taking the elevator to their office on the sixteenth floor. 
It was closing in on nine o’clock and it was still nearly a hundred degrees outside making it feel hotter inside as the air conditioner kicked off to conserve energy.  She was reading one of the files using a note pad to fan herself as she shook her head to ward off the need to sleep. 
“Alright enough,” Will chuckled taking the papers from her pulling her up from her chair.  “You’re making me hot so just take the shirt off Liv…”
“I’m fine,” she claimed as his hands pulled it from her skirt. 
“Get your hands off my wife!” a voice yelled from the doorway, and she stifled a groan as Scott marched into the office towards them. 
“Scott calm down,” she said gently trying to keep him from punching Will.  “It’s just Will.”
“What the hell are you still doing here?” he questioned, the look in his eyes scaring her. 
“We were just finishing up for the night, right Will?” she said trying to keep her voice calm despite the terror lurking through her. 
“We were,” he agreed.  “Liv was just warm with the air now off; you know us Scott we’ve been friends for years.”
“Sorry, I just saw some guy’s hands on her…”  Scott’s tone shifted instantly, from furious to protective, but Olivia knew it wasn’t real.  She knew better than anyone the truth in that first tone was what was real. 
“It’s fine,” Will said, the amusement in his eyes filling her with dread.  If only someone understood, could see the truth, it would be so much easier. 
“Why don’t we just head home?” she suggested with a smile that usually got through to him. 
“Sure,” he agreed lowering his head down towards hers.  “I’m sorry angel.”
“I know,” she said accepting his kiss before gathering her bag following Scott out.  She gave Will a wave goodnight as they got onto the elevator, and he hit the button for the ground floor.  The instant the doors shut the smile faded from his face. 
“You’re quitting tomorrow,” he stated turning his glare on her. 
“What?  Scott, I’m not quitting my job, we need the money,” she reminded him trying to keep the panic out of her voice. 
“You’re quitting because I won’t have my wife sleeping with another man.”
“Will and I aren’t sleeping together, you know that.  Will’s a friend, nothing more.”
“His hands weren’t friendly earlier,” he said, as his eyes grew harsher. 
She prayed the elevator would hurry up so she could get out of the enclosed space with him. 
“I swear nothing is going on between us.  I love you, remember?” she said, praying she sounded convincing. 
“You’d better,” he stated relaxing slightly letting her drop the slightest bit of her control but as quickly as he relaxed, he turned on her and shoved her into the wall. His eyes were deadly and dark as he added, “Because if you ever sleep with someone else I’ll kill you in your sleep.”
“I’m not with anyone else Scott…just you,” she said, her breathing tightening as his hand squeezed her neck, terrifying her all over again. 
“Good. I hate having to be so mean Olivia but it’s the only thing you seem to understand sometimes,” he said straightening her top as they reached the lobby and the doors opened. 
“I know…I’m sorry.” The words were agony to get out as she tried to keep herself from bursting into tears.  They nearly choked her to say, to have to apologize for his temper, his anger.  Nothing about this was right.  She knew that.  Hated it.  But it was the only way to survive.  To keep him from doing worse to her.  If she dared argue back or correct him as to who was to blame, there was no telling what he’d do, not only to her right this second, but also to Will if he came down hearing the commotion. 
Olivia kept her face down as they crossed the floor to the door and slipped into the car knowing he’d never let her take hers home right now. 
The moment they were in the house he was back to the regular Scott as he pulled her into his arms and kissed her, making her want to throw up.  He walked her up the steps to the bedroom and started undressing her, and she went to another place in her mind the way she had for the last two years since he’d started acting like this.  He had been an incredible husband the first year they were married but that all changed without warning when he’d stopped working undercover and switched to a regular job as a homicide detective. 
Now, she couldn’t go three hours in his presence without him hitting her, yelling at her, or this…and this was worse than any of the bruises, but she had no way out.  He would never let her leave and if she ran, he’d find her and kill her. Or else he’d follow through with his threats, turn to her younger sister who’d just turned twenty and she wouldn’t allow that to happen. 
Her family loved Scott.  They would never believe the truth about him, not even with the bruises.  He’d simply claim she was clumsy, which was true now.  Her fear of him made her forget to watch where she was going, making her trip on steps or her own feet.  It had her stepping further around people to ensure Scott couldn’t claim she was flirting or cheating, making her bump into things which had others calling her clumsy as well. 
But clumsy didn’t put handprint bruises on her arms or neck.  He did and every moment she was with him killed another piece of her soul. 
She woke early the next morning jumping into the shower before heading to make breakfast, as he got ready.  She had just finished the eggs when he came in anger blazing in his eyes. 
“I told you three days ago I needed more razors!  Why can’t you do anything right?” he shouted at her as he gripped her shoulders and pushed her backwards.  She hit the back of her head on the cabinet door’s knob and saw the slight fuzz of stars as she tried to stop the tears.  He hated them and it would just increase his anger. 
“I put them in the medicine cabinet.”
“Where?”
“Next to the shaving cream like always,” she stated biting her lip when he seemed to take offense to her word choice. 
“Don’t mouth off to me you little bitch.  I take care of you and if you don’t watch it I’ll stop,” he warned pointing his finger at her as he moved out of the room. 
A shake ran though her, and she leaned against the counter at the sink trying to keep the tears at bay.  She lifted a hand to the back of her head and felt the stickiness, as she held back the scream of anger and terror that wanted out.  Her hand lowered and she washed the blood from her fingers grabbing a towel to try to stop the bleeding.  She wetted another when the spot stopped and mopped at her hair knowing the red would clearly show on her light blonde hair. 
“You did it again!  I told you I don’t like this kind, but you keep buying them,” Scott raged coming back into the room.  “Why can’t you listen to anything?  Or is this the kind that he likes, huh?  Is that what this really is?  You’re really screwing him while you work?”
“No, it’s the same brand as always.” She backed up knowing that was the wrong way to put it, as he waved the razor at her, his eyes darkening further in rage.  Her heart cried out with terror, but it didn’t sound from her throat. 
“It’s not, this one only has three blades, and it doesn’t work…want to see?” he stated grabbing her arm and twisting it behind her, pinning her against the wall as he lifted her skirt. 
“I’m sorry.  I’ll go buy the others today I swear…Scott please don’t,” she begged as he put it against her thigh. 
“It doesn’t do anything but cut skin,” he stated pushing it into her skin as he pulled downward with it. 
“Scott please,” she said fighting the tears as it stung, choking back the scream of pain that accompanied it.  One slipped down her cheek, and he saw it as he lifted his face back to hers. 
“Stupid blubbering bitch,” he said backhanding her across the face.  “Get cleaned up and make me new eggs,” he told her as she slid down the wall.  “Now!  Or I’ll show you how to finally listen.”
She shook as she got up tasting the blood from her lip and started the eggs as her hands fumbled to crack the shells.  Bile rose in her throat, and she pushed it aside as she tried to keep from giving into the need to cry as she finished them.  She put the eggs on the table and moved the pan to the sink to wash it out before turning to leave. 
“There’s shell in my eggs!  You stupid little bitch…” he yelled at her, and she pushed herself faster to get up the stairs.  He grabbed the back of her hair, pulled her back down them, and kicked her hard.  “Bitches get the shit kicked out of them until they learn the proper way of doing things.  I swear to god Olivia, one more thing and I’ll kill you then see how much better Jessica can be as a wife.”
He started at her again, the depth of his rage showing on his face, and she knew nothing was going to save her this time.  He looked like he could really do it, kill her without a hesitation.  Screams filled her lungs, but they didn’t fall as she heard his phone ring.  He glared as he answered it, giving her a look that said ‘just wait’ as he closed it then headed out leaving her lying on the floor, and the tears finally came full force. 
God, she couldn’t do this any longer.  She couldn’t handle it, but she wasn’t going to let him win.  She’d never do that to her sister. 
Olivia dragged herself up the steps and got into the shower again washing away the traces of blood as she tried to figure a way out.  No matter what she did, he’d just keep coming after her—or else really give in and go after Jess. 
More carefully than normal, she did her makeup to cover the trace of a bruise on her cheek and the puffiness of her lip then grabbed a taxi to work using the cash she kept hidden from Scott.  It wasn’t a lot, barely enough to get her out of town if she ever got the nerve to do it.  Every threat he laid against her sister, her family, and especially Will kept her firmly rooted here, beyond the fact that in order to get away from him, she’d need a lot more money than what she had managed to hide. 
He watched their checking account closely, wanted to see the receipt anytime she bought something.  Hell, the only reason she had any cash hidden away was because she’d learnt to be tricky, forgetting coupons and discounts when she went through the line the first time, then she’d take the items back or over to the service desk and ask to add the discount on, and ninety-nine percent of the time, they’d give her cash rather than have it go back onto her card. 
She hopped on the elevator as a group got off to head to a meeting, keeping her head down until the doors were closed.  With a final glance at her appearance before she got off, she headed in praying Will wouldn’t say anything. 
She hated lying to people but lying to Will was worse.  He’d been friends with her brother growing up and when she graduated from community college with her associate degree, he’d hired her as his assistant despite her lack of experience.  It wasn’t as though he couldn’t have chosen someone else from the company to step into the position when the woman he’d inherited from his father retired.  There was a number of others that knew the company far better than she did and had experience compared to her, but he’d never once complained when she made mistakes those first few months. 
They worked great together and had become close friends, but now he was yet another who bought into the act of the blissfully married couple.  Couldn’t he tell there was something different about her the last few years or had the changes been so gradual that he couldn’t see them clearly?
“Hey…I thought you’d gotten lost somewhere in the building,” he said as she hurried to her desk five minutes late. 
“Why?”
“Well, your car was in the lot, but you weren’t here,” he stated sitting on the edge of her desk as he looked through his file. 
“Scott drove home last night; we were about to head in this morning when he got a call, so I had to grab a cab.”
“Long as you’re safe that’s all that matters,” he mused handing her some work to go over. 
As the day wore on, she started to feel the effects of Scott’s latest treatment of her more and more.  Walking hurt, as did sitting, or standing.  She grabbed the bottle of Tylenol she’d started to keep in her desk and took a couple praying that they’d take the edge off of the pain and allow her to at least get her things done. 
“Olivia, want to join us for drinks tonight?” Meghan asked popping her head around the door about four-thirty. 
“Can’t…we have people coming over for dinner, so I have to stop by the store,” she lied keeping an eye on the clock to make sure she was out by five tonight.  She’d worked through her lunch hour to make up for being late this morning as well as to get caught up. 
“Go on home Liv, I know Scott must be waiting,” Will said with a smile ten till five.  “I’ll see you at your parents’ place Sunday, right?”
“We’ll be there,” she agreed wishing she didn’t have to go to her parents’ annual summer barbeque.  Pretending to be blissfully happy in front of everyone she knew took everything she had anymore, she was exhausted from it and the terror that overtook her every time she was alone with Scott. 
“Night Liv,” he stated dropping a kiss on her temple as she headed to the door.  “Remind your husband that he’s a lucky man so he doesn’t come barging in here like a bull again.”
“Hush Will,” she said forcing a laugh out.  “Don’t do anything stupid without me around here tonight.”
“Such as?” he questioned with a grin. 
“Oh, I don’t know, maybe sleeping with the girl from the cleaning crew?  We don’t need a harassment suit.”
“The last one didn’t file one although I could have,” he mused. 
“Yeah so could’ve I,” she teased remembering the incident vividly. 
She had been downstairs getting things set up in their main conference room for the next morning while Will had come up to get the last box.  He hadn’t come back for a full twenty minutes, and she figured he must have gotten stuck on a call.  He’d gotten stuck alright she’d found out as she opened the door to his office and saw the cleaning lady dressed in only a sexy nightie.  He’d been pushing her off of him, but the girl hadn’t gotten the message.  It put a smile on her face that not even the pull at her bruised lip could dissuade. 
“There’s the Livy grin we’ve been missing,” Will stated, returning it.  “So, what’s on your mind lately?”
“Nothing,” she said, but the look on his face said he didn’t buy it, which simply made her wonder why no one saw the truth of what Scott was really like, the way he terrified and abused her. It hurt to know no one could imagine Scot as a monster, know no one would believe her if she said a thing about it.  It was almost worse than the physical pain he inflicted on her.  “Scott’s just been working these cases and it reminds me of the madness out there.”
“Maybe it’s time you convinced Scott to take you on a nice relaxing vacation somewhere warm where you can bask in the sun like you did when you were a kid.  I know your boss would let you off, after all we can survive without you for a week…any more than that might be too much though.”
“We’ll see,” she said hiding the terror that idea filled her with. No way in hell she’d ever go anywhere with Scott.  She didn’t trust that he wouldn’t kill her and make it look like an accident. 
She hit the store and picked up the food for the party Sunday.  She always brought the salads and desserts which meant she’d be in the kitchen all day tomorrow making them. 
A short prayer for Scott to get called out in the morning so she could spend the day in peace filtered through her mind, stopping her cold. 
The idea that she prayed that someone would get killed sobered her up as she headed to the cash register.  How could she possibly think that?  How could anyone?
It stayed with her as she went home and found the house empty.  That meant he was out at the bar with his buddies and when he finally got back he’d want two things…dinner and sex.  She wasn’t thrilled about either of them but put some food in the oven as she did the laundry, yet something else that would likely piss him off. 
She didn’t use enough starch on his shirts; she used too much. She didn’t use the right detergent; she used a softener. She didn’t match up his socks right…nothing about it was ever right.  The thought of what he’d likely do and say about it this time after everything that happened this morning filled her with spite, and she stopped. 
Let him wash and iron his own shirts.  He was already going to use her as a punching bag…she might as well make it worth it. 
She made a plate and set it on the counter for him then headed up for a bath.  More than anything, she needed something to ease the pain in her body and she let the jets soothe her aches away.  She couldn’t get away with this while he was here.  If Scott knew she was taking a bath he’d come in and do as he had plenty of times before…hold her under the water until she thought she was going to drown. 
He loved that though, knowing that it was instinctual for her to fight, and he made sure she couldn’t get in any free shots at him.  His arms were longer than hers and when he held her under she couldn’t reach his face, just the upper part of his arms.  She’d tried not to react to it, but it was impossible to do.  Her body and her mind would fight against the hold, and he would sit back laughing at her. 
Afterwards, he would drag her out of the tub and use her body as she coughed and gagged trying to breathe.  The idea of him possibly finding her there tonight made her get out and quickly dry herself off.  She changed into her usual sleepwear and slid into bed, asleep before her head hit the pillow. 




Chapter 2
“We were about to think you weren’t going to show Sis,” Dan teased as they walked into the house carrying the boxes for the desserts. 
“Slow start this morning,” she told them with a grin that hid the fact that underneath her clothes she had ten belt-sized whelps on her back.  She should have known blatantly stirring up Scott’s anger was stupid but at the time, she hadn’t cared.  She was too tired to care.  Now she did but she couldn’t change it. 
“Anything you need help with honey?” her mom asked. 
“There’s another box in the car and the salads,” she said, and her mom shooed the guys out to get them.  She saw the look that crossed Scott’s face as he left and knew she’d be finding out just how much he didn’t like her mother bossing him around later. 
“You look tired Olivia,” her mom said gently, her eyes flowing over her face with concern.
“It’s been a busy week,” she lied, ignoring the fact that she hadn’t slept last night thanks to the whelps and her fear that Scott would want another round. 
“So, what are you and Scott planning for your birthday next month?” Jess asked grinning at her.  “He always does something so sweet for you…that’s what I want in a guy.”
“We haven’t talked about it yet.  I’m sure he’ll think of something special, so I remember the occasion,” she said with a brighter grin that took everything to get across.  She always remembered her birthday, their anniversary, Christmas, and his birthday because each one was worse than the last. 
She honestly felt that this year the best thing would be for him to simply kill her…at least it would end her constant misery.  Her family was the only reason she fought back, took it.  If Scott touched them, it would kill her, hurt her in ways that no bruise or broken bone ever could. 
“You’re so lucky Sis.  Scott’s the perfect husband and a cop too.  That house is crazy expensive must make you feel so safe when you’re home, right?” Jess mused her way as they began to unload the boxes. 
She simply smiled as the tears stung her eyes.  What she wouldn’t give to let them know the truth right now…that home was nothing but a terror zone, one she wished would explode with him inside. 
By the time they actually ate, she felt the smile begin to fade and pushed herself to remain calm.  She looked around the yard and wondered what would happen if she just took off the long-sleeved lacy top that she wore over her tank top to hide the bruises.  Would they tell her she was crazy…that Scott couldn’t possibly have done that to her…or would they believe her?  She didn’t know and the fear that they’d tell her she must have deserved it was too great to risk doing it…not to mention what Scott would do to her when they got home afterwards. 
“Liv come play,” Will called out to her as Dan and Jess set up on the other side of the net and grabbed the volleyball. 
“Not today Will,” she said from her spot beside Scott. 
“Come on Liv, come play,” Jess pleaded. 
“Go play with your sister Olivia,” Scott said into her ear.  “Unless you’d rather I start showing her what being a wife is like.”
“Stay away from my sister,” she said shooting him a glare before getting up. 
It was hard to play as her body ached with each movement, but she gave it her best and she heard Will shout as Jess missed the ball and put them up eleven to nine. 
“Nice job Liv,” he said hugging her as they switched places so she could serve.  They went back and forth with the ball, and she saw Will set up the play for her.  Dan missed it by half an inch and finished off the game.  Will slid his arm around her waist as they looked over at Dan and Jess, “Would you look at that…still undefeated.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah you just won because Liv played in school,” Dan replied as they ducked under the net and gave her a hug.  “Nice playing Sis.”
“Anytime,” she stated with a real smile. 
“Well…who wants dessert?” her mom called out and they turned back to the party. 
She saw the look from Scott and headed towards her mom hoping to ward off a full confrontation.  “I should get the ice cream cake from the freezer.”
“I’ll help,” Scott added putting his hand on her back propelling her forward with his strength.  He grabbed her wrist the second the door closed behind them and twisted it as he pushed her back into the garage area where the freezer was.  “You’re nothing but a slut, aren’t you?”
“Scott, stop,” she said glancing at the door half praying no one would walk in and half praying someone would. 
“Think lover is going to come rescue you?  If he touches you again, you’ll regret it Olivia.”
“He’s just a friend Scott; I’ve known him since I was ten.”
“And how long have you been screwing him?” he stated sliding a hand up around her throat.  “How long?” he repeated, squeezing this time. 
“Never, I swear.”
“It’d better stay that way,” he said moving his hand from her throat down her body to her breast.  He squeezed one painfully and leaned his head down towards her as he added, “If not these just might get cut off.”
“Woops…get a room you two,” Dan laughed, and she bit down on her tongue as she turned her head away.  “Yo get your hands off my sister; we’re at the parents for Pete’s sake.”
“She’s my wife; I’ll put my hands wherever I want them whenever I want,” Scott stated turning towards her brother. 
“He didn’t mean anything by it Scott.  Come on…let’s just get the cake,” she said keeping her voice calm as her heart raced with worry. 
“Sure,” he said easily but the look in his eyes as he stepped back told her she was going to find out how mad he was later. 
“What took you so long?” Jess asked with a grin as they got back outside telling her that Dan had informed them about it already. 
“Nothing Sis.”
“So, Scott how’s work going?” Dan questioned.  “Anything interesting going on?”
“Just the usual scumbag trying to get away with murder,” he replied. 
“No cool cases?” her brother prodded, he was the ultimate true crime fanatic, and she hated it. 
“Dan, I don’t like hearing about the cases so can we find another topic?” she asked glancing at him.  She didn’t want to hear about who had died and how.  Hell, she already figured she knew how her own death would happen, she didn’t need to hear Scott describe how he’d be able to get away with it. 
“Sorry Sis,” he said kissing the top of her head as he walked by. 
By the time they got out of there, she was barely holding it together.  The act was too hard anymore and she didn’t want to think or pretend to be happy.  As they pulled into the driveway, she saw his hands grip the steering wheel tighter.  It sent her gaze out the window as her fear rose and she whispered a quick prayer for something to stop him, keep him from hurting her again. 
She knew better than to say anything as she unloaded the car.  She’d made that mistake once after visiting her parents and ended up with a broken wrist.  That had been harder to lie her way through, but she’d done it and now she almost wished she hadn’t.  If she’d simply said something to the doctor who’d looked at the x-ray to confirm the idea that Scott had caused it maybe she wouldn’t be here now trying not to think of what he might do. 
She found out the moment she’d finished loading the dishwasher exactly what it was and spent the next hour mopping up the floor where the broken glass and her blood were. 
The next morning as she took a shower she discovered the uncontrollably abusive man was gone when he stepped in behind her and gently washed her skin as she tried not to let her disgust for him show.  She didn’t bother to let herself get comfortable because she knew this version of him didn’t stick around for long.  He was the regular Mr. Hyde right now, coming nowhere close to the Dr. Jekyll that he’d been at first when they met.  Now he fluctuated between being Hyde and Eviler Hyde. 
She made it to work right on time and spent the better part of the morning avoiding Will.  The last thing she wanted was to think about what Scott said yesterday or last night about him.  He meant too much to her to risk his safety.  Will was family, even if not by blood, meant more to her than Scott for certain and she would never put him in that position. 
If Scott knew how she’d felt about Will years ago, how the majority of her still felt about him, he’d murder him without hesitation.  He’d only keep her alive long enough for her to watch it happen, and then she’d be next.  But only after using her yet again, she was sure.  That was one of his favorite abuses, using her body for sex.  She couldn’t even bring herself to admit what it really was, it was too awful to begin to say it. 
The next few weeks slipped past them, and she wondered when Scott was going to snap again.  Sure, he’d smacked her a few times, but she was able to stop wearing high necks as the bruises faded.  Her birthday was the next week, and she knew he’d find fault with her thanks to his well-planned gift. Quickly she discovered she was right as Eviler Hyde reappeared when she didn’t properly thank him for the lingerie set and necklace by instantly putting them on for him to view. 
She got home Thursday evening, her heart pounding with panic seeing Jess’ car in the drive along with his.  If he touched Jess at all after what he’d done to her last night, she’d kill him and she’d gladly spend the rest of her life in jail for it. 
As she walked into the house, she saw them sitting at the kitchen counter, Jess smiling brightly with a tiny cake meant for two.  She gave her a smile as she glanced over at Scott then headed to hug her.  It hurt to do it, but she pushed it aside and asked her, “What are you doing here?”
“Coming to see my favorite sister.  Scott was telling me about the present he got you.  I can’t believe the clasp on the thing broke when you tried to put it on,” she said shaking her head.  “They can’t make anything decent anymore can they?”
“Seems not,” she commented knowing the real reason the clasp broke was because he’d jerked it off her neck after using her body. 
“Well, I just wanted to say Happy Birthday.  The big two-six…you’re just getting so old aren’t you, Sis?”
“Hush Pip…” she teased back. 
“I was hoping you would come with me Sunday night, sort of a birthday slash sister’s night.  I’ve got tickets to this play on campus, and it’s supposed to be really good.”
“Sunday night?  What do you think Scott?  You can do a guys’ night of poker,” she said watching him for a reaction to ensure she didn’t need to step between him and Jess. 
“Sounds good…you staying for dinner Jessica,” he asked looking at her in a way Olivia didn’t like. 
“Can’t…I’ve got a study group for a test tomorrow.  I’ll see you Sunday Sis.  Bye Scott be good to my sister.”
“I always am,” he stated closing the door behind her.  “Unless she needs punishment for doing something behind my back.  I told you I don’t want you hanging out with her.”
“Need I remind you she’s my sister?” she tossed at him and earned a smack to the cheek.  “Unless you want her and everyone else finding out you do that I suggest you back off my sister, and brother, right now.”
“Don’t you dare threaten me Olivia, not unless you want your sister black and blue to match your dead body,” he said shoving her into the wall as he headed to the living room. 
Sunday night she pushed him aside as they reached the theater and she glanced at the program in surprise. 
“A fifties housewife steps out of the house to pursue her dreams…what will her husband think?” she read off it and sent her sister a curious look.  As the play began, she tried not to react to the words and actions thrown around on the stage. 
“Wow…did you see that ending coming?” Jess asked as they sat at the coffee shop afterwards. 
“A bit,” she admitted knowing she wasn’t far behind the woman. 
“This is going to sound crazy but the guy who played the husband reminded me of Scott.  I mean, the way he looked at her so in love with her despite what he’d done at least.  She ended the play the way I remember you growing up with your boyfriends too…guess it just goes to show marriage matures you, huh?” Jess mused and she struggled to keep her front up. 
“Yeah, I guess it does,” she said before heading to the bathroom to calm herself.  She moved out of the stall and nearly ran into a woman.  “Sorry.”
“It was my fault entirely,” she stated looking at her intently.  “Sorry I just realized where I’d seen you before…tonight at the play at Sherman.”
“My sister heard it was good and bought the tickets for my birthday.”
“I’m so glad you two were able to come out and enjoy it.  If you don’t mind giving me an honest opinion, what did you think of it?”
“It was very real.  Felt like you were seeing inside a home for sure.”
“Good, I wrote it and would love to talk to you about it some more.  Here’s my card…give me a call and we can chat,” she said before moving off after a last look back her way making Olivia more curious than from her question. 
She glanced at the card in her hand and her stomach tightened.  The woman was a therapist, so why did she want to know her opinion of the play?  She couldn’t tell could she?  That would be horrible, to think a complete stranger could see what her family couldn’t. 
Then again…it might be a good thing.  She’d simply have to think about it she decided as she went back out to go home. 
Scott was waiting up for her and not pleased about the time it seemed.  “Where the hell have you been?  The play started at four; it’s after eleven now.”
“Jess wanted to grab coffee.  I couldn’t say no since you were supposed to be playing poker.”
“How was the play?” he asked snidely, and she knew he was gearing up for more. 
“Very interesting actually, you wouldn’t have liked it though.”
“Why’s that?  What’s it about?”
“A fifties housewife who takes a job outside the house…her husband doesn’t like it and she doesn’t care.”
“What happens in the end?  Does she realize he was right?” he asked looming over her. 
“No, she realized he’d never stop using her as a punching bag and took a straight razor to his throat.  I guess that’s why they don’t sell that type in the convenience stores anymore.  You’d be overrun with dead husbands.”
“Is that a threat Olivia?” he questioned as he advanced on her. 
“Just a comment, but it would make quite an interesting Christmas present, wouldn’t it?” she inquired moving from the room. 
“Get back here you ungrateful bitch.  You even think about doing something to me and it’ll be Jess’ blood on your hands is that clear?”
“Quite…in fact it’s a whole crystal glass full of blood clear Scott,” she seethed, as the play made her want to run so badly but she couldn’t.  There was nowhere safe to run from him, no way to protect her family, no matter how much she wanted to just disappear. 
“If you’d learn to behave you wouldn’t get hit, Olivia.  Now go upstairs and get into my bed.”
“Yes sir,” she mocked turning on her heel.  She knew he’d drink at least another beer before coming up and she was glad because it meant she could steel herself for his abuse. 
If she knew it was coming it didn’t hurt as much.  It was when she didn’t that it scared her and made her flinch.  That was what he loved though, her reactions to it, the more scared she was the more he liked it and she wished he’d die. 
She slid on her nightshirt and went to bed praying to be asleep before he got up.  He’d use her body either way but at least she wasn’t aware of it or his words when she was sleeping.  He came in, moved straight for her, and she knew he was still mad about what she’d said. 
“What the hell are you wearing?  Take it off now,” he ordered as he jerked the cover back.  He reached out and smacked her when she didn’t instantly move and grabbed for his belt.  She knew what that meant, and she quickly shed it then wished she hadn’t when he started laughing. 
“Yes, the little bitch knows what I want…so if you’re going to act like one you should be treated like one, shouldn’t you?” he said turning her over.  “Get up now…”
She shook her head clenching the sheets then felt the belt smack her back and she jumped, complying when he did it again.  She blanked her mind as he did a third and then prayed that it would just be over when he slid the belt around her neck like a leash and pulled on it. 
“Bitches like this don’t they…yeah they do,” he laughed as he finished.  She was in a haze as he loosened the belt from her neck and then hit the floor as he dumped her off the bed.  “Bitches sleep on the floor.  From now on the only time, you’re allowed on the bed is to be played with.”
She felt the bile rise in her throat and the tears slip down her cheeks.  She didn’t think she had but she must have let out a cry because he was instantly beside her with the belt in hand. 
“You want to cry…then you’ll cry for good,” he said as he kicked her.  She finally felt the blackness overtake her and she hoped not to wake up from it. 




Chapter 3
“If you can then get those figures out to Norris and…” Will droned on as they headed up the stairs Monday afternoon.  They’d been out at meetings all day and she was exhausted from simply listening, not to mention trying to breathe through the pain that was her midsection. 
She’d woken up naked with blood dried on her body and the moment the alarm sounded Scott pulled her up by her hair onto the bed and started in again.  How she’d gotten to work on time she didn’t know because every single thing on her hurt.  She tried to concentrate on what Will was saying and write it down as they paused on a landing to talk to someone but it all just blurred together and buzzed in her ears. 
She lifted her hand to her head trying to push it aside and then he was climbing again.  Each step made it harder to breathe and as they reached the top, she saw stars and swayed feeling like she was falling. 
“Liv can you tell…Livy!” Will shouted as he and Noel turned to check on the latest update and saw her sway then crumple downward.  She was at the edge of the steps, and he quickly grabbed her seeing her eyes close as he lifted her into his arms. 
“What the…” Noel said in surprise. 
“Get the door,” Will told him as he carried her down the hall to his office.  He laid her down on the couch turning to the other man.  “Noel can you get some water?”
“Sure…everything okay?”
“I don’t know,” he stated watching her closely.  She’d been off the last month or so.  She’d called in sick twice which wasn’t like her, she’d been moody and jumpy and now fainting.  Hell, maybe he did know what was wrong with her after all. 
“I’ll give you some space,” Noel offered as he returned with the water.  “Just give me a call later.”
“I will,” he stated waiting for him to close the door before brushing her hair from her face.  “Liv…wake up Livy…that’s right come on sweetie wake up.”
“Will?” she said, confused as she tried to sit up.  The pain in her side pushed her back down and she closed her eyes. 
“Liv?  Livy!”
“Stop yelling I can hear you,” she stated reopening them.  “What happened?”
“You fainted,” he said helping her sit up noting her confused look.  “How far along are you?”
“What?”
“Come on Liv, you’re never sick and you’ve taken off twice in the last month.  You’ve been a bit touchy and moody, and then fainting out of the blue…why didn’t you just tell me you were pregnant?”
“I’m not pregnant.”
“I’m not stupid.  I won’t say a word to anyone if you’re keeping it between you and Scott or if you’re worried about it being early still.”
“Will, I swear I’m not pregnant.”
“Or maybe you are and just haven’t realized it yet,” he suggested with a smile.  “It’s great news; I’m sure Scott will be thrilled.”
“Will!  For the last time, I’m not pregnant okay?” she said getting up from the couch swaying slightly as it pushed pain through her. 
“Then what’s going on Liv?  You’re swaying on your feet and you’re never sick.”
“Fine, I was out with Anna Saturday…we were in a small wreck, and I guess my ribs are just a bit more bruised than I thought they were.”
“Scott didn’t mention anything about it yesterday at poker.”
“He doesn’t know; he doesn’t like Anna.  I’m just a bit sore.”
“A bit sore?  Liv you passed out.  You need to go see the doctor now.”
“I have work to do.”
“Work can wait, go to the doctor or else I’ll tell Scott about the wreck myself,” he warned, and she knew he would do it. 
“Fine…I’ll go.”
“I’m coming with you.”
“No, you’re not, I don’t need a babysitter okay?”
“Why are you so moody if you’re not pregnant?” he asked as she grabbed her bag. 
“I’m just tired.  Scott’s been working late hours and I don’t sleep well.”
“Without him there, I swear I don’t know what happened to my independent assistant and friend.  The second you met Scott it was like he was suddenly glued to your side.”
“I don’t know how it happened either,” she agreed wishing she did so could go back and avoid it. 
She went to the clinic on the edge of town knowing they had the ability to check on her ribs without asking questions.  An hour later, the doctor confirmed what she already knew. 
“They’re broken, you still think I’m going to buy that this happened in a car accident?” he asked sitting down on a stool in front of her. 
“No, my ex showed back up in town and came after me.  I just didn’t want anyone finding out.  He was picked up, but I didn’t go to the hospital last night.  I…”
“Don’t want the hassle of it?” he asked sensing the truth in the admittance. 
“Yeah, so what do I do?”
“Rest, don’t lift anything heavy, if you wrap them it’ll be easier to move.”
“Thanks…”
“I can write you a prescription for a pain medication, but I can only make it out in your real name.” 
“Olivia Jackson,” she answered knowing the Tylenol wouldn’t help the way she was feeling right now. 
“Alright get this filled and take it easy; you need to let them heal.”
“I will,” she said knowing it wouldn’t be possible unless Scot stopped. 
That night Scott didn’t come home, and she was able to finally sleep after locking the door to the guest room.  She wasn’t going to sleep in that bed, plus this one was better for her back and ribs.  She got to work a bit early and met Will as she made a cup of tea. 
“No coffee?” he asked with a smile. 
“It doesn’t mean I’m pregnant, it’s just more soothing than coffee which makes me a bit jittery.  I’m fine Will, the doctor checked and there’s nothing wrong so can we please drop it?  He just figured that many steps and the constant reminder of them was a bit too much.  So, until I feel better it’ll be the elevator.”
“Good, I can’t have you fainting on me again.  You scared me yesterday Liv,” he said giving her a gentle hug that made her feel like crying. 
If she did that, he’d definitely think she was pregnant, but she wasn’t and she wouldn’t be either.  She wouldn’t allow that to happen.  “Sorry, but I mean it Will, I’m fine.”
“I’m glad, come on we’ll take it easy today.”
They did and for the next two weeks, he barely let her do anything other than get the phones and type up letters.  Scott was working on a new case and kept being called away whenever a new piece of information came up.  It allowed her a bit of peace and she felt relaxed as she got to the office. 
“How are you feeling?” Will asked later that day as he got back from lunch. 
“I’m fine why?” she questioned a bit worried. 
“Our deal with Thomas is falling apart.  I have to fly out and meet with him now and I need you with me Liv.”
“I can’t, Will.  Scott would never agree to it.”
“I know he doesn’t like you travelling but if we lose this deal we’re done.  He’ll go to Reeds and that will spell the end for us.”
“Let me check and see what Scott’s doing this weekend,” she said not wanting to risk her barely healing ribs to his ire.  She went into the private bathroom in the office and dialed his number. 
“What?” he answered impatiently. 
“Will and I need to head out to meet with Thomas to help save this deal.  It’s in Vancouver though…”
“Whatever I’ve got a stakeout to find this creep and I need to go.  I don’t know when I’ll be home so I couldn’t care less what the hell you do.”
“Okay, just wanted to make sure before I left,” she said, and he hung up without a goodbye even.  She headed back out and gave Will a smile, “So when does the plane leave?”
“As soon as we can get there, I’ve got a bag here so if you want we can take your car home and you can pack.  I hope it’ll be a quick trip but if not we’ll just buy something there.”
It was a bit odd having Will in the house as she packed her bag.  She headed back downstairs with it and saw Will studying a bit of the wall that she’d had to bleach to get the blood out. 
“All set…are we ready to go?”
“Yeah, the paint’s come off there, it’s more white than cream.”
“You know how clumsy I am.  I spilled some red wine on the wall and had to use bleach to get it out.  I’ve got the paint in the garage to touch it up, but we don’t have time for that right now, do we?”
“No, we don’t.  Thank you again for coming Liv.  I promise I’ll make it up to Scott for stealing you away.”
“He’s got a stakeout that he’s going to be on, so it worked out.” At least until I get back, she added in her head. 
The flight was pleasant, and she instantly liked the city as they made their way to the hotel.  Will had reserved a suite with a large workspace and it was incredible to look around at the view from the different rooms. 
“I scheduled a dinner with Thomas and his wife for seven at the restaurant downstairs.  I’m hoping you brought a dress because if not we’re going to be cutting it short to find something,” Will stated and she smiled. 
“I figured as much so I packed a couple. Don’t worry, it’s not the first time we’ve travelled together.”
“But it is the first since you’ve been really married.”
“Really married?” she asked giving him an odd look. 
“The first year you and Scott were married he was undercover still, so he was away more often than he was home, right?  You’d go weeks without seeing him, so travel was easier, then he got promoted to homicide and stole you again.”
“Again?  I still work for you Will.”
“I know but it’s different now.  I can’t call you in the middle of the night to discuss the latest deal or just drop in at your place on the way to work.  Half the time I think Scott wants to murder me.”
You’d think right, she admitted to herself.  “Okay it’s a bit different but I’m still the same Liv.”
“Then why does it feel like you’re pulling even further away from all of us?  Dan mentioned it at the barbeque.  He said Scott almost took his head off for some stupid comment he made not to mention the way he barged in at the office.  Alright maybe I stepped over a line but…you’d tell me if there was something wrong, right?”
“Of course, Will.  Scott’s been under a lot of pressure at work and there was a case with a woman who was the same age as me, same height, same hair color…I think it got to him a bit,” she lied wondering why she just couldn’t admit to it.  A few simple words and it could be over…but if Scott heard about it, he’d kill her instantly. 
“That would get to anyone I think,” he said kissing her temple.  “Let’s look over this information before dinner?”
“Sure,” she agreed as they sat down. 
She took her time getting ready and checked the dress to make sure it covered the fading bruises then took down her hair letting it fall around her shoulders and down her back.  It should distract anyone from the slight discoloration of the last whelp that’d finally healed.  It was a shorter skirt than Scott liked which was why she’d only worn it once, but he wasn’t here and she felt like wearing it again, plus the sleeves balanced out the skirt along with hiding the bruises. 
She opened the door and moved into the sitting area giving Will a smile as he turned to look at her. 
“Wow, you look incredible Liv…and your hair, you should wear it down more often.”
“It’s a bit much sometimes for the office; I’d have it in my tea or coffee all the time.”
“True…and it might not look as good brown,” he teased as they went downstairs.  He kept adjusting his tie and she stopped him outside the restaurant and shook her head. 
“You still haven’t discovered the secret behind a decent tie knot, have you?”
“Nope, I usually just leave them tied but this one went to the cleaners after the salsa incident.”
“Right,” she replied, grinning at the memory of their taco night a few weeks prior.  Scott was away interviewing a suspect in another town, and she’d enjoyed three nights alone.  Well, once she was finally at the house.  She’d spent each evening with Will in the office, having dinner and doing not much of anything when it came to actual work.  She finished with the tie, helping it to lie flat finally and glanced up at him, unable to keep the smile off her lips.  “Better?”
“Perfect what would I do without you Liv?”
“Go crazy and have to hire a new assistant?”
“True,” he agreed sliding his hand to rest along the small of her back as they moved into the restaurant. 
She didn’t know why but it felt right, natural, and didn’t worry her in the slightest.  She saw the couple heading their way and was glad about her choice of dress as the man’s wife was dressed to dazzle.  “Wow can you say cleavage?”
“I think he was hoping to distract me what do you think?” Will asked with a grin at her.  “Thomas, good to see you again and this must be Janice.”
“It is and who is this gorgeous creature?” Thomas questioned. 
“This is my incredible assistant Olivia.”
“So, you’re the one who helps me find this guy.  You are one lucky man Will, a booming company and a sensational wife.”
“Oh no, we’re not…” she said shaking her head, her heart fluttering wildly at the thought of being Will’s wife. 
“I don’t get to call her that one, but her husband did allow me to bring her here so I guess I’ll throw a few extra dollars to the policeman’s next charity,” Will added. 
“Your husband is a police officer?” Janice asked. 
“Detective with the homicide division at home, unfortunately he’s stuck on a stakeout right now.”  Unfortunate for him, the small voice in her head reminded her making her smile more. 
“Lucky for us then…and you it seems Will.  Do you get help from all of your assistants with your ties?” Thomas inquired making her slightly uncomfortable with the smirk he shot Will. 
“Only Liv, we practically grew up together.  Her brother was my best friend from the time we were sixteen when we moved to town and Liv was the cutest little ten-year-old. She’s still pretty cute but thankfully she’s left the stuffed bunny behind,” Will replied making her grin. 
“He’s not left behind; he just has a special spot on the memory shelf,” she countered. 
“How long have you been working together?” Janice asked smiling at them. 
“Six years, I graduated with my associates but was bored with college life and Will’s assistant was retiring.  A phone call and a dinner later, I was hired.”
“Best decision of my life I assure you,” Will admitted. 
“So it would seem…now let’s talk business,” Thomas stated. 
“A man who gets right to the point…I like that,” he replied, and she watched as he worked his way back into the frontrunner position. 
“Well, I think that’s enough shop talk,” Janice said as they finished their meals.  “Come dance Thomas.”
“Yes ma’am…”
“What do you say Liv?  Spin around the floor for old times?”
“Promise you won’t dip me, and we’ve got a deal,” she agreed, and they made their way out feeling entirely natural about it. 




Chapter 4
“Scott I’m working,” Olivia whispered into her phone as she stepped out into the hallway after shooting Will an apologetic look at the constant repeated calls coming into her phone. 
“And I’m at home…where the hell are you?”
“I told you Friday we had to fly up to Vancouver.  We’re trying to finish this deal and you’ve called twenty times.”
“I need you here now Olivia.”
“Why?  Missed having me to smack around?”  The words fell unexpectedly, and she cringed, biting her tongue to stop more from falling.  Being away from him was magical.  Being with Will where Scott couldn’t get to her was even better, let her dream.  A little too much she realized; certain she’d pay for that comment when she was home. 
“Watch your mouth.  I’m on desk duty for the next few weeks while my arm heals and if you make it worse by being a little bitch…”
“What happened to your arm?” she asked, hoping I was truly hurt so he wouldn’t be able to hurt her with it. 
“I took a bullet from some scumbag, so get your ass home and act like a damn wife now Olivia.”
“I have to go Scott,” she stated turning to look out the window as she dipped her head.  Why couldn’t they have done a better job and hit him in the heart or head?  Then she could at least be happy…well free, she didn’t think happy would ever be possible for her. 
Spending the last five days here without him was truly the best of her life and now she had to go back and deal with him.  Tears slipped down her cheeks, and she brushed them away hearing the doors to the conference room open. 
“Liv everything okay?” she heard Will ask and she blinked as she cleared her throat. 
“Yeah…everything’s okay,” she agreed turning around. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked walking over to her as the rest of the group left the room.  A couple stopped beside them and shook hands before leaving and she tried to fight the need to cry.  Him closing the deal meant they were leaving, and she had to go back…to Scott.  There was no way around it, no way to avoid it, and she hated it. 
“Nothing…I take it Thomas finally said yes?”
“He did but that’s not important.  You were crying Liv, why?”
“That was Scott…”
“I kind of figured that after the fourth call in a row, what’s wrong?”
She couldn’t tell him the truth because he’d try to help and end up dead.  She wouldn’t do that to him, or Dan, but especially herself.  She needed him around to do what he did for her every day—make her hope that someday things would change, and she would be free. 
“He was shot.  He’s okay it hit his arm but…”
“Ah sweetie I’m sorry,” he said brushing away the stray tear that came from the knowledge she wished he’d died brought.  “We can get the first flight back.  Don’t worry about the office we’ll be fine.”
“Thanks…I just need to get back.”
“Of course, you do; come on, let’s get our stuff,” he said putting his arm around her as he gently squeezed hers. 
It was strange that him doing the same thing Scott had made her feel safe whereas Scott only made her feel terror and now she was headed back to that terror. 
The words wanted to come out…but she couldn’t let them here.  It had to happen soon or else she’d die.  It was anyone’s guess if it’d be by his hands or her own though.  She wasn’t planning on suicide, but she was killing herself keeping all of this in.  She needed someone to talk to…someone who couldn’t tell anyone else. 
“I was going to call Janice and see if she wanted to join us for drinks then dinner,” Thomas said shaking hands with Will again. 
“We need to get back,” Will stated. 
“Don’t tell me you’re going to just run off now that the papers are signed,” Thomas said looking between them. 
“Liv’s husband was injured at work, and I can’t let her fly all the way back to New York alone right now.”
“I take it that’s what all the calls were about?”
“I apologize for that.  Scott isn’t the most patient and he hates voicemail.”
“So, he’s alright?” Thomas asked. 
“He was shot in the arm.  He said he’d be on desk duty while it heals…I just really need to get home.”
“Of course, you do, honey,” he agreed.  “Let me get my assistant to set up the flight for you while the driver runs you back to the hotel.  Can’t have a gorgeous gal like you crying all the way to the airport.”
“Thank you,” she said as Will accepted his help. 
She was tense on the flight back and for once didn’t have to come up with an excuse as to why.  Will assumed she was anxious to get home and check on Scott whereas the truth was she was terrified to get home.  She didn’t want to deal with regular Scott let alone an injured one. 
“I’ve got it Will,” she said when they finally reached the dark house.  “Thank you for driving me.”
“Anytime, take tomorrow off and call before you think about coming in on Thursday, alright?  Goodnight Liv.”
“Night Will,” she said wishing she could go with him as he drove away. 
The moment she stepped into the house she knew the night was going to end badly.  Scott was still awake and in a mood as he grabbed her wrist and drug her up the stairs.  He pushed her back into the wall inside the bedroom and ripped open her blouse with his good hand and her breath stalled in panic that he took as desire. 
“Little bitch behaved herself?  Then get on the bed to be played with…”
The word no almost slipped out. Keeping it in was as hard as the desire to walk out the doors but he could hurt her so easily even with his arm in the sling and she gave in.  It’d been almost three weeks since he’d touched her this way and it made her sicker than ever.  She had to find someone to talk to before she did something she’d regret and got someone she loved hurt. 
She laid on her side facing away from him afterwards, trying to keep the tears from falling and cried out when he shoved her off the bed.  She smacked her head against the nightstand and knew extremely well, she was home. 
***
“Morning Livy,” Will said as she came into his office.  He studied her wondering why he’d never realized how amazing she was before now.  She’d always been right outside his door, but he hadn’t seen her as anything other than his friend and Dan’s little sister until now.  In the two weeks since they’d gotten back from Vancouver, he’d been having a hard time keeping her out of his mind and his hands off her. 
“Morning Will,” she said giving him a smile. 
“How’s the head doing?”
“Fine I still can’t believe I was that oblivious to where I was and smacked into that cupboard door,” she said touching the spot where the two stitches had been.  “Thomas has been busy, hasn’t he?”
“Incredibly,” he agreed handing her the latest stack of information that they’d sent over.  “Feel like working through lunch with me so we can possibly get out of here before midnight?”
“Sure,” she agreed, sitting down to keep herself from looking directly at him.  She could still remember how easy it’d been in Vancouver with him and now she was wondering even more about things she shouldn’t considering what was going on in her life.  Scott had upped his abuse and it was beginning to crush her more and more. 
Every little thing made him mad outside the bedroom and once inside he used her then discarded her, most of the time barely conscious.  She wanted to tell Will the truth but if she did, she would be terrified that he would look at her the way Scott did.  Or worse, be furious and call him out on it, and then Scott would come after him. 
She pushed herself to concentrate on her work and it fell back into a routine as the weeks slid into a new month then another.  At work, she felt alive, but only when she was with Will. Outside of it she felt nothing but fear and a wish for death to stop it all. 
She was working her way through a document for Will when she felt someone grab her shoulders and she jumped. 
“It’s just me Livy,” Will teased sitting down on the edge of her desk. 
“Don’t do that,” she replied, shooting him a look as the fear subsided and her heartrate returned to normal. 
“Sorry Liv, I was just trying to be funny.  You were concentrating so hard your head was about to explode.”
“So-what?  I’m working,” she retorted.
“Hey…ease up.  What’s got you in such a foul mood?  Don’t tell me you and Scott had a fight and you’re stewing,” he stated with a lazy smile, praying she said they had. 
“No, we didn’t have a fight…sorry…” She sighed realizing she was still doing it.  She needed to get a grip on her desire to tell or kiss him.  It was messing with her, and she needed it to stop. 
“It’s okay; it’s been a rough couple months.  Your accident then Scott getting hurt…if you want to talk to me anytime you can,” he said reaching out to slip a piece of her hair back behind her ear.  His touch didn’t scare her—at least not the way Scott’s did.  No, it sent a wave of warmth through her that she desperately wanted to linger in, indulge in, and never let go. 
“Thanks…I just haven’t had time to really stop and catch my breath.”
“Well then put down the file, step away from the computer and grab your bag,” he stated with a smile. 
“Why?” she asked with a bit of a laugh. 
“Because we’re going to ditch work…but don’t tell the boss,” he added in a whisper. 
“You are the boss,” she reminded him feeling a real smile hit her. 
“So I am, all the more reason to put down the work.  Come on, boss’ orders.  We are spending the rest of the day having fun,” he assured her as they hit the elevator and headed down to his car, telling the receptionist to field all the calls as they were going to a meeting. 
“Shame on you Will, lying to the poor girl,” she teased taking the passenger seat as he held the door open for her, something Scott had never done even on their first date. 
“What are you going to do?  Fire me or tell the boss?” he countered making her smile fully. 
“So where are we going?” she asked when he pulled out onto the highway. 
“You’ll see,” he replied, and she did when they parked in the lot for an amusement park twenty minutes outside of town. 
“I haven’t been here in years, but I don’t think we’re exactly dressed for it,” she said smiling as she indicated her work attire. 
“They have clothes inside the guest shop, so what do you say?  A couple hours walking around the park with me, a bit like old times.”
“Ah but then we had Dan with us, and Jess was like ten.”
“It was still fun.  Come on which would you rather do stay here for the afternoon or go back to the office and work?”
“Two conditions…”
“Okay what are they?”
“No roller coasters because my ribs are still a bit bruised, and I don’t think I need them jarred…”
“Alright I can do that,” he agreed.  “What else?”
“No cell phones.  No matter who calls for what until we’re back in the lot, no phones.”
“You’re on,” he stated knowing it meant that Scott couldn’t call, and he really didn’t want him to interrupt his time with her.  She was still stuck in his head, and she hadn’t budged.  Today would be for both of them and he’d love every moment of it.  “First stop different clothes and shoes…” he stated pulling her towards the gift shop. 
Thankfully, she found a lightweight jacket she could just slip on over her camisole and she quickly changed out of her dress clothes into the shorts and jacket sliding her feet into the flip-flops before taking her stuff out to the locker to keep it safe. 
“You really should wear more skirts around the office, show off those sexy legs,” Will said sliding up behind her making her wonder what it would be like if he simply pulled her back against him and held her. 
“Careful Will…you wouldn’t want Scott to hear you say something like that,” she said, reminding herself for the thousandth time that she couldn’t do that to herself or Will.  She couldn’t lose him because she wanted to know what it was like to be with him, had for longer than she would admit…longer than she’d known Scoot. 
“He’s not here though Liv.  So, let’s pretend we’re both carefree for the afternoon huh?” he suggested wishing he could forget Scott completely, make her forget him completely too. 
“Deal,” she agreed with a smile that stayed on her lips as the afternoon went on.  She laughed as they stood on the bridge watching the riders risk getting soaked from the log ride and let out a light squeal as the last one sent a wave their way. 
“Now that’s what I remember,” Will stated sliding his arm around her waist as they moved through the crowd together.  “That little squeal when the water hit you.  I think the last time we were here you ducked down, you were sitting in front of me, and Jess was in front of you, and you ducked.”
“You got soaked and then on our way off it you purposely held me up on that bridge and got me soaked.”
“That was a good day…then you had to go ruin things by getting married.”
“Yeah,” she said looking away as her smile dimmed. 
“Is everything okay with you and Scott?  The last few months the two of you haven’t been as close it seems.”
“I don’t know…growing pains I guess.”
“Is that it?  You can talk to me Liv…what’s going on?”
“Scott’s just been a bit distant since he got hurt.  Well, even before that I guess, but it’s the job I think.  He’s not used to constantly staying in one place and maybe it’s just getting to him a bit,” she suggested knowing she couldn’t tell him how distant he’d become from the man she’d started dating. 
“Well, tell me to butt out if you want but…why did the two of you get married so quickly?” he asked finally voicing one of the questions he’d had for a while. 
“It was the thing to do, I guess.  We met, started dating, fell in love…”
“Got married.  Alright, answer this one if you will…do you still love him?”
“Of course, I do Will,” she said forcing the untrue words out of her mouth.  “I’m just worried something will happen and where that’ll leave me.  When he was undercover, I didn’t see the daily part of it, but now it’s a bit much.”
“But you’re staying with him?  The two of you are still happy together?” he asked, hoping the answer was no. 
“Absolutely,” she lied, as she drug him to the ring toss.  “Let’s see if you still have the magic touch.”
“You asked for it, Livy,” he stated paying for the bucket of rings.  He started tossing them and shook his head when they all bounced off.  “This is harder than I remembered…”
She couldn’t stop laughing as he nearly emptied the bucket. 
“Here last one,” he said handing it to her.  “You try…”
“How about together?” she said moving in front of him as he took a step back.  She knew it was crazy, but she wanted to feel his closeness again, remember her life before she met Scott.  His hand slipped over hers and he wrapped his other arm around her waist as they turned to the bottles and tossed the ring. 
She heard it clink against the glass and her jaw dropped open when it settled around the lip of a bottle.  “No way…”
“Congratulations…you can pick any of the ones up here,” the teenager said pointing to the stuffed animals. 
“Which one Livy?” he asked deferring to her. 
“Take a guess,” she told him with a grin. 
“She’ll take the bunny,” he said spying it. 
“Last one, enjoy,” the guy stated getting it down.  He handed it over, and Will took it before presenting it to her. 
“Thank you,” she said holding onto it as they made their way back towards the front of the park.  She changed back into her regular clothes sure the camisole would dry fairly quickly and not show through her top.  When they reached the parking lot at work she looked at the stuff then back at him, “Think you could hold onto this for me?  I don’t think Scott would be too thrilled to find out I skipped out of work and went there with you.”
“He’ll be waiting at my place for you to visit,” he promised kissing her temple as she got out.  “See you later Livy.”
“Night Will,” she stated wishing she could go with him, but she had to go home to Scott.  “Life sucks sometimes…”




Chapter 5
Olivia walked into the ballroom of the hotel spying Will almost instantly and wished she were alone instead of having Scott beside her, but he’d refused to let her come by herself.  He didn’t want to be here, but he wouldn’t let her come enjoy herself either. 
It’d been six weeks since she and Will had snuck off to the amusement park, six strangely odd weeks where he made her feel incredibly important, more than usual even. 
She loved going to work…she just hated the end of the day when it was time for her to go because it always meant that she was going home to Scott.  He’d backed off this past week of the physical violence after spending the weekend at his cabin.  He still wouldn’t let her sleep in the bed or any bed in the house while he was there but for those three nights she’d slept like she was free.  That’s what she wanted now more than for him to end her misery…she wanted the freedom to choose what she wanted, and her choices were leading her towards Will more and more. 
“How long do we have to stay?” Scott questioned making her irritated. 
“You didn’t have to come.  I could have said you were working.”
“And let another man put his hands on you?  You’re lucky I let you out of the house in that dress.  It’s too short and you’re my bitch,” he stated quietly against her ear making her back tense slightly. 
“If it isn’t the beautiful Olivia,” Thomas said as he and Janice headed towards them.  He reached out and hugged her, and she quickly made the introductions. 
“Scott this is Thomas O’Leary.  Will and I flew out to meet him in Vancouver, and his wife Janice.  This is my husband Scott.”
“Good to see you’re well.  Olivia was quite upset when we said good-bye after hearing about the accident,” Thomas stated shaking his hand. 
“Olivia worries too much sometimes,” he said in a way that made the pair instantly like him and she hated that he could manage to do that to everyone.  It terrified her how quickly he could flip a switch and pretend to be the perfect man—sweet, charming, caring…it was all an act but no one else saw it. 
“I see you’ve met Scott,” Will said coming over to them.  “Liv you look amazing as always.”
“Thank you Will,” she said giving him a light smile well aware that Scott was starting to seethe. 
“Do you mind if I steal Liv for a few minutes?” he asked looking towards Scott.  “We need to talk to Christian about a business matter.”
“No problem, I’ll be over by the bar,” Scott answered, and Olivia held in a sigh knowing the trouble that meant for her later tonight. 
She moved to the far side of the room with Will and paused behind a column to fix his tie.  “One of these days I’m going to have to teach you to tie these correctly.”
“But then I wouldn’t have an excuse to steal you away.  Thunder misses you.”
“Oh, he does, does he?” she asked with a grin.  “He’s very talkative then?”
“Goes on and on about you,” he agreed as they headed over to Christian and moved about mingling with their clients, workers, and guests. 
“Dance?” he asked as the band started back up. 
“Why not,” she replied enjoying being this close to someone who wouldn’t hurt her.  “Great party…a booming success.”
“Thanks to you.  You’re incredible Livy, Scott is a very lucky man.”
“Yeah,” she responded but her smile dimmed. 
“What is going on with you two?  He’s at the bar while you’re here with me…why is that?” he asked giving her a look that stalled her breath. 
“He knows this is business.”
“Is it?  I haven’t seen you smile or laugh with him in months, not when he’s around or when you talk about him.”
“What are you asking Will?” she questioned wondering what he was thinking. 
“Are you happy being married to him?”
“I’m not a starry-eyed newlywed anymore.  It’s just different now.”
“Really?  So, I’m just imagining the fact that you don’t want to go home at the end of the day?  That you’d rather stay at the office, stay with me than go to him?”
“Stop it,” she said softly not wanting to talk about it anymore.  If they did, she’d tell him and that would be a death sentence for someone. 
“Fine…but one of these days you’re going to have to admit it to yourself if nothing else,” he told her as they finished the dance. 
“I’m fine,” she stated then moved off as the party continued. 
The moment they got home Scott let her know how displeased he was with her.  He slammed her into the wall and held her there with a hand around her neck as he reminded her that he controlled everything in the house in the worst ways. 
The next week began to be too much for her, and she called the therapist’s office as Will continued to question her about her moods that continued to grow more erratic.  The morning of her appointment, she was nervous wondering if Scott could possibly find out.  She was about to call and cancel when Will walked in with a stack of papers for her. 
“We need to talk,” he stated as he watched her go over the information. 
“Okay,” she said picking up the stack and following him into his office heading to the couch as he shut the door. 
“Put the files down Livy…please,” he added when she tensed at his harder tone. 
She lowered them unsure what was happening, what he wanted if it wasn’t about the work.  “What’s going on Will?
“That’s what I’d like to know. Don’t tell me there’s nothing wrong because I know you.  You don’t smile except for when you’re here.”
“Scott and I had a fight about work okay? He doesn’t like me working late and wants me to quit, but I love working with you.  You’re not only my friend but a great guy and he just has to understand that I want to be here.  It’s nothing to worry about Will, I promise,” she said and saw his shoulders relax as he bought the lies.  “Is that it?”
“That’s it,” he agreed wishing he believed her, but he didn’t, not fully at least but he’d let it go for now.  He still needed her here too much. 
***
“Good afternoon…Marie,” Teri said as she walked in.  “I wasn’t expecting you to call.”
“I wasn’t going to.”
“I’m glad you did though,” Teri said as Olivia sat down.  “So, are you here to discuss the play or you?”
“A bit of both, I think,” she admitted, positive it was insane to be here, but she didn’t know what else to do anymore.  She couldn’t go on the way she was, couldn’t risk it coming out to Will and him being hurt when he confronted Scott.  “I don’t know why you wanted my opinion of it though.”
“I think we do Marie.  Whatever you say to me will stay between us.”
“My name’s not really Marie, well it’s my middle name, but if my husband found out I was here…”
“He’s abusive?” Teri asked, certain the thought that popped into her mind the night of the play was right. 
“He’s angry and controlling; he’s threatened to kill everyone I love if I think about leaving him…and I hate that everyone believes we’re this perfect couple,” she said as the tears hit her. 
“Marie…”
“Olivia, my name’s really Olivia,” she told her, unable to stand hearing someone call her that. 
“Olivia, no one wants to believe that the husband of their friend, sister, or daughter is capable of terror.  I followed you into that bathroom after the play because I saw the look in your eyes, and I knew there was something you were hiding, weren’t saying and it worried me.”
“I can’t tell anyone else.”
“You can go to the police Olivia; they will help,” Teri said gently. 
“You don’t understand; my husband…is the police.  He’s a detective with the homicide department.  He’d know instantly if I speak to anyone there.  There’s no way they’d believe me.  He’s too good at fooling everyone.” Her jaw trembled at the mere idea of what he’d do if she showed up at the police station, accusing him of abuse.  Even with the bruises, the broken bones, they wouldn’t buy it.  Scott would turn it around, convince them that she was hurting herself, that she needed medical help, and that would be it.  “He’d find out and come kill me then turn to Jess.”
“Who’s Jess?”
“My sister.”
“The one from the café?”
Olivia nodded, fighting the panic welling up inside her that cautioned her that she was saying too much.  “Yeah, she’s only twenty, she shouldn’t be forced to deal with this.”
“Neither should you Olivia.  You said he was controlling…angry…has he hit you?”
“He calls me a bitch, treats me like I’m nothing more than a dog.  I can get on the bed to be played with and then…” She shook her head, unable to say it, fighting against the tears flooding her, making her throat tighten, barely able to breathe. 
“Then what Olivia?” Teri asked feeling like finding the man and killing him herself. 
“He shoves me off the bed…naked, bruised…beaten, onto the floor and makes me sleep there and I can’t do it anymore.  Half the time…I don’t know if I want to kill him or want him to kill me so it’ll all stop.  I hate him…hate that everyone just believes he’s such a good guy,” she added, the tears falling, feeling just how utterly hopeless it all was.   
“Olivia,” Teri said walking over to her on the couch.  She sat down beside her and gently reached out not knowing how she’d respond to being touched, but unable to stop herself.  “You have to find a way to tell the police the truth; is there anywhere you can go?  Anyone you can stay with?”
“No, if I run he’ll go to Jess and he’ll hurt her to hurt me.  He’ll kill them, I know he will.”
“What can I do?  How can I help?” Teri asked confused.  Most women who came to her knew they had to get out and were prepared for it but this time she didn’t know what Olivia wanted. 
“You can’t, no one can.  I just couldn’t pretend anymore; I had to say it.”
“And I’ll listen anytime you need me to,” Teri stated, her arm around Olivia’s shoulder, gently holding her as she cried and talked as Teri tried to figure out what to do.  How she could help.  She couldn’t stand to see Olivia so scared, so…despondent, broken but not beaten down despite everything she’d been through, endured. 
She let Olivia leave then called a friend from the department and headed out to meet them at a diner across town. 
“Teri I haven’t heard from you in a bit…what’s going on?” Jake asked. 
“I need some help, very quiet help Jake.”
“Alright what’s wrong?” he said as she leaned closer to him. 
“I have a patient whose husband is extremely abusive; in ways I’ve never encountered,” Teri admitted, a sense of second-hand terror flowing through her after everything Olivia had told her. 
“And you need help getting her out of town?” he guessed. 
“She won’t come forward and she won’t leave town.  This guy has her terrified.  He’s threatened to kill her brother, her parents, her boss if she so much as says a word but what has her most worried is his threats to go after her sister.  She can’t do anything except wait for him to kill her and it’s going to happen Jake.”
“I can see that,” he stated, noting the look on Teri’s face, “but what can I do if she won’t make the accusation, press charges?”
“I’m certain she would if it was possible to guarantee that there was no way for him to get out.”
“We can do our best, the DA can do their best, but it’s ultimately up to a judge to decide that,” he warned, and Teri nodded in understanding. 
“Which is why she won’t come forward, she knows if she says anything she’s dead or else everyone she cares about will be before he finally gets to her.”
“Then it sounds like we’re at an impasse, who is this guy?  A politician…one of the rich yahoos on Park Roe…” he guessed, and she shook her head no. 
“A detective with the force,” she told him, watching the shock flow across his face. 
“You’re saying one of ours is…no way…”
“I’m deathly serious, Jake. It’s why she won’t step up.  She knows that if she made a domestic abuse report he’ll find out from the others on the force.”
“And he’ll come after her.  She turns him in and as a cop he has easy access to guns, ammo, taser, nightsticks…”
Teri nodded seeing the thoughts pass across Jake’s face.  “She’s in hell and she wants out so badly; she’s screaming for it to stop inside but she has no way out.”
“And even if she were to run he’d probably find her, so what can I do to help?”
“I don’t know.  I don’t know her last name or her husband’s name, all I know is that he was shot in the arm going after a suspect three months ago and he works in homicide.”
“Holy shit,” Jake said thinking back over the guys in the precincts.  When one of them got shot it made the rounds, but he couldn’t believe it would be possible.  “Do you know the wife’s real name?”
“I know her first name, but I can’t tell you Jake.”
“I can guess though, can’t I?  You don’t even have to confirm or deny,” he said holding his finger up as he said confirm and lowered it for deny.  “It’s Olivia, isn’t it?”
Teri lifted her finger slightly and he shook his head. 
“Shit…I mean, I…honestly, I can’t believe it’d be Scott. They’ve been married for three years, if you saw them out together…”
“That’s exactly her point,” Teri said seeing the disbelief on his face.  It made Olivia’s reasons for staying quiet more understandable because Jake usually had no trouble seeing the truth of who someone was.  “Yes, they’ve been married for three years.  Two of them terror filled every single moment of the day whether he was with her or not.  I could get in huge trouble telling you this, but I can deal with losing my license if it saves her life.”
“If it were someone other than him I could probably get something worked out to bring him in without having anything called in but…he’s the wonder boy of the department.  No one is going to believe her.”
“How can he possibly be that convincing?” Teri asked, in shock that no one else saw what the man was like.  Saw the depth of pain that Olivia was hiding. 
“He worked undercover for six years without a single person making him.  He’s…a chameleon.  I’m telling you, if you saw him with her, you’d be skeptical as well.  I’m not saying I don’t believe you,” he stated as her jaw tightened, “that I don’t believe your assessment of Olivia and the truth of what’s she told you.  I’m just saying what everyone else is going to if we tried to accuse the guy right now.  There’s no way to bring him in on that type of charge and make it stick.  I can guarantee there isn’t a single call that’s been made to their place…not one doctor’s visit that will have her name on it or a hint of abuse behind it if Scott was present.”
“So, you’re telling me that she either has to decide to risk running or stay with him?”
“No, it means we’re going to have to set him up for something else…some other charge that we can get him behind bars for and then have her come forward with the charges once it’s guaranteed he’s going to be there for a while,” Jake stated, his eyes cloudy as Teri watched the thoughts play through. 
“You think you can pull that off?  Take down wonder boy…without him finding out?”
“I don’t know but if you’re right and we don’t try, I can easily see him following through on the threats.  He’s one of the best marksmen on the force and he doesn’t shy away from letting everyone know it.”
“Do your best, I’ll hopefully be able to get her to talk to me again.  She’s been holding it in for two years and she’s about to break.  I don’t want to see her break in a way that can’t be fixed, Jake.  What he’s done to her…I wish it were as simple as him smacking her around.”
“I take it it’s a lot worse than that.”
“Let’s just say if I ever met him in a darkened alley, I’d shoot first then say freeze,” she admitted, her face growing darker with her fury of what Olivia had told her.  “A razorblade to the throat sounds too good for him.”
“Whoa…I thought that was the worst thing you could come up with,” Jake said, his brow lifting in further shock. 
“It was until I heard what he’d done to her, what he’s doing to her.  I think he should be given a paralysis that keeps him from being able to move then thrown into a pit with something that will eat him alive.”
“Teri,” he said in disbelief. 
“Sorry but this…it’s a new kind of terror I saw in her eyes, and I don’t want to see it ever again in anyone let alone her.”
“I’ll do my best.  I’ve met her and she’s incredible.  She’s sweet and happy, well, usually,” he said, his eyes thoughtful as he studied her, “but now…I’ve seen it.  Not when Scott’s there next to her, but when she thought she was by herself. At the last fundraiser we had, there were moments when she just looked…defeated.”
“You just didn’t want to believe it though, did you?”
“Not of one of us…that the reason for it was because of Scott.  I’m going to see what I can dig up from his undercover days.  If there’s even the slightest thing that we could nail him on, it’s going to be from that timeframe.  I’ll let you know as soon as I find something out.”
“Thanks Jake and if you run into them you cannot let her know that you know…or him.”
“I know Teri.  If he finds out she’s dead; I won’t let that happen.”
“Good, I’ll do my best on my end to make sure it doesn’t,” she said as she let him leave. 
She prayed she’d just done the right thing.  If somehow, Scott did find out it wouldn’t be just Olivia he went after.  It’d be everyone she loved or cared about…knew.  
Even me, Teri realized before pushing it away.  It’d work out…it had to. 




Chapter 6
Olivia made her way through the lobby towards the stairs.  It’d been almost six months since Scott had broken her ribs and they were finally starting to fully heal and no longer hurt when she took the stairs.  They kept her in shape without having to pay a gym membership.  Not that Scott would allow her to go to a gym with other men around, especially not when wearing tight workout clothing.  He’d be more likely to throw her through a window than let her walk into a gym. 
She pushed open the door to the office and sighed with relief when she didn’t see Will.  He was too close to figuring the truth out…at least the part of it where she no longer loved Scott.  On the other hand, she was far too close to telling him whole truth or at least admitting that she constantly wondered what it’d be like to kiss him. 
She had no clue if she could ever let someone that close to her again but seeing if she could with Will was certainly something that had been going through her mind day after day.  They were closer, which was why she was pushing him away, confusing him with her attitude lately. 
Some days she’d forget about everything outside of the office and simply enjoy spending time with him, being near him.  Then others she’d remember what happened when she went home, and she’d snap at him. 
She was slowly losing her mind despite her outlet of talking to Teri weekly.  Yesterday, Teri had asked her about her feelings for Will and it was now stuck in her head because she didn’t know what they were—just how far it went, the truth of them. 
She loved Will as a friend, liked him as a man but as far as anything else she didn’t know.  Her old crush on him was the hardest part of liking him as a man now that she’d actually spent quality time with him.  If only she’d taken a chance on that crush before she met Scott, her life would be vastly different right now. 
They were all meeting up later to celebrate with Jess for her birthday, and Olivia knew if she didn’t get herself under control, they’d realize something was wrong.  As the day went on, she avoided Will to keep herself in check and as the clock closed in on five, her phone rang.  She checked the id and held her breath answering.  She was putting it away when Will came out. 
“Ready to go meet up with the others?” he asked coming over to her. 
“I need to run home first.  Scott can’t find something he needs, and you know how he is.  I’ll meet up with you all later,” she stated with a smile his way. 
“Okay,” he agreed watching her go.  He knew there was something going on with her he just didn’t know what. 
She hadn’t been herself for a bit now and he needed to know if it was partly his fault.  He couldn’t see her as just a friend anymore.  When he looked at her he saw everything he wanted but unless she told him she felt the same, no longer loved Scott he couldn’t do anything to hurt her.  He wouldn’t lose her because she didn’t feel the same. 
He was trying to figure out what it was as he sat at the bar later waiting for them. 
“Will…fancy running into you here,” Dan joked joining him.  “How’s life treating you?”
“Good,” he stated as his mind went back to Olivia and the way she looked at him at times. 
He could almost swear she felt what he did, felt it towards him and not Scott, at least, not anymore.  Every time he’d seen them together in the last six, seven months it wasn’t the same.  Hadn’t been since that night in his office when he’d started undressing her—innocently as it was. 
The look in Scott’s eyes when he saw them…it was almost as though he knew what Will’s feelings for her were.  Knew and also knew that Olivia wasn’t feeling the same towards him any longer.  It’d explain why Scott didn’t want her working with him anymore. 
Yeah, Olivia might have claimed he didn’t want her to work late but he knew it was really that Scott didn’t want her working with him.  The only reason he could come up with as to why Scott felt that way was because he sensed Olivia’s feelings had changed and he wasn’t ready to let her go.  The anger in Scott’s eyes that night…the way Olivia pulled away quickly from him, would jump when he surprised her…it wasn’t sitting well with him any longer.  Especially mixed together with her mood swings.  One minute she’d be his Livy, and the next, she was treating him like a total stranger, and he didn’t understand why. 
“I know that look…who is it and what have you done?” Dan questioned as Jess came over to hug them.  “Finally made the big two-one there huh?”
“Yup, I wish Liv could have come out with us last weekend.  I hardly get to see her anymore.”
“You’ve seen her more than me,” Dan countered. 
“But Will gets to see her every day,” Jess stated as they looked to him.  “So where is she?”
“Home probably.  Scott called and she left,” he told them, the look in her eyes coming back to him again. 
She hadn’t seemed happy to be going home.  Hell, he knew when she was purposely dragging things out and he’d never said a word about it because it meant spending more time with her.  He’d thought that she wanted the same thing but now…was it more than that?  Was it to avoid Scott more? 
“There’s that look again,” Dan said watching him.  “What’s it about?”
“Tell me I’m way off base here but has Liv been acting strange the last…I don’t know couple years really now that I think about it,” Will said looking between them.  “Ever since Scott moved into homicide she’s started pulling back.”
“Isn’t that what we were just talking about?” Jess asked. 
“I mean really different.  Think about it, he’s always calling her, checking in with her.  If she doesn’t answer, he calls back immediately, even if it’s not an emergency.  She…she’s not as open anymore.  When’s the last time she invited any of us over to her place?” he added looking between them. 
“I mean, yeah, she’s been distant, a little off…and so has Scott.  He almost took my head off when I caught him kissing her at the barbeque this past summer,” Dan admitted. 
“So-what?  What do you think it is Will?” Jess asked him. 
“Honestly…I don’t know,” he stated.  “When we were in Vancouver it was like I had the old Liv back but then she heard about Scott, and she was gone.”
“Do you think it’s that she’s worried about him?” Dan offered. 
“I don’t think so, man. Homicide is a bit safer than undercover work and she was fine while they dated and the first year they were married but now…as you said I’m around her more than you all anymore but she’s not our Liv.  She jumps if someone slams a door or sneaks up on her.  She’s moody—really moody, like not our Liv moody.  She never tells us what she’s doing, or what she did on weekends we don’t see her, not to mention she’s…”
“What?” Jess inquired as he broke off. 
“Clumsier than ever,” he said looking at Dan as fear slid into his heart and held on tight.   
“What are you thinking Will?” he asked. 
“How could Liv manage to play volleyball in both high school and college and never get hurt, but in the last two years has broken her wrist, hit her head on the cupboard, and been in a car accident?” he questioned. 
“Car accident?” Jess asked.  “When?”
“The weekend of her birthday,” he told them, more concerned seeing neither of them knew a thing about it.
“She wasn’t in an accident Sunday.  I was with her at a play,” Jess said, shaking her head at him.
“She said it was Saturday I think with Anna.”
“No that’s impossible,” Dan stated.  “I was out and saw Anna that night, Liv wasn’t with her, and I saw her car Monday it wasn’t damaged any.”
“Fucking hell,” he said closing his eyes as the truth hit him.  The supposed clumsiness, the long sleeve tops even in the summer, her moods, Scott’s anger, his not wanting her to work, and especially Olivia’s derision to going home, it was all too much to be a coincidence.  “She didn’t get bruised ribs from a car accident.”
“Then how?” Dan asked glancing from him to Jess then back again. 
“Oh my god,” Jess gasped, her eyes turning towards Will is horror.  “That play we saw, the wife in it was abused.  I said she reminded me of the way Liv used to be at one point in it…oh god…no.”
“You think Scott…no way,” Dan said shaking his head. 
“No?” Will asked looking at him intently.  “Then tell me how she could be fine when Jess dropped her off after the play to fainting in my arms the next afternoon?  Her car didn’t have a scratch on it, so she didn’t wreck it that morning and she was with me the entire day up to that point.”
“You’re seriously suggesting that Scott…Scott is hitting her?” Dan asked.  “Maybe she was hurting, and Jess just didn’t realize it.”
“If she’d been hurt Saturday night, Jess would have noticed it; she could barely get up and down.  Think about it though, she doesn’t do anything without checking with Scott first; he nearly took your head off after that comment at the barbeque, nearly took me out when I was innocently trying to get Liv to take off her long-sleeve over-shirt because she was hot.  Why else would she wear long sleeves all summer long?  She hates scarves but yet she wears them more now than ever.  She doesn’t let you just randomly hug her anymore either, does she?” he added to his friend whose brow rose in shock at the truth in that statement. 
“Why wouldn’t she say anything though…especially to us?” Jess said feeling the tears prick her eyes. 
“I don’t know.  Maybe it’s because we all believed that she was happy we never looked to see if it were real or not,” he admitted, hating that he hadn’t seen it himself with everything else he’d seen in Olivia.  “When she said she could come to Vancouver with me there was this relief in her and I bet anything the tears she let loose weren’t for Scott and his injury; they were because we had to come back.”
“You really think he’s hitting her?” Dan asked again. 
“No, I think he’s beating her Dan, and I think it has to stop now.”
“If you’re right…I’ll kill him.”
“Oh my god, Dan, that’s why she wouldn’t say anything to us because he can kill her…really easily,” Jess said as she went back over the last couple years with her sister.  “Or us…when I stopped in to see if she wanted to come to that play, she came in and there was this look on her face that I couldn’t understand, it faded the instant she saw me smiling though.  What if…what if he didn’t just threaten her?”
“Slow down,” Dan stated, trying to calm the two of them.  “We’ve gone from thinking that Liv and Scott have the perfect marriage to thinking in about two minutes that he’s beating her and what? Threatening the rest of us?”
“What does Liv love more than anything else?” Will asked, staring him down, not about to risk anything happening to Liv he were right—and deep down, no matter how much he hated it, he knew he was right. 
“Us,” Jess answered.  “We need to talk to Mom and Dad.”
“We do,” Dan agreed, a bit on the fence still Will saw, but at least not telling them to slow down again. 
An hour later they were waiting for Liv to show up, and Will’s heart raced wildly hoping this was the right way to go about it.   
“Hey, I thought we were meeting at the bar not here,” Olivia said when they answered the door to her parents’ place.  “What’s going on?”
“Where’s Scott?” Jess asked forcing a smile onto her lips. 
“Working, they had to drive out of town to talk with a suspect,” she replied, giving them a grin that was exceedingly forced.  “Would someone tell me what’s going on; you’re all acting weirder than the year you tried to throw a surprise birthday party for me.”
“Livy…we know,” Jess stated walking her over to the couch. 
“Know what?”
“We know what’s really going on with you Liv,” Will answered her.  “Why didn’t you tell us, sweetie?”
“Tell you what?” she asked confused. 
“Tell us that Scott’s been hurting you…beating you?” Dan suggested. 
“Okay is this one of those prank things?” she asked forcing a laugh out.  How could they know?  It wasn’t possible for them to know that.  It wasn’t safe for them to know that. 
“It’s not a joke honey,” their father said coming over to kneel beside her.  “If Scott’s been hurting you, threatening to hurt the rest of us if you said anything or left him just tell us honey, please.”
“You’re all crazy,” she said getting up.  “Really crazy…”
“No, we’re not, Liv,” Will stated, stepping in front of her, not about to let her run out on them.  Especially not with the hint of fear that’d crossed her eyes before she’d shuttered it away from them. 
“Yes, you are. You all know Scott; can you honestly say he’s capable of something like that?”
“He’s a natural conman,” Dan argued.  “It’s the only way he could survive undercover work that long without being found out.  Hell, he even told us no one would ever catch him in a lie because he was too good at it.”
“Whatever, I’m going home,” she said shaking her head. 
“Liv don’t make me do it,” Will said putting a hand on her shoulder. 
“Do what?” she asked looking from him to the others. 
“Find out ourselves…” he replied, his tone gentle yet firm, making her heart flutter crazily at the look in his eyes. 
“There’s nothing to find out.  I think you all need medication,” she said walking past him.  She tried to hide her reaction as he slid an arm around her front stopping her as he lifted the back of her shirt. 
“Oh, sweet lord,” her mother said as they saw the latest set of marks on her back courtesy of Scott from a few hours earlier. 
“Liv,” Dan said tightening his hands into fists.  “Where is he?”
“Don’t…please,” she said unable to look at them. 
“Livy, sweetie, look at me,” Will said, putting his hand up against her cheek stopping the tears with the sweetest, softest touch.  “We won’t let him hurt you anymore you just have to tell us the truth.”
“I can’t; please just let me go.”
“You’re trying to protect us, aren’t you?” Jess asked coming over wrapping her arms around her.  “He threatened us, didn’t he?”
“Jess…”
“He did…me specifically, right?  That’s why you always looked so worried when he was near me, why you were relieved when I left and didn’t come around as much.  What did he say Livy; what’d he do to you, Sissy?” Jess asked making the tears fall. 
She shook her head unable to admit to it knowing if she did, he’d do what he’d planned on doing. 
“Sweetie, please,” Will said softly.  “We just want to help…please Livy.”
“It won’t change anything.  I have to go, he’ll be home soon.”
“You’re not going back there Liv,” Dan said blocking the door.  “I’ll kill him before he lays another hand on you.”
“Please stop,” she said closing her eyes, struggling to control the shakes fighting their way out of her body. 
“He told you he’d kill us, didn’t he?” Dan asked. 
“Why are you protecting him?” Jess demanded when she refused to open her eyes. 
“I’m not protecting him…”
“You’re protecting me,” she said.  “Why?”
“Why?  You’re my baby sister Jessie,” she said as her shoulders shook, unable to control it any longer.  “I’d never…never let him touch you in any way.”
“In any way?” Dan repeated.  “You’re saying…”
“He threatened to hurt Jess the way he’s hurt you?” Will asked gently cupping the back of her head in his hands. 
She nodded and let herself be pulled into his hold as Jess hugged her.  “Mhmm!” whimpered out of her at the hold. 
“Liv, what’s wrong?” she asked hearing her soft exclamation. 
“Oh honey, why didn’t you leave?” her mom asked reaching them with her dad. 
“I couldn’t…if I go he’ll find me.”
“We’re calling the cops,” Dan stated reaching for the phone. 
“You can’t Dan,” she said panicking.  “If he finds out…he’ll get to me first or else you all.”
“Not if he’s in jail,” he argued. 
“And that might work for five minutes, but he won’t stay in for long.  He’ll get out and he’ll come after me.”
“Why did you marry him Liv?” Jess asked as her mom led them to the couch, holding her so tenderly it was too much. 
Unable to keep the words in any longer, no matter how much it might endanger all of them, they fell as she fought to keep the tears away.  “He wasn’t like this, not before…while he was undercover, he was the Scott you all knew but when he stopped working on those cases…I packed my bags the first time he hit me and that’s when he told me if I left him, he’d come after you.  You were eighteen Jessie; I couldn’t let him do that to you.”
“So instead, you let him use you as a punching bag for two years without saying a word?” Dan asked, his tone showing his anger making her heart stutter. 
“At least I stayed alive and so did you all…all of you.”
“Those time I thought he wanted to kill me?” Will asked as her gaze rested on him for an extra second. 
“You don’t know how right you were.  I tried to keep it to myself to not let you all see but he’s just gotten worse, and it finally was too much.”
“What did you do Liv?” Jess asked. 
“You remember the woman from the play, not the character though I did think about it plenty, the writer of it.  She followed me into the bathroom at the café and gave me her card.”
“She’s one of the teachers for the psychology department and she has a practice,” Jess stated. 
“I went to talk to her.”
“When?” Dan asked. 
“Two months ago, just to talk, be able to admit it.  She wanted to help but there’s nothing the police can do.  I can’t tell without risking my life and your all’s.”
“You can’t protect us any more Liv,” her dad said gently.  “You have to protect yourself.”
“First things first, is getting you out of that house,” Will stated.  “My place is the most secure so you can stay there; we won’t let him hurt you again.”
“No, just leave me alone,” she said, trying to figure out a way to keep them safe still as she pushed herself up. 
“Olivia Marie Johnson…Jackson, stop being so stubborn.  You are not staying with a man who hurts you,” her mother stated.  “We are calling the police and they are going to pick him up.”
“It won’t stick; it’s my word against his.”
“What about the marks on your back Sis?” Dan asked. 
“He’ll claim someone else did that, anything he possibly can, and they’ll believe him.  He’s a cop and there have been no calls made to the house because we don’t have neighbors who can hear us fight.  The x-rays won’t make that much of a difference and there are no hospital or ER reports.  He wins.  I lose. Then lose you all, then my life.  So please just stay away.”
“Never Liv,” Will stated.  “If you can’t tell the police then you’ll simply have to go out of town on business for a week or so while we figure something out.”
“It won’t work.  I’m trapped and I’ll deal with it, just please let it go,” she begged. 
“No Livy,” Jess said siding with Will. 
“I can’t lose you all…not after everything that’s happened.”




Chapter 7
“Livy, we know you want to protect us…who’s that?” Jess asked as the doorbell rang. 
“If it’s Scott I’m going to punch first then call the police,” Dan warned heading for the door. 
“Dan who is it?” their mother questioned a few moments later when he didn’t reappear. 
“It’s some people to see Liv,” he answered hitting the entryway and stepping aside. 
“Teri…Jake?  What are you doing here?” she asked before seeing the other officers behind them. 
“Olivia, do you know where Scott is?” Jake asked as Teri walked over to her. 
“No, he left the house a few hours ago said there was a suspect in the next town over he needed to talk to about a case why?” she asked seeing the knowledge in his eyes. 
“You might want to sit down for this,” Teri said gently. 
“For what?” she questioned refusing to move.   
“Up until two years ago there’d been a series of murders that no one could solve,” Jake told her.  “Then two years ago they stopped, not a sign from the killer.”
“And what does this have to do with me?”
“These are what it has to do with you,” he stated handing her a stack of photos. 
“These girls…are the victims?” she asked feeling sick at the resemblance of them to her. 
“They are, and we need your help getting him to admit it Olivia.”
“Hold on what?” Jess said as the others looked on in confusion. 
“Scott killed them,” Olivia stated taking a deep breath hating the idea of it. 
“Stopping two years ago when he made homicide and…” Jake let the rest trail off, but she knew exactly what he meant. 
“And started torturing me.  How long had he been…”  She stopped, unable to say the words.  Even knowing how despicable he was, she still couldn’t say the words. 
“Three years at least, the first body was found in…”
“December?” she guessed when he glanced back at the file. 
“How did you know?” he questioned as she fell down onto the couch, unable to breathe with the pain flooding her. 
“Because that’s when we met, at the end of November three years before he left undercover; these girls are dead because of me.”
“Not because of you Olivia,” Teri said gently.  “He did this, not you.”
“He took it out on them until he could get to me.”
“It fits,” Jake stated, the look on his face apologetic and it was just too much. 
“What do you need from me?” she asked trying to hold in the need to throw up and cry all at the same time. 
“His confession to the murders, we think you’re the only one he’ll begin to talk to but first we have to find him,” Jake stated, and she shook her head in disbelief at what this day had brought to her world. 
“I can’t,” Olivia stated, getting up, taking a step away from the groups in the room. 
“Olivia, we stopped by your house first,” Jake replied.  “We saw the mess through the window and went in.”
“So?” she said looking away from the curious gazes of the other officers. 
“We can protect you but the only way to do that is for you to tell us what you know.”
“The only thing that will do, is get me killed,” she retorted, her breathing coming in faster gasps as the captain of the homicide unit showed up. 
“Olivia, what is going on?” he said looking between her, Jake, the other two officers, and the two in suits.  “I had a call that said to come here.”
“Captain Worth, I’m Detective Ryans,” one of the suits stated then nodded at the other adding, “and my partner Detective Walsh.  We’re with IA.  Two weeks ago, we became aware of Jake looking into some of Scott Jackson’s whereabouts while undercover.”
“We wanted to know why and then discovered a connection between him and the women who were dumped out by Route…” the second stopped glancing at her and the rest of the group. 
“Route 62?” she questioned feeling even worse. 
“You have a connection to the place?” Detective Ryans asked. 
“We had our first date out there and it’s where he proposed. Out by the trailhead…”
“You’re telling me you think Scott is behind these murders?  No, it’s not possible,” Captain Worth stated. 
“It is and I have to go,” she stated grabbing her bag. 
“Livy, you can’t go back there,” Will said stopping her. 
“If I don’t go back, he’ll know you all talked to me,” she replied, terror filling her unlike anything before.  “He likely already knows you’re looking for him, no matter how quiet you tried to keep this.  You said you found out about Jake looking into his old work…how?”
“One of his aliases was checked out and we caught it,” Walsh answered. 
“Then it’s entirely likely the reason he’s been out all night so much lately is because he already knows and if I don’t go back he’s going to disappear.”
“No, if you go back, he’s going to kill you Livy,” Will stated saying what everyone else already knew. 
“They have no proof just connections to the murders that are circumstantial, right?  It’s why you think I can get him to spill, because if you had proof you’d be out there looking for him instead of here asking me if I’d seen him.  If I’m not there, he’ll know for sure and then I’ll be looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life and I can’t do that,” she argued looking at the detectives for confirmation. 
“Nothing solid to charge him on yet,” Ryans agreed. 
“Then the only option I have right now is to go home and pray he doesn’t know you all found me here.”
“It’s too dangerous Liv,” Dan stated. 
“We can put a wire on you, have you confront him,” Walsh suggested. 
“No, it’s too dangerous,” her dad argued. 
“Can you guarantee you can get to me in less than two minutes?” she asked knowing it’d never end unless they ended it. 
“We’ll make sure we can,” Jake promised. 
“Why two minutes?” Ryans asked. 
“Because that’s about as long as I can hold my breath before passing out,” she answered seeing the shock on Captain Worth’s face. 
“Are you saying that Scott…” he inquired. 
“I…if he’s not really working tonight I think I know where he is,” she told them.  “There’s this little cabin out on…”
“Sixty-two?” Jake asked. 
She nodded and continued, “He’ll go out there for a few days and when he’d come back he wouldn’t be as cruel.”
“He could be going back to relive something, maybe something he did there or since it’s close to where he dumped the bodies…” Walsh suggested. 
“Right now, I don’t care; I just know if he’s not working or at home that’s where he is.”
“We’ll fit you with a wire and will be listening,” Ryans stated.  “The moment he admits to it we’ll come in.”
“He’d find it before then,” she warned.  Anything on her would be easily found in one of his moods.  “The only way to get him to admit it is to piss him off completely, which means…”
She stopped trying to regain control of her emotions knowing what was likely to happen if she went to the cabin.  Even without confronting him about the murders he wouldn’t be happy about it; he’d be livid. 
“No…you’re not putting yourself in his hands to hurt you just for a confession,” Dan argued. 
“It’ll be the only way to get an admissible confession Dan,” she countered.  “If he’s picked up and at the jail he’ll tell me, but they won’t be able to use it because of spousal privileges; he’ll ask for a lawyer the instant they slap cuffs on him.”
“Then let someone else confront him; I’ll do it but you’re not going to risk your life for them.”
“There is no proof, no evidence which will tie him to the girls.  The only way he’ll start again is if I’m dead, and I’d really prefer not to be dead,” she stated, and he looked around seeing the truth in everyone else’s eyes. 
“I don’t like it, Liv,” he sighed. 
“I don’t either, but I’ll deal,” she said hugging him before turning back to the detectives.  “How do I confront him without tipping him off that you’re listening in though?  If I tell him the cops came to talk to me he won’t say anything, he’ll just come after me.”
“We’re releasing a statement to the press that we’re reopening the case because of new evidence.  We included photos of the girls along with where they were found,” Ryans stated. 
“The times of the murders along with where and the fact that there haven’t been any more since he’s started coming after me leads me to be suspicious and confronting him,” she said understanding their thoughts.  “When is it going to play?”
“The first airing was twenty minutes ago, and they’re going to replay it at the end of the news cast too,” Walsh answered. 
“What are we going to do about the wire?” Jake questioned. 
“Do you have anything extra on your key ring?” Ryans asked her. 
“Yeah,” she said with a slight grimace pulling them out of her bag. 
“We can slip a wire onto it, and he’ll never notice,” he stated looking them over.  “Let us get it set up and then we can drive you out there.”
“There’s a single lane gravel path leading up to the cabin.  He’ll notice vehicles coming up.”
“We’ll have our guys move in then give you the light to go to the cabin,” Walsh told her.  “We’ll keep it off the radios in case he has one with him.  We’ll use a different channel than we typically do and won’t mention any names or places; he won’t know we’re there.”
“Okay,” she said.  “Just give me a couple minutes please…”
“Take as long as you need Olivia,” Jake stated watching her walk out of the room.  He looked around the group and asked them, “How long have you known?”
“About five minutes longer than Captain Worth,” Dan answered shaking his head.  “Why didn’t we see it?”
“She was incredibly careful,” Teri told them.  “She probably denied it even after you asked her about it, didn’t she?”
“Yeah…even finding the marks on her back didn’t convince her to tell us,” Jess added. 
“We might not have ever known if Will hadn’t mentioned the supposed car accident the weekend of her birthday,” Dan admitted looking for him.  “Where’d he go?”
“I think he went to check on Liv,” their mom answered as her husband held her against him. 
“Wish he could talk her out of this,” Jess sighed. 
“You’re not the only one Sis,” Dan agreed saying a quick prayer for something horrible to happen to Scott before she got there.  If he ever saw the guy again he’d kill him. 
***
“Liv don’t do this, sweetie,” Will said catching her as she went to leave the bathroom. 
“I have to,” she replied, wishing she didn’t so she could stay right here feeling safe with him. 
“Livy, please,” he stated sliding an arm around her waist bringing her up against him as he slid his other behind her head. 
“Don’t Will,” she said so quietly he barely heard her.  It wasn’t a plea to not touch her, it wasn’t a plea to let her go either as she settled further into his body, making it wake entirely. 
“I want to Livy.  I have for months now.  Ever since we were in Vancouver and you did my tie for me, I’ve wanted to come between you and Scott; now I wish I had,” he said as he lowered his forehead against hers. 
“If you had he would have killed you; he still will if I don’t do this.”
“Please be careful sweetie.  I want to stand between you and him keep him as far from you as possible, but I can’t, can I?”
“I wish you could too,” she admitted to them both.  “Will, the last few months…I never wanted to leave Vancouver that day.  I wanted to be there or anywhere he wasn’t, and it was because you were there with me proving that I wasn’t what he said I was.”
“I want to kiss you Livy and now that I know what he’s done to you I’m terrified that you won’t come out of that cabin or if you do…”
“I won’t be me?  The thought of going after him is scaring me beyond anything else.  I know what he can do, and you don’t want to.  I just…if I kiss you right now, I’m not going to want to go and I have to, you understand that, don’t you?  No one else angers him the way I do.”
“I understand but I don’t want you to…and I’m coming with you.  I won’t let him hurt you and not be there to protect you afterwards.  Not this time,” he promised leaning his forehead back against hers as he held her head in his hands. 
“You always were,” she said giving herself a few more minutes with him in case it was the last good thing she ever had.  If Scott did kill her she’d make sure to remember this because it was far better than anything that would happen later. 
When they reached the cabin, her hands shook as she got out of the car and marched towards the doors.  Everything inside her was telling her that she shouldn’t be here, doing this, but if she didn’t it would never end.  She would constantly worry that he’d get off and come after her.  At least this way she knew there was a possibility of her walking back out of the cabin, no matter how slim. 
She pushed open the door and slammed it behind her glaring across the space as he jumped up.  “You disgusting bastard!”
“Watch your mouth you bitch.  What the hell are you doing here Olivia?” he demanded stomping towards her. 
“Those women…” she said flipping the channel to the news station that was replaying the bit again.  “You did it, didn’t you?  You killed them.”
“You’ve lost your mind Olivia,” he laughed. 
“No, I haven’t…you killed them.  I know you did.  You were always out here, slinking around like a snake.  You killed them.  Why?” she demanded, pushing him away as he reached out for her. 
His eyes grew dark and blazed with anger that she dare defy him and he grabbed her arm slamming her back against the dresser.  “You don’t raise a hand to me you bitch! You want me to show you what happens when you misbehave again?”
“Go to hell, Scott. Get off me,” she said pushing his chest with her hands.  “You are a disgusting bastard; why them and not me?”
“Why keep you alive all these years?” he asked twisting her wrist until she felt it snap.  “Because I love you…”
“You don’t know what love is.  You’re sick and delusional,” she said shaking with the pain.  He shoved her again as he stepped away and she reached up with her good hand and smacked him.  “Admit it…you killed them.”
“Don’t you ever raise your hand to me,” he stated wrapping his hand around her neck slamming her against the wall before throwing her across the room making her crash into the coffee table.  She tried to get away from him and up off the floor, but he was quicker and managed to kick her before pulling her up by her hair. 
“You want to know why I killed them?” he asked wrapping his hand around her throat again.  “So, I could shut you up, your constant need for me to be a good guy…but you didn’t want him, did you?  You wanted someone to show you how much of a bitch you really are, and I have. So don’t worry I won’t kill you the way I did them.  They meant nothing but you…you’re never going to leave me.  I love you Olivia, you’re mine, and you always will be.”
“Put your hands up Scott,” Jake stated as they came in.  He couldn’t believe the mess or what he’d heard but he knew it wasn’t as bad as it could have been.  Her eyes clearly showed that she wasn’t as afraid as she’d what Teri had mentioned.  “Let her go…and put your hands up.”
“You set me up?” Scott raged flipping her around in front of him as he took out a knife from his pocket.  He flicked it open and held it to her throat and Jake saw her fear intensify. 
“I’ll gut you the way I did them,” he laughed running the knife down her top with enough pressure to cut the material and her skin above her undershirt. 
“Let her go Scott,” Captain Worth warned.  “It’s over.”
“No, it’s not, except for her,” he said raising the knife into the air to plunge it towards her and Olivia knew she didn’t have a choice.  




Chapter 8
Olivia turned the piece of glass from the coffee table in her hand and jammed it into his leg making him yell in rage.  She started to move aside but her foot caught the edge of the rug, and a smack landed on her face, tumbling her out of the way in her movement.  She turned over and froze seeing the vile in his eyes as he laughed with rage.  
Scott lunged towards her again as the others moved into the space, but the only thing that she heard was the blood rushing in her head.  He grabbed her and pulled her back up facing him, his hold tight around her already injured wrist, making her head dance.  The knife was inches from her when the gunshot penetrated her haze followed by another making Scott stumbled backwards. 
A pair of hands pulled her out of the way and couldn’t stop watching as Scott fell onto the floor.  He reached underneath the couch, and the glint of the gun made her dizzy, nearly dropping her to the floor.  She closed her eyes as Scott aimed it her way, the last shot sounding as the hands holding her turned her away from it. 
“It’s okay,” Jake said gently as he looked over his shoulder watching the gun be moved from Scott’s unmoving hands.  He walked her out of the cabin and spotted Will pushing his way through the other officers who were trying to keep him back. 
“Livy!” Will shouted, and Olivia lifted her head as the tears hit her.  She took a step towards him, and he pushed through the last officer keeping him back. 
Her vision blurred as she tried to manage the steps.  She felt herself falling down them, but she never hit the ground as Will wrapped his arms around her.  She buried her face into his neck and let the terror overtake her as she slid her arms over his shoulders and held on not about to let go. 
“Shh…it’s over sweetie…it’s all over,” Will promised seeing Scott’s body inside the cabin. 
He felt her strength begin to leave her and lifted her into his arms carrying her towards the waiting ambulance.  He refused to put her down or let them kick him out of it even as they checked her wrist and hands, cleaning out the glass embedded in them. 
He finally let her go once they were at the hospital, but he kept an ear open for the doctors coming out of the bay.  He had no idea how she’d still been standing after what Scott had done to her and what he’d said made him wish Scott were still breathing long enough for him to end it. 
The minutes passed by slowly, and he paced the area until he spotted her parents come in with Dan and Jess right behind them and he breathed easier. 
“Where is she?” Jess asked with tears clinging to her lashes. 
“She’s in there,” he said nodding towards the bay.  “She’s awake and breathing but…”
“What?” Dan asked when he stopped. 
“There’s no way she can be okay after everything that happened.”
“What did happen?” her father questioned as Jake and Teri joined them. 
“Scott’s dead…we had no choice,” Jake stated. 
“I don’t think it’s much of a loss,” Dan replied. 
“No, it’s not,” he agreed. 
“How is Olivia?” her mother asked. 
“The doctors are still evaluating her injuries,” Teri answered.  “I saw her and she’s doing as well as she possibly can be.  They don’t believe there’s anything that will be threatening or dangerous to her health, but they want to be thorough because she hasn’t had a full exam in years.”
“I can’t believe he was doing that to her,” Jess said as the tears slipped down her cheeks again.  “She shouldn’t have stayed with him.”
“Liv loves you, Jessie,” Will stated pulling her into a hug.  “She would never let anyone hurt you if she thought she could stop it.”
“You’re Olivia’s family?” Dr. Cooper asked moving up beside Teri and Jake. 
“Yes,” her mom answered.  “How is she?”
“We’re sending her up for x-rays; we want a full view of all her injuries—present and past.  She has several lacerations on her hands as well as a broken wrist.  We’ll know more after the x-rays.”
“Can we see her?” Jess asked. 
“We’re taking her up through the rear elevator to make sure she stays safe,” the woman answered.  “Security has informed us the media’s outside wanting information and we don’t want anyone intruding on her recovery.  If you take the elevator here up, you can see her outside radiology.”
“Thank you, Beth,” Teri said as they headed up to see what the answers would be. 
***
“Livy, come on honey you need to come out of this room,” her mother stated from the doorway of her childhood bedroom. 
“I don’t want to talk to anyone else Mom…please just let me be for now,” she pleaded as she looked over the backyard.  The front was likely still overrun with reporters who’d found out Scott’s name as the murderer and wanted to know how she’d stopped him from killing anyone else the last two years. 
She just wanted them to leave.  She didn’t want her name dragged through the mud with Scott’s.  People were speculating that she’d known or participated in the murders, which made her sick, and she just wanted to disappear. 
“Alright, let us know if you need anything,” she said closing the door behind her as she headed back downstairs. 
“She still won’t come down?” Jess asked from the doorway after letting Will in. 
“No, it’s been almost a week and she just sits up there.”
“And I’m sure this won’t help any either,” he stated showing them the latest headline. 
“Where do they get this crap?” Dan asked snatching it.  “The homicide department was the best move for the serial killer and his obedient wife…good god.”
“How do we get this to stop?” Jess questioned. 
“I don’t know honey,” their mother sighed. 
“Let me go talk to her Helen, hopefully I can get her to let Jordan put out some sort of a statement,” Will suggested.  “I won’t do anything to hurt her, you all know that but even a confirmation of the abuse is better than them saying she helped with the murders.”
“He’s right,” their father agreed. 
Will headed up the stairs and knocked on the door before going inside.  He saw her leaning back against the wall of the window seat and wished he could take away her pain. 
“I said I wanted to be alone Mom…”
“I don’t think that’s the best idea right now,” he replied, and her head turned towards him letting him see the pain in her eyes clearly. 
“What are they saying now?” she asked as he closed the door behind him and crossed the room to her. 
“You don’t want to know Livy,” he stated sitting down beside her and gently pulling her over to him.  He held her running his hands down her back as she rested her head against his shoulder. 
“How many are still out there?”
“At least a dozen…Liv I know you just want to try to move past this but hiding from it isn’t going to make it all go away.  Let me call Jordan and have him put out a statement to tide the beasts over.  You’re not going to be happy staying in this house for much longer.  We’ll put it out there and then you can come with me.”
“Trade one set of walls for another?” she asked shaking her head.  “I might as well stay here rather than risk them finding a way into your building.”
“They won’t because we won’t be there.  The police and the DA have closed their files, so they don’t need you here for anything else.  We’re going to head over to the ranch.  I can work from there just as easily as I can here Liv.”
“I can’t face going to the airport like this, Will.”
“I can have Casey fly into the private airstrip outside of town and pick us up there.  I won’t let anyone hurt you Liv but right now you need space to breathe, and you won’t find it here.”
“Okay,” she agreed knowing he was right.  She was going crazy inside these walls already.  Wanted to walk out into the yard and just breathe the fresh air if nothing else, but that was the last thing she could do right now.  “I…I’ll need some things from the house, and I can’t go there right now.”
“I’ll take your keys and we’ll get whatever you need Livy, it’ll be okay sweetie, I promise,” he said holding her for a bit longer. 
He went back downstairs when she was calmer and called Jordan to come over then Casey who promised to be there as soon as possible. 
“She should be here with us,” Jess argued after Will explained what she’d agreed to to the group. 
“Will’s right honey,” their father stated.  “She won’t be able to let go of the pain and everything else that’s going on being constantly watched.”
“We want her to be our Livy again, don’t we, Jess?” Will added.  “If she stays all she’s going to see is people watching her, wondering what they’re thinking, and it’ll just keep what happened in her head.  I’ll be there with her, for however long she needs to stay, and you all can come out to see her anytime.”
“You think she’s going to be there that long?” Dan asked. 
“We’ll be there for however long she wants or needs,” he repeated. 
“We?” he questioned.  “What exactly does that mean?”
“What are you asking Dan?” Will returned at the tone of Dan’s question. 
“I’m asking why you were so concerned with what was going on with Liv that day at the bar, and now taking her to the ranch, and from the sound of it, staying there with her?”
“She’s my friend Dan. She’s been my friend for a long time, and I feel horrible that I didn’t notice the changes since I saw her daily.  She’s been beside me at the office for six and a half years.  I know her better than you probably, and I never bothered to see that she was acting like a completely different person.  Until her birthday things seemed normal…”
“Is that it?” her father asked. 
“No,” he admitted, not about to hide it any longer, not with everything that she’d been through was going through.  He’d kill to keep her safe and he didn’t care one bit who knew it.  “I’m in love with her but I won’t ever do anything to push that onto her not after what she’s done for all of us.  I’ll be there with her to help her, be her friend and that’s it.  I won’t hurt her or press her for anything George.”
“I knew it,” Jess said with a smile.  “You were looking at her differently this year at Christmas.”
“How long exactly have you been in love with Liv?” Dan questioned trying to figure out his feelings regarding that declaration. 
“Since Vancouver…that’s when I knew it at least.”
“How’s that?  Because if I recall you were sharing a suite,” he countered. 
“We were but separate bedrooms.  We were going down to dinner and she fixed my tie.  It was the same thing she’d done a hundred times before but that time…I don’t know it was different.”
“Alright,” Helen said as the bell rang.  She ushered Dan out to get it looking at Will, “Just don’t pressure her…”
“Never,” he promised, meaning it. 
It took almost two hours for them to finally get a statement together that she was comfortable with, and he waited until after Jordan had given it to head over to her place with the list she’d given him.  Dan came with him, and they saw the police cruiser sitting at the edge of the driveway.  He stopped as the man got out and rolled down the window. 
“No trespassing gentlemen this is private property,” he said giving them both long looks. 
“We’re not reporters,” Dan stated reaching into his back pocket for his wallet.  He passed it over adding, “Olivia’s my sister.”
“And you?” the guy asked reading the id before passing it back. 
“Will Masters, family friend and Olivia’s boss,” he said showing him his. 
“Sorry we were doing drive-byes a few days ago and saw there’d been some vandalism on the outside of the place and for Mrs. Jackson’s safety we’ve been parking here to ward off more attempts.”
“I wouldn’t suggest calling her Mrs. Jackson right now,” Dan warned.  “We’re just picking up some stuff for Liv.  She’s going out of town for a bit.”
“I’ll let the others know.  We’re really sorry about what happened to her.  I knew Scott and never would have believed it to be true.”
“That’s why she’s going out of town,” Will replied.  “Everyone thought he was a good guy and now they’re all curious.”
“If you want to help Liv see if you can’t get the reporters off the front lawn of our parents’ place so she can get out without having to face them,” Dan added.  “She’s released a statement and that’s all she’s going to do about it.”
“I’ll call it in.  Just drive around the car I’m going to do a walk around to make sure no one else came in on foot,” he told them before grabbing his radio. 
Will unlocked the door and entered the alarm code once they reached the house.  He moved into the entryway and saw the mess still there from that night, hating the bastard hurt her yet again when he could have stopped it. 
He headed to the stairs and paused when he saw the bleached spot.  His fingers slip over it knowing now that it wasn’t red wine that’d been there but her blood. 
“You okay?” Dan asked watching him. 
“No, I want that bastard to be alive so I can kill him.”
“Why does a spot on the wall make you want to kill him over the mess in there?” he asked motioning towards the living room. 
“Because I know what this spot is now.  I noticed it when I was here while she packed her bag for Vancouver.  She said she spilled red wine there and had to use bleach to get it out.”
“Oh…come on let’s just get Liv’s stuff for the trip.  I’ll come over later and pack up the rest of it.  She can decide about everything else but I’ll get her stuff out so no one can bother it.”
“Probably a good idea,” he stated pushing open the bedroom door.  It felt strange to do it without her there.  He glanced around the room and took in the dints on the wall in pure anger, wanting to get this done fast now. 
They moved over to the closet and opened the doors finding the bag Olivia mentioned.
Dan bumped into the other door and a belt slid off onto the floor.  He picked it up and Will saw his knuckles go white. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked, sensing his friend’s need to bash something. 
“Look at the underside of the belt,” he stated showing him. 
“Is that…”
“Dried blood…that bastard beat her with a belt until she bled…”
“He’s dead…that’s the only thing that can be said right now.  He’s dead,” Will repeated, letting the words flow through his mind as they finished getting the rest of the listed items.  “Do you see her pillow?”
Dan pulled back the covers coming across the unmade bed beneath the comforter.  “What the fuck!”
Will turned to look and felt sick seeing the bloodstains that she hadn’t been able to loosen.  He moved to the side of the bed with the stains knowing it was where she’d slept and moved the nightstand finding a darkened spot on the floor. 
“Fucking hell…” he muttered moving into the bathroom to grab her case.  He didn’t find it or anything of hers and went back out across the hall to the guest room to open the door. 
“She was sleeping in here,” he said as Dan joined him.  He took the pillow and caught a faint whiff of her shampoo then headed into the bathroom next door.  He put everything into the toiletry bag before heading back into the master bedroom to get one last thing.  He didn’t find it in there and crossed the hall to the other bedroom finding it hidden in the back of the closet. 
“I need to stop at the apartment for something,” he told Dan as they sat in the car leaving the house.  Dan sent him a curious look when he came back out with the large stuffed rabbit, but he ignored it as he went back to get Liv.  There was no way he’d let someone get anywhere near her now, not after everything he learned at that house. 




Chapter 9
Olivia hugged her parents, Jess and Dan as Will put her bag into the car.  She saw the look in Dan’s eyes and knew they’d discovered more of her hell, and she hugged him a bit tighter. 
“I’ll be okay Danny.  I promise,” she said hoping it was true. 
“We’ll make sure of it Livy,” he agreed kissing her forehead.  “I’ll get some of the house cleaned up before letting Mom over there.”
“Such as?” she asked wondering exactly what they’d found. 
“The living room, that mattress and his shit we’re going to burn in the backyard.”
“Thanks Dan,” she said giving him a light smile that was forced as memories played through making her stomach churn.  She saw the rest of the family looking at her and she laughed slightly, “I’m not leaving forever.  I love you all so much.”
“We know you do we just want you to know we love you too Sis,” Jess stated. 
“I do more than you know,” she replied before getting into the car.  She was surprised when they backed out.  “What’s that about?”
“Someone spray painted the garage at the house the other night…the police have been sitting in the driveway making sure nothing else is done to it.  We let the guy know these clowns were still here and that you were leaving for a bit.  They wanted to let you know they were sorry for what happened and to make sure they didn’t get to be too much for you or follow us.”
“I still don’t fully believe it yet.  That he’s really gone…that he can’t hurt me anymore,” she admitted as she settled back into the seat. 
“You will,” he stated brushing her hair from her face. 
Casey met them and helped load the bags on the plane while she waited in the car.  They settled her into the seat and Will paused beside her with a smile bringing his hands from behind his back. 
“These guys missed you,” he said with a smile. 
“Will,” she laughed seeing them.  She glanced back at them, and the tears tried to work their way out, but she blinked them back giving him a gentle smile.  “Thank you…”
“You’re welcome Liv,” he said kissing her temple as they started out. 
She napped during most of the flight knowing she was completely safe from everything.  She woke as Will carried her off the plane and into the car to head up to the house.  She didn’t argue feeling the cold slice through her and the warmth from his chest and they hurried inside finding the fire burning already. 
She let out a sigh as the heat surrounded her and snuggled down into the cushions as Will handed her the throw.  “That feels amazing.”
“Good,” he said seeing the way her shoulders relaxed.  “Feeling better?”
“Much…thank you,” she said catching his hand to get him to stop.  She tugged gently on his arm, and he crouched down beside her.  “I mean it Will, thank you for everything you’ve done for me the last week.”
“Anytime Liv,” he said leaning forward to kiss her temple again.  He kept his lips pressed against her as he cupped the back of her head resting his against hers to assure himself she was really there after everything he’d discovered today. 
“Will…”
“Sorry…I just don’t know how you managed to do it sweetie.”
“I had all of you.  I survived for you all.”
“You should have been living not just surviving Livy,” he argued.  “Seeing that house…all I want to do is wrap my arms around you and hold tight until you can’t possibly hurt anymore but I know I can’t.  I know I have to give you space to work through all of this, but I still feel it Liv.”
“I’m right here,” she said lifting her hand to the side of his neck wanting to feel him there and fully alive unlike the dreams she’d had lately. 
“You are and I want to keep you here as long as possible…and I don’t mean here at the ranch, sweetie,” he stated knowing he should back off but unable to do so. 
“There’s no need to pretend we haven’t had this conversation already Will.”
“We haven’t had it completely Livy and until we do, I don’t think we should do this,” he said even as he leaned further towards her. 
“I do.  It might be the only thing that will put any of this in perspective.  If you kiss me and we find out it’s just the closeness that’s always been there or if…”
“It’s real, if it’s everything that we feel it can possibly be?” he questioned lifting her chin slightly until he was able to fit his lips to hers.  It was incredible for him, and he didn’t want it to end but even as he thought it, he pulled back.  “Livy…”
“Will,” she sighed, knowing it made her feel far too much and it scared her because she didn’t want to disappoint him. 
“It’s not just in my head, is it?” he asked leaning his forehead against hers. 
“No but…”
“What Liv?” he said, when she stopped closing her eyes. 
“I…just don’t know if I can do this,” she admitted.  “In my head I know what happened wasn’t my fault, but I can’t begin to think about anything else.”
“I’m not going to rush you into anything Livy.  I just want you to know how I feel about this and you,” he stated kissing her temple before getting up.  “Just rest…I’ll be right here if you need me.”
“Thank you,” she said squeezing his hand before he left to get the rooms set up.  She would figure out what was in her head and then maybe she could put Scott away for good. 
***
“Hey Penny, where’s Liv?” Will asked as he left his home office after a long conference call with the company. 
“I think she went outside to the patio,” she replied handing him a mug of hot steaming tea.  “It’s too cool for her to be outside this long.  You need to get her to take better care of herself.”
“I’m trying Pen.  She’s neglected herself for so long that it’s nothing to her to forget about herself,” he stated taking the tea and moving through the house.  He slid out the side door, saw her on the patio, curled up in the chair with a huge wool blanket beside the patio fireplace, and his heart tightened.  He knelt down beside her and brushed a strand of hair from her face feeling her skin.  She was warm from the fire, and he brushed a kiss onto her forehead. 
“Mmm,” she sighed turning her face into his hand in her sleep. 
“Livy…time to wake up sweetie,” he said softly.  Her eyes fluttered open, and he smiled seeing the way they focused on him. 
“Will…did I fall asleep?” she asked sitting up taking the mug with a soft sigh. 
“You did, sweetie.  You should have stayed inside though.  It’s still too cool out here to nap Livy.”
“It’s fine.  The fire’s nice and toasty.  Maybe if you relaxed a bit you’d be able to see that too,” she stated setting the mug onto the table beside her as she moved over in the chair, pulling him up towards her. 
“I need to relax huh?” he questioned lifting her onto his lap wrapping the blanket back around her as he held her. 
“Mhmm…” she hummed resting her head on his chest.  “Just close your eyes and let the fire soothe you, the way you’ve soothed me the last couple months.”
“I’ve soothed you huh?” he asked giving her a light kiss. 
“You have.  I don’t see him anymore.  When I close my eyes I don’t think of him…just you.”
“You shouldn’t say things like that to me Livy not when I’m already trying not to kiss you, sweetie.”
“Maybe you should stop resisting,” she said looking up at him with the slightest challenge. 
“I don’t want to scare you…or upset you.”
“You’ve never scared me Will.  He did but he’s gone, we won, I can’t let him keep me from life anymore.”
“Ah Livy,” he groaned before slipping a hand behind her head and kissing her, still holding a bit back to not let go of his control. 
Olivia let herself get lost in the kiss feeling herself react in a way she hadn’t in years.  It caused her to lose her breath and she felt Will pull back as he cupped her face. 
“Are you okay…did I do something?” he asked caressing her cheek. 
“No, I just…”
“What sweetie?  What’s wrong?”
“Nothing’s wrong,” she said kissing the palm of his hand. 
“You froze for a moment there.”
“I know but it’s nothing bad,” she promised kissing him lightly.  “I…I want you.”
“What?” he breathed in deeply. 
“I haven’t wanted someone, anything for years, and it surprised me,” she admitted watching his reaction to her words. 
“I won’t rush you.”
“I know, Will.  You need to know something too though.  Scott wasn’t the only person I was ever with physically.  I know there’s a huge difference between what it’s supposed to be like and what he turned it into, and I wanted the sweetness of what it’s supposed to be like back.  I wanted to find it again, especially with you.  I just wasn’t expecting to feel myself actually respond so easily.  I didn’t think I ever could after everything that happened.”
“Livy, come here sweetie,” he said holding her against him.  “It’s alright to be scared of this, I get it.”
“I’m not scared of you, more of myself really.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t want to disappoint anyone…including me.  This right here feels so right but there was a time when I thought it was right with him too and look how wrong I was about that one.”
“Livy I’d never…”
“I know that Will.  I know you would never hurt me the way he did.  You would never purposely scare me, but I can’t trust myself to make the right choices anymore.  I can’t tell if this is as special as it seems simply because you’re not him or if it’s something more than that and I don’t want to hurt you,” she admitted, hoping it wouldn’t upset him too much. 
“By breaking my heart if you realize it’s not?”
“I don’t want to hurt you.  I’d never want to hurt you and although the way I feel when I’m with you is incredible…I can’t dive into this too fast.  Can you handle that?”
“Does that mean no more kisses?” he asked cupping her cheek. 
“No,” she said, leaning into his touch, enjoying it immensely.  “It means taking this back to those high school days when you’d never know what would happen next.  I just need to take things slow.  Figure out what I’m feeling and if it’s even possible for me to honestly be with someone again…and I don’t mean simply sex Will.”
“I know sweetie,” he said dropping a kiss onto her forehead.  “It’ll never be simply sex though, not for us and I don’t care how long it takes.  I will wait as long as you need Livy.”
“Why?”
“Because I’m in love with you,” he admitted needing her to know the truth.  “I love you.  I don’t know when it changed from simply loving you as my friend and assistant to you being the woman in my dreams…but I couldn’t hide from it after Vancouver anymore.  When you tied my tie for me, I wanted to kiss you.  I wanted to take you upstairs and kiss you over and over.  I still do but I know I can’t rush you.  I won’t rush you, Livy.  I just want you to give this and us an honest chance.”
“I will,” she promised.  “I don’t want to live like this forever…but I don’t want you to be disappointed with me if I can’t…”
“Can’t what Livy?”
“If I can’t ever return your feelings or sleep with you.”
“There’s more than one way to sleep with someone Livy.  Maybe that’s what we need right now,” he said kissing her gently. 
“What does that mean?”
“It means that you’re going to have to be willing to try.  If you don’t want to live like this you have to take a chance, a risk…spend the night with me, just sleeping beside me.”
“Will, I wake up in cold sweats half the time.”
“Then I’ll be there to hold you when you do, trust me to keep you safe, the same way you trusted me when you were thirteen and were scared to jump off the high dive,” he said holding out his hand to her.  “Jump with me Livy.”
“Okay,” she replied putting her hand in his.  “It’s a little early for bed though.”
“It is…but it’s not too early for a walk.  Let’s get you a nice warm coat and then we’ll take a jot around this place, put some color back in your cheeks.”
“Sounds nice,” she agreed and that night when it was time for bed she moved to the door of his room even as her hands shook. 
“Nothing will happen to you sweetie, I promise,” he told her as he walked them over to the bed.  He pulled back the covers and slid in holding out his hand for her.  She took it and laid down beside him forcing herself to relax.  “Just close your eyes Livy.  I’ll be right here with you.”
She let out the rest of her breath and felt herself falling into a restless sleep.  It started out same as it always did, with her dreaming of him until Scott showed up and began to taunt her, claiming he still owned her, that she’d never be rid of him.  She fought him trying to find Will and the peace she felt with him, but she couldn’t.  The more she looked the further away from him she got until the only thing left was Scott’s smirking face as he lifted the gun towards her again.  She bolted upright as the scream stuck in her throat and then she was wrapped in a pair of arms as she tried to stop the tears. 
“Shh Livy, sweetie, it’s okay…you’re safe.  You’re safe, sweetie,” Will said gently as she turned into him burying her face against his chest.  He felt the tears and they seared his soul knowing that she wasn’t close to being ready for anything else.  “Shh…it’ll be okay Livy.”
She shook her head trying to talk but there were no words possible. 
He lifted her face gently towards him and asked, “What was the dream?”
“They’re always the same, I’m with you…then he shows up telling me he’ll never let me go…that I’m still his no matter what I try to do.  I hate it Will.  I hate that he’s winning still despite everything else I try to do he’s still winning.”
“How is he winning?”
“Look around us; we’re in the middle of nowhere hiding because I couldn’t face the rest of the world.  I know I’ll never be able to do what I want, be with who I want because he’ll be there making me feel like a worthless piece of crap.”
“That’s not true Livy.  You are an incredible and talented woman.  You are stronger than this.  You kept the truth to yourself for two and a half years, sweetie, in order to protect us.  It’s time to let us protect you so you can heal.  Why don’t we go home?  Being around your sister and brother, your parents, it’ll show you what you held on for.”
“I don’t know…”
“The reporters are gone Livy.  The story is buried with Scott now.  You are not worthless.  You are so far from it that you’re priceless sweetie.  You are everything anyone would ever want, beautiful, kind, strong, and you love with your whole heart.  You’ve been shielding it for years…let us have it back.  Come back to us Livy.  Come home.”
The look in his eyes helped her take the chance and she nodded letting him hold onto her as he soothed her back to sleep. 
Will held her long after she’d fallen asleep, her head resting on his chest.  He wanted her to see how special she was, and he wanted her to be able to love him back.  He’d been patient, waiting for a moment to simply get closer to her, and he couldn’t stop that now.  She was starting to trust that he’d be there for her in every way.  He wouldn’t destroy that simply because he wanted to sleep with her. 
God, he wanted more than that from her.  He wanted her heart and soul to belong to him the way his did to her.  She had the power here but until she saw that he was willingly giving it to her, he knew she’d still run.  




Chapter 10
“Olivia, how are you today?” Teri asked as she sat down. 
“Better than last week…I know I’ve slid backwards a bit being back here the last month, but Will’s been beside me the entire time.”
“And how does that make you feel?”
“Really great but also really horrible because I don’t want to hurt him.”
“You think you will?”
“I don’t know…I love him as my friend and kissing him touches a part of me that I thought was dead but…”  She stopped unsure how to say it, explain what was holding her back still. 
“What Olivia?”
“I’m scared to move forward any further.  I have no idea if I could do that.  I’ve felt myself responding to him more and more, but I’m terrified that if we do move on together, or at least if I try to, that I’ll freak out.  I haven’t told him any of it.  He knows Scott hurt me but not about what he’d do…”
“And you’re afraid if you do that he won’t want you anymore?” Teri asked gently. 
“Why would he?  I feel dirty and disgusting when I think about what Scott’s done to me.  I couldn’t look at myself in the mirror, I still have trouble doing it, but I couldn’t unless it was to make sure the bruises weren’t showing.”
“Olivia, you are not dirty or disgusting.  You went through hell and it’s going to take time to get over it.  What do you feel when you’re with Will?  Not in a sexual way or about him being your boss, what do you feel inside yourself when you’re with Will?”
“Confusion and yet hope…I don’t think of him in the same light as I did once.  I hadn’t even before I met Scott, but he never looked at me as anything other than Dan’s sister and his friend.  Now…I want him in my life, so badly but I don’t know if I’m strong enough to try.”
“You don’t know if you’re strong enough to be happy?” Teri questioned, shaking her head slightly at her, making Olivia’s brow lift a bit in response.  “You endured living hell and made it out.  You are strong enough for this.  You are so strong it will be easy if you just let it be.”
“And if I admit that I’m in love with him and can never move beyond this then I doom both of us to being miserable.”
“You’ll never know what’s possible until you take a chance on it.  Do you love Will enough to risk him not being able to handle your truth?  Are you willing to take a step away from the world again to keep your secrets safe?”
“No…but what do I do if Will can’t look at me the same?  What if I tell him and it ruins everything?  Or what if I tell him and he can deal with it, but I can’t ever be intimate with him?”
“You’ve already allowed him some intimacies though Olivia.  You’re still staying with him, sleeping beside him at night, aren’t you?”
“Yeah, I am but he’s never seen me or the scars that won’t fade.”
“Take it easy, there’s no need to rush anything.  Slowly tell him, ease yourself into it.”
“And if I do…and it changes everything then what?”
“Then you’ll know that he’s not the right man for you.  Olivia, there is no rush to any of this.  What you’ve done, being able to even sleep beside him in the same bed is extraordinary at this point.  Everyone moves and heals at their own pace.  Don’t think there’s a set timetable that you need to follow or that it is too soon to try any of this either.  Feel what you feel, let others know what it is that you’re feeling and see where that takes you.”
Olivia nodded thinking over her words as the day slipped past her.  She was in the kitchen making dinner when Will came home, sliding up behind her, and gently pulling her into his hold.  She sighed as he kissed the side of her neck and felt her body come alive.  It made the decision to tell him about what happened with Scott easier because she had to know if he’d accept her fully.  After dinner she went up to the bedroom and changed into a set of silk pj shorts and tank top before going to find him in the living room as he watched the evening news. 
“Livy…god sweetie you are so beautiful,” he said catching sight of her.  She sat down beside him on the couch, and he reached out a hand tracing the sweep of her neck and down her arm until he took her hand into his.  “You have no idea how beautiful you really are, do you?” he added when she shied away from it a bit.  “Even when we were younger I could see it.  I hated hearing about your dates from your brother, thinking that another guy was trying to sweet talk you into things the way we had with girls growing up.  I should have realized that it wasn’t just concern.”
Her heart stalled thinking of Will as jealous.  It didn’t worry her the way it had with Scott, instead it wrapped around her and soothed her, and she knew she had to tell him before she fell any further for him.  “Will…”
“Shit, I’m sorry sweetie.  I didn’t mean that to sound…” Will said realizing that he’d just shown how jealous he’d been. 
“I know you’d never hurt me.  I know that any twinge of jealousy you felt wouldn’t come across the way his did.  It’s okay.  I…”
“What Livy?” he asked when she stopped. 
She reached out, taking the remote and turned off the TV as she turned further so she could see him, putting the pillow in her lap to hold onto and cover up the scar on her leg until she could tell him about it.  “These past few months, I’ve never felt this special or protected and it’s shown me that I need to tell you this.”
“What Livy?” he asked again, studying her as she lowered her chin a bit.  “Sweetie, you can tell me anything, even if it’s that you’ve realized you don’t or can’t love me back.”
She raised her face back towards him and shook her head, “It’s not that Will.  Scott was mean and cruel in everything he did, every part of our lives.”
“I know he hurt you.  I know he scared you, but I swear I will never do that sweetie.”
“I know you won’t on purpose but…when I tell you this, it’s okay if you change your mind about wanting me.”
“Tell me what Livy?” he asked cupping her cheek seeing the fear and pain in her eyes.  He wanted to erase it all and make her simply smile again, the way she had when they were younger, before Scott had changed all of their lives. 
“Scott was mean and cruel and hurtful when it came to sex.  It wasn’t always like that but at the end…it made me feel horrible and disgusting.  He didn’t care if I wanted it, if I was ready for it, and at the end…”
“Livy, whatever you say won’t change anything,” Will stated wanting to hold her but he knew she needed to get this out in her own way. 
“He would come home, and it didn’t matter if I was awake or asleep.  He would do what he wanted, whatever he wanted to me.  It was probably eight months before the end when it changed to being even worse.  He called me his bitch…would only…” she stopped feeling the disgust overtake her and closed her eyes willing the tears back down.  “He’d put his belt around my neck like a leash and treated me like a dog.  Half the time I’d be passing out before he finished and then he’d shove me off the bed…he wouldn’t let me sleep in it.  He said bitches were only allowed on it to be played with…”
“Oh god Livy, sweetie,” Will said as hatred coursed through him thinking about what Scott had done to her.  He knew she was holding herself rigid on purpose, trying to stop from showing how much it all hurt her, and he pulled her into his arms, over his lap so he could hold her, show her that he wasn’t disgusted with her, but with Scott and his treatment of her.  “Shh, sweetie, it’s okay.  You’re not disgusting Livy.  You’re beautiful and incredible and I love you so much.  I swear you’ll never have to feel that way again, baby.”
She buried her face in his neck and let out the tears as his hands moved up and down her body, soothing her but yet awakening her further. 
He cradled her long after the tears stopped, showing her that she was special to him just the way she was, no matter what happened physically between them.  He kissed the light scar on her forehead wondering how she really got it after everything he’d learned. 
“I hit my head on the nightstand after he pushed me off the bed.  I just couldn’t begin to tell anyone that, so I said I…”
“Ran into the kitchen cabinet,” he said lifting a hand to run his thumb over it.  “Livy, baby, I get it.  Scott made sex into something horrible for you, where it made you feel degraded and dirty, and I promise no matter how long it takes, I won’t ever push you.  I’ll show you and tell you time and again how beautiful you are, how beautiful being with someone who loves you can be, but I’ll never push you.”
“You don’t want to know why I let him do it?” she asked knowing it was the question she’d had for herself time and again. 
“I don’t need to ask it, baby.  I already know.  You were just trying to survive, most likely trying to stop him from hurting you further a lot of the time, and doing anything you could to stop him from threatening to go after Jessie.”
“If I was awake and didn’t do what he said, what he wanted, he’d grab the belt and hit me with it.”
“The whelps on your back?”
“Yeah, there are still scars from them and then this one,” she said moving the fabric of her shorts slightly so he could see the scar from when Scott had cut her with the razor.  “He thought I’d bought him the kind of razors you liked instead of the ones he did.  He used one to cut me.  I was worried it’d need stitches because it took so long to stop the bleeding.”
“Oh god baby, I’m so sorry,” Will said softly to her, knowing that there were plenty of bruises and scars that had to be because of him—well, because of Scott’s jealousy of him.  The fact that she was sitting next to him despite it made his heart sing with hope. 
He slid his thumb back and forth over the scar on her thigh and pressed light kisses over her face.  He found her lips and kissed her, the saltiness of her tears on his lips, and he knew he couldn’t let her go.  He couldn’t let anyone else hurt her because he’d caused her far too much already. 
“Will…” she gasped feeling her body completely awaken, the warmth, the need that spread throughout it, and she didn’t want to stop. 
“Shh, it’s okay baby, I’m right here,” he said lifting her into his arms and carrying her up the stairs to the bedroom.  He laid her down on the bed and flipped the lamp onto low as he settled onto the mattress with her.  He brushed her hair from her face and kissed the scar on her forehead again before going to the one on her collarbone he’d learned about at the ranch.  He kissed her wrist and the cuts on her arm as he ran his hands over her body, showing her that he wasn’t going to leave her because of it.  He kissed the palm of her hand then dropped a light kiss on her thigh, stopping when she let out a soft sigh. 
“Will…”
“What baby?” he asked moving back up to see her face, praying she wasn’t angry with him and his actions. 
“Come here please,” she said softly holding out her hand to him.  He settled his in hers and stretched out alongside her on the bed, pulling her fully up against him as her lips pressed against his.  He caressed her again, letting his hands linger on the side of her breast trying to sense her response to his actions.  “Mmm…” she sighed against his lips, and he let his fingers slide across the fabric of her top over her nipples, seeing them stand up as he did. 
“Livy, baby, you are the most precious thing I’ve ever found in this world,” he told her when she pulled back slightly.  “I want you to know that.  I want you to know that I will never walk away from you.  I don’t care what it takes, how long it takes, I’m not leaving.  I will never leave you or hurt you.  I will be here for however long it takes for you to see that you are beautiful.  I will be with you forever if you’ll let me.”
“Will…I don’t feel I deserve it,” she admitted.  “What he did to me…I’m disgusted with him but mostly with myself for letting it happen.”
“I know you are baby but one day you’ll see that it’s not your fault.  You didn’t cause any of it.  You didn’t ask for it.  I know I should let you go, let you try to find someone who wasn’t the reason behind some of the scars and hurts you’ve lived through, but I can’t.  If it’s what you truly want then I will, but I don’t want to.”
“I don’t know if I could trust anyone else the way I trust you Will.  What’s inside my head and my heart…they’re conflicting right now.  My heart…it’s yours Will…but my head…”
“Still has his voice in it,” he said gently trying to stop from smiling hearing her say her heart was his.  “I get it baby and I will always be here for you.  When you’re scared, I’ll be right here.  When you’re worried, I’ll be right here.  When you’re mad, I’ll be right here.”
“I don’t deserve you.  That’s what my head’s telling me and as much as I want to ignore it…focus on how you make my heart feel, my body respond…”
“Until they’re on the same page you can’t, I’m not mad or hurt about that Livy.  You can take as long as you need.  I’ll never push you for anything.  I simply want you to be happy.”
“I am when I’m lying with you, when you’re holding me…”
“Then that’s what I’ll do until you’re sure,” he promised gathering her up against him as the hours slipped past them.  She finally fell asleep, and he relaxed his hold on his desire a bit.  She was everything he wanted, and he wouldn’t mess this up.  No matter how much he wanted her he wouldn’t begin to scare her off by letting his needs overwhelm her. 
About three in the morning, she began to toss and turn, her breathing coming out faster as the nightmare took her over again.  He should have known it was coming, every time she told him something else, admitted something about Scott or what he’d done to her, she had them, and he hated it, he hated seeing her in pain. 
“Shh, baby it’s okay.  Livy, it’s just a dream baby.  It’s all right sweetie.  I’ve got you,” he whispered to her over and over trying to ease her out of it.  It usually worked but tonight it didn’t. 
“No!” Livy shouted bolting up as pain and panic wracked her.  She looked around her and found Will as he sat up, reaching out for her. 
“Baby, shh…you’re okay,” he said sliding a hand behind her head pulling her into his hold.  She lowered her face down to his shoulder and let out the tears knowing it was true.  He was safe with her, right beside her, unlike what the nightmare had tried to tell her.  “Shh…you’re okay.”
She nodded looking up at him, catching his gaze.  “You…”
“What Livy?” he asked when she stopped.  “The dream…did I hurt you?”
“No, you saved me from him this time.  Usually, it’s him standing there with a gun aimed at me and I’ve lost you…but tonight…you showed up.”
“Saving you how?” he asked gently seeing the glisten of tears come back to her. 
“You stepped between us as he pulled the trigger.  I was telling you not to, but you did it anyway.”
“And I would have baby, if I could have stopped him from hurting you back then I would have done anything it took.  I would have died to save you from him,” he admitted pressing a kiss to her forehead as the tears slipped from her eyes and down her cheeks.  “Baby don’t cry.  Please don’t cry.”
“I never want to think of you not here Will.  I love you,” she said taking the biggest chance in the world. 
“Livy…”
“I love you.  I think Scott knew I loved you when we met and that’s why he hated you so much.  Now…I still love you.  I love you even more now.”
“Baby, come here,” he said pulling her over his lap as he cradled her.  “I love you so much.  I adore you, everything about you Livy.  I will save you from him every night I promise.”
“I know you will.  I just never want to find you not here with me,” she replied letting him hold her until they both slipped back to sleep, her head resting against his chest over his heart, listening to it beat strong and steady for her. 




Chapter 11
“Where’s Livy?” Jess asked moving into Will’s office ignoring the attempt of his fill-in assistant to stop her. 
Will turned towards Jess calming the temp down as he ushered Jess further into his office closing the door behind them.  “What do you mean where’s Livy?  She’s at my place.”
“No, she’s not, I went by earlier to check on her and she wasn’t there,” Jess said, and Will stood still.  “She doesn’t have an appointment with Teri today.  I checked and she promised me Liv wasn’t supposed to be in today.  I’ve tried her cell a dozen times the last three hours, and she hasn’t answered me once.”
“Jess, I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation for it,” Will stated, although part of him instantly worried along with her. 
“Yeah?  Like what?  She’s been so much better lately, why is she not answering now?”
“I don’t know Jess.  Maybe she had a doctor’s appointment?” he suggested moving over to his desk for his phone.  He dialed Liv’s cell phone, and it went straight to voicemail.  “Maybe her phone’s off or the battery died?”
“Three hours Will, I’ve been trying to reach her for three hours,” Jess stated letting her worry show clearly. 
“Jess, I know you’re worried.  I am too because this isn’t like Liv,” he agreed gathering his things.  “Why don’t you check with your mom and dad, make sure she didn’t go over there to visit, and I’ll see if she’s back at the apartment.”
“Call me as soon as you find her,” Jess stated, and he nodded giving her a hug as they headed to the doors. 
“Tasha I’ll be out for the rest of the afternoon,” Will told the temp.  “Just take messages and I’ll deal with everything on Monday.”
“Of course, Mr. Masters,” she said, and he wished Liv were back at the desk.  He refused to hire someone in her spot.  No one could take it and he wasn’t about to tell Liv that she could never return; if she ever wanted it, all she had to do was walk through the door and take it. 
He was the exact same.  If she wanted him, all she had to do was take him.  The last three months had been incredible.  Liv slept beside him, allowed him to be intimate without going so far as actually making love with him, and continued to talk to him, explain her feelings whenever things began to get deeper between them. 
He glanced at his phone as a reminder came up, and he stopped unable to believe he’d forgotten that Livy’s birthday was today.  He let out a soft curse and headed to the apartment checking to see if she had stopped back in there.  He didn’t find her but her two bunnies sat in their normal spots, and he breathed easier.  Whatever was going on, wherever she was, she hadn’t left.  She would never leave the bunnies behind. 
The afternoon slipped into early evening, and he headed over to her parents’ house to meet with Teri and Jake.  He saw the worry on Jess’ face and gave her a hug as Dan pulled into the driveway. 
“You still haven’t heard from her?” he asked, and they both answered with no.  “What the hell is going on?”
“We don’t know,” Jess admitted waiting until Teri and Jake arrived before they went inside to worry their parents further. 
“Teri, I know you can’t tell us anything Liv says, but…” Will stopped not sure what he was even asking. 
“I had an appointment with Olivia yesterday,” Teri said seeing the worry clearly across their faces.  “I’m under an obligation to inform someone if I believe my patient is a danger to someone else or them self but I assure you that is not what I felt for Olivia.  She was smiling and calm.  It wasn’t an act; she’s coming out of the worst of this.”
“Then where is she?” Will asked near panic.  “It’s her birthday.  I know how much that day used to scare her, but it shouldn’t, not anymore.”
“Maybe she wanted to just forget it this year,” Teri offered.  “She may simply be off somewhere by herself ignoring the day.  It’s entirely possible she’ll be home later tonight and will pretend it was just another day.”
“I know you want to find her,” Jake added.  “If you want I can have some guys on the force help look even though it’s not been the required twenty-four hours.”
“No, if she’s just away to ignore the day we don’t want her to know that we’re so worried,” Will said, but Jess argued. 
“Don’t we?  She can’t just disappear on us Will.”
“If we ask people to look for her then they’ll think we’re worried about her mental state, afraid she’ll hurt herself,” Will said turning towards her.  “Do you want Liv to deal with those curious looks?  The entire police force knows what she’s been through do we want to add that onto it?”
“Will’s right honey,” Helen agreed.  “If we don’t hear from her by the morning then we’ll check further.”
“I checked the security footage at the apartment,” Will said mostly to Jake, “she left the apartment about eight-thirty this morning.  She didn’t seem to be in a rush and her car’s gone but that’s it.  She left Wilmer at the apartment,” he added to Jess. 
“Wilmer?” Jake said in confusion. 
“Liv’s favorite stuffed rabbit,” Dan explained.  “She’s had it since she was little.  No way she’d leave the thing behind.”
“Which means she’s didn’t leave town,” Jess said biting her lip. 
“Not on her own,” Dan stated. 
“Really you had to go there?” Will asked his friend seeing Jess’ worry grow.  “Jess, she’ll be fine.”
“Will she?  I can’t even believe some of the things I said to her while they were married…I don’t know how she’ll ever be okay,” she said, and Helen hugged her tightly. 
“Olivia is stronger than you realize than any of you realize,” Teri stated calmly.  “She will get through this, thanks to your support she will.”
“The only question is when,” Will mused, thanking the two for coming over to reassure them.  He turned towards her family as he stood knowing he couldn’t sit around there much longer.  He needed to do something.  “I’m going to go back to the apartment, see if Liv comes home.”
“If she stops by here we’ll call you,” George promised, and he nodded. 
He was nearly to the apartment when he turned the opposite way, going out to the house on a whim.  They’d put a gate across the driveway, and he found it unlocked, hope hitting him as he came up to the darkened house.  He still had a key and went inside, turning the alarm off as he flipped on the lights. 
He stopped in surprise finding the walls leading up the stairs repainted, and he moved through the house finding nearly every room cleared out, repainted, and cleaned.  He moved upstairs finding the bedroom bare, the walls fixed, the carpet replaced, and knew why Liv had been tired lately when he got home.  The only question now was where she currently was as her phone was still turned off. 
He stopped in the kitchen seeing the light on the stove glowing and discovered it was the self-cleaning mode working.  That generally took about eight hours to accomplish so she had to have been in today sometime.  Lying on the counter was a sheet from a real estate agent giving her a list price for the property and options for selling it.  She was moving forward, confronting her past to move forward with him further and he wanted her to know how much that meant to him, he wanted to hold her, protect her from any memories of days past. 
He turned the alarm back on and headed to his car, trying to figure out where to go.  He shut the gate and turned the car heading out of town to see if Liv had decided to face her biggest fear alone.  The drive took nearly an hour, and it was dark as he pulled onto the lane, seeing the shape of a car parked in the grass near the end of it.  He glanced towards cabin, slamming on the brakes as a flash of light burst from the front door. 
Fire blazed out of it, and he shoved the car into park, getting out as his heart leapt into his throat.  He raced towards the front yelling her name, nearly hitting the ground when he heard her soft reply to his right. 
“Will…” Olivia said hearing the panic in his voice.  She turned her gaze away from the cabin, her arms surrounding him as he crushed her to him in a giant hug.  She ran her hand through his hair resting her head against his, happy he was here. 
“Livy, fuck baby…you scared me to death,” Will said, cupping her face seeing the calm in her eyes as the fire began to blaze higher.  “Please don’t ever turn your phone off like that again; we’ve been so worried about you.”
“I had to do this myself Will,” she said seeing the fire engulf the cabin.  “There’s nothing left of him now…he’s gone.”
“And?”
“And I’m so tired of being scared, being afraid of the dark,” she admitted.  “I don’t want it anymore Will.  I want you.  I want to be happy.  I don’t want to spend another birthday terrified of getting gifts.”
“Ah baby, come here,” Will said pulling her into his hold kissing the top of her head.  “I never want you to feel that again either.”
“Take me home?” she asked too tired to drive after her afternoon spent in the cabin. 
“What about your car…the fire?  How did it start?” he questioned looking down at her when she sighed.  “You started it?”
“Yeah, it honestly was an accident at first,” she said turning her face to watch it destroy everything Scott loved.  “I lit a lantern when it started getting dark, using it to read rather than turn on the power, and one of the things Scott left on a stack of wedding photos…”
“Made you mad?” he guessed hearing the new note in her voice.  It wasn’t panic or worry it was more of the old Liv than the new. 
“Pissed…I knocked the lantern off the table, and it broke, there wasn’t much fluid in it, but I went to grab the fire extinguisher.  Only when I turned back towards it, it’d burnt a hole in his face on the photo and it was as if this weight suddenly lifted.  I couldn’t put it out—didn’t want to put it out then so I left it and walked out.”
“Destroying his favorite place, releasing yourself from his hold?” he guessed, and she nodded.  “Don’t you think we should call someone rather than let it spread to the woods?”
“Probably,” she agreed, “I just wanted to watch it burn.”
“I know,” he said kissing her temple.  “Let me call it in and move your car.  You really want to leave it here?”
“I don’t want to drive it ever again.  It was his…”
“Let me take care of it then,” Will said moving back to his car, moving it so they could leave easily as he called the fire into the nearest station.  He found her purse and keys in the car, moving it back into the grass area before putting her bag into his car and calling Jess. 
“You found her?  Where?” Jess exclaimed in relief. 
“She came out to the cabin,” he answered watching her watch the fire. 
“The cabin…Scott’s cabin?” Dan asked in shock. 
“Yes, she’s fine…the cabin’s on fire but she’s not hurt.”
“What do you mean the cabin’s on fire?” George asked. 
“She was there to confront Scott, even though he’s dead she had to face the ghosts that lingered,” he explained.  “She didn’t want another birthday to pass her by with that pain inside her.  She came out here to do that and it got late.  The power to the cabin is off and she didn’t want to fight opening the box to turn it on, so she got out a camping lantern and lit it.  She came across some of the wedding photos Scott apparently had written on and it made her mad.  She knocked the lantern off the table, and it caught on fire.”
“But she’s okay, right?  She’s not hurt,” Helen asked with worry. 
“She’s fine, she said there wasn’t that much fluid in it but when she saw the photo burning, Scott’s image being erased…she tossed the fire extinguisher aside and walked out of the cabin.  I got here about the time it was engulfing the place and found her in the yard, far enough away to barely feel the heat just watching it.”
“Erasing Scott further by getting rid of it?” Dan guessed. 
“Destroying his favorite place,” Will replied.  “She wants nothing of his, of him remaining.  She doesn’t even want to take the car home because he bought it.”
“We can’t just leave it out there,” George said.  “Dan and I will come get it, see about selling it for her.”
“That sounds good, the keys are in it.”
“Okay, so I can see wanting to toast the cabin,” Dan said, “but what about the house?”
“Apparently, she’s been working on this herself for weeks,” Will stated hearing sirens in the distance.  “I checked in at the house and the place is completely redone from when we were last in there to clear out her things.  She’s been repainting it, healing it and I think herself.  There’s a paper from a real estate agent on the counter.  She has it ready to list.”
“That sounds like Liv,” Jess said, and he heard the calmness in her voice now. 
“It does and it is her,” he agreed.  “She’s coming back to us.  She just doesn’t want a birthday this year, no presents, no worries about what might be lurking in the shadows of her mind.”
“Okay, just take care of her for us Will,” Helen said, and he agreed he would before hanging up to meet the firemen who’d arrived. 
“What happened?” the first asked as they got out unloading their hoses. 
“My friend was going through some of the things in the cabin and it grew dark, she didn’t want to come out to the box to try and get the power on so she lit a lantern, it broke starting the fire,” Will hedged. 
“That’d make it go up quick that’s for sure,” he replied as they moved over to put it out. 
A couple police officers responded, and Will moved over to Liv’s side as they took in the cabin and her.  They headed towards them, stopping when recognition hit, Will could tell.  He saw them talking with the fireman he’d spoke to, then watched one make a phone call and he kissed Liv’s temple before moving over towards them. 
“Evening,” the first stated with a glance towards Olivia. 
“Evening,” he replied.  “Is there anything you need from us, or can I take Liv home?  It’s been a rough day on her.”
“I’m sure the insurance adjusters will want a signed statement from her but honestly I say good riddance to the place,” he responded.  “If she wants it burnt to a crisp, it’s her business.”
“It was an accident—mostly,” Will stated and he nodded. 
“She’s been through enough for five lifetimes,” the second said hanging up the phone.  “Take her home; she doesn’t need to deal with this aftermath.”
“Thanks, her dad and brother are going to come out to pick up her car,” he said pointing it out, “can you keep an eye on it for us?  They shouldn’t be but an hour.”
“We’ll stay until it’s cleared.  If anyone asks we’ll claim no one was here when it happened,” he assured him, and Will shook their hands moving over to guide Liv to his car. 
“He would hate this,” Olivia said as they pulled out onto the main road. 
“What?  The cabin being burnt down?” Will asked well aware of who she meant. 
“That but mostly me…smiling with you on my birthday, destroying the panic he put in me to feel on it.”
“Becoming our Livy just to spite him?” Will said, giving her a smile as he kissed her hand.  “Then by all means, spite away.”
“I think I will,” she stated watching him drive with a smile on her lips, love in her heart and ease of mind. 




Chapter 12
Olivia moved around the bedroom listening to the shower turn on.  Will offered to let her go first but she hadn’t wanted to wash away the light layer of smoke yet.  It helped to comfort her, and she wanted a tiny bit more of that right now.  She was nervous, she knew Will would never make the first move, and she was trying to figure out the best approach to take, the least embarrassing method to use. 
She saw herself in the floor mirror and for once, she didn’t look away.  She slid her t-shirt over her head, unclasping her bra, letting them both fall to the floor as she stepped out of her jeans, taking the underwear with them, and returned her gaze to the mirror.  A slight smile touched her lips, and she took the elastic band holding her hair up out, letting it trail down her body, half shielding it from view. 
The bruises were gone, light scars remained but on a general glance they weren’t recognizable, and she didn’t want to wait.  She gathered her clothes, slipping into the bathroom to put them in the hamper, then moved over to the opening for the shower. 
She silently walked into it, smiling at the sight of Will’s naked back, moving until she could slip her hands around his waist, press her body against his.  She felt his small shock of surprise but to his credit, he didn’t instantly turn around and attempt anything. 
Will’s heart settled back into rhythm, and he took a deep breath as the feel of Livy’s body pressed against his, instantly woke his desires.  He slid his hands down to rest on her arms and felt her lips gently kiss his back.  “Livy…”
“I know Will,” she said softly before taking the biggest leap she could.  She eased her arms to his sides, turning him around to face her, her heart constricting at the awe on his face as he took her in completely. 
“Livy, baby,” he groaned before lowering his lips to hers, keeping his hands on her waist and in her hair.  “You are gorgeous, completely gorgeous.”
“Love me,” she said letting her hands rest on his hips. 
“I do love you baby, for now…let me wash your pain away,” he responded turning them, so the water began to cascade over her shoulders, flowing down her body. 
Olivia couldn’t stop him, didn’t want to stop him, as his hands began to follow the water, doing just as he said, washing away the pain from the past as he washed away the smoke.  He left not a single inch of her untouched, replacing any reminders of other touches still inside her. 
He turned off the water, finding a large towel to wrap around her, drying her body before moving to her hair.  Her breathing slowed as he kissed her lips, his hands still working on her hair and his desire pressed against her.  “Will…”
“No rush, none, baby,” he said taking his time to ensure her hair was dry.  It flowed in waves down her back, around her shoulders, hiding her breasts from his gaze, and he lifted her into his arms, carrying her to the bedroom to continue.  He avoided laying her on the bed, instead he stood her on her feet taking a seat on the lounger so he could gaze at her, easily touch her but never worry her. 
“Will,” she said reaching out for him, sliding her hand along his cheek as he watched her. 
“So gorgeous baby, I’m in absolute awe of you,” he stated kissing his way up her arm moving down the other before lifting his lips to hers.  “I could kiss you forever and be satisfied.”
“I want more than that Will,” she said taking a chance.  “Love me.”
“I do and I will baby, I promise I will,” he stated sliding his hands down her back teasing her body with light touches.  He kissed her lips again; letting his hands wake her further, take them slow so she never felt as though she couldn’t stop them if she needed. 
When her hands tightened on his shoulders, he began to move down her neck, bringing her closer to him as he worked lower.  His lips settled around a tightly budded tip, and he felt rather than heard the light gasp from her.  He slowed before smiling as she lifted a hand to the back of his head, pressing him against her further. 
He slid to the other tip, and she let out a light moan of pleasure allowing him to maintain his control.  He wanted her to find bliss, to understand that nothing about her or this was disgusting or dirty, just blissful and beauty. 
“Will,” she sighed running her hand through his hair. 
It encouraged him to move lower, pressing kisses along her navel before sliding down towards her thighs.  He felt her hands tighten on him when he kissed her outer thighs and slid back up higher until they relaxed. 
He moved them, laying her down along the lounger as he knelt in front of her running his hands down her body to soothe her slight worry.  She relaxed fully and he dropped kisses along her legs, starting at her knees and moving upward, alternating between them to judge her reactions.  He pressed kisses on her inner thighs, one on the scar, and she slid her hand down to meet his. 
He moved higher making sure she was comfortable despite having kissed her and touched her this way before.  She had always been wearing her pj shorts but this time they both knew it was different and he wouldn’t scare her. 
“Will,” she sighed as he barely grazed her inner thighs. 
He continued to kiss her, each with a little more strength than the one before, until he was sure she wouldn’t become intimidated at his touch.  The first flick against her hidden lips brought a full sigh to her and he moved closer, showing her just how much he wanted her, how precious, and beautiful intimacy could be. 
Her body and breathing tightened as she neared a release and he lifted his head, kissing her thighs softly. 
“I have you baby, you’ll be safe I promise,” he said, and she let out a gasp as it hit her when she’d forgotten about being afraid of it. 
He lifted her into his arms, moving them to the bed, and slid her under the covers, up against him fully as he soothed her after her release.  Her leg slid over his and her lips found his, as her hands slid over his shoulders, down his sides, towards his hips. 
“No rush Livy,” he whispered against her lips turning her onto her back further as he restarted his journey on her body. 
This time when he had her nearing the brink he slid back up her length and let her take the lead.  His hands held her still after she guided him into her body, and she pressed kisses to his throat forcing him to fight against the desire to finish quickly.  Her warmth enveloped him, her moisture sheathed him, and he knew he’d found the most incredible feeling in the world. 
“Will,” she sighed gripping his shoulders tight when he rolled onto his back. 
“No rush, I promised no rush Livy,” he said bringing her upper half down towards him as she settled over his hips better.  He kissed her, her breasts pressing into his chest, and let out a groan when her tongue met his as she began to move against him. 
“I love you,” Olivia whispered against his lips as she pulled them over and she his arms held her tightly as they pulsed together. 
“I love you baby, always,” he promised tucking her in close as they basked in the aftermath. 
Olivia felt tears pool in her eyes, and she buried her face in Will’s neck.  She felt them winning and fought to stop the shake of her shoulders, but Will felt it and lifted her face towards his to see her.  The tears slipped from her eyes as the look on his face said he was blaming himself for upsetting her and she shook her head when he started to apologize. 
“God Livy, baby…I’m sorry.”
“No…it’s not…I’m not crying because it was wrong or bad Will,” she managed to get out as he cupped her cheek.  “It was so right…and it shouldn’t have taken this long for me to get here with you.”
“Oh baby, come here,” Will said as his heart relaxed hearing that.  He tucked her back in beside him and let her cry, rejoicing for once with every tear she shed.  “Shh, let it all out Livy.  I swear I’ll never be mad at you for crying, only want to help make it better.”
“You do Will, so much,” she stated letting the tears fall until she slipped into a deep sleep. 
Will couldn’t let himself fall asleep that night; he wanted to make sure she didn’t fall into a nightmare that scared her more after what they’d shared.  It had been pure magic, a stunning perfection that was beyond words, beyond his dreams, and he knew the only place he wanted or needed to be was beside her, protecting her. 
She gave out a light cry around three and he turned her further towards him, soothing his hands down her side and she sighed, her hand caressing his chest as she snuggled deeper into his hold.  He pressed a kiss to her temple smiling when she let out a sigh and soft, “I love you Will.” 
“I love you too baby,” he whispered to her.  “You’re safe, just sleep.”
She began to stir just before six and he watched as her eyes fluttered open, watching her closely to ensure she didn’t freak out finding herself naked with him.  A soft smile settled onto her lips, and he couldn’t resist from kissing them, turning her slightly so he could continue to kiss her and touch her, avoiding all intimate areas until her hand slipped down to cup his full desire. 
“Livy…baby you’re gonna…” he stopped not wanting to finish the comment and she gave him a soft smile as she pulled him down to rest fully against her body. 
“What?  Embarrass you, torture you, kill you if I don’t stop touching you?” she offered as his need settled against her.  He nodded and she slid her leg over his hips, opening her body to him fully as she felt need and want race through her in a way it never had before, not with anyone.  “Love me Will, don’t ever stop loving me.”
“I couldn’t possibly stop that Livy,” he promised as his finger slid across her hidden flesh, feeling that she was as aroused as he was, and groaned when she guided him into her body, her breathing letting out a tiny little hitch he now understood was of pleasure and nothing more. 
They went slow, slower than last night and she was drenched with sweat by the time he was pulsing life inside her.  She didn’t want to move, didn’t want him to move, and she kept her arms around him as he began to pull back slightly knowing his weight was pressing down against her heavily. 
“Don’t Will, don’t leave me yet,” she whispered as his forehead pressed against hers, his nose resting alongside hers, their mouths breath spaces away, and their eyes shut tightly as they basked in the aftermath.  “I love this feeling.  You’re the only one I’ve ever had it with, and I don’t want you to leave me yet.”
“I won’t,” he said pressing a kiss against her lips as her hands ran through his hair.  “You’re the only one for me too, baby.  I’ll cuddle with you for as long as you want, I just don’t want to mash you.”
“You aren’t I swear,” she said, and he gave in letting her have her way. 
He laid with her long enough that his body began to reawaken, and he felt her smile pressing kisses along his cheek as her mouth sought his. 
“Livy,” he groaned knowing she could feel just what her kisses did to him. 
“Love me Will,” she said softly opening her eyes to meet his gaze.  “Don’t you dare ever stop loving me, my heart just might break.”
“I’d break my own first baby.  This isn’t just about this though, you know that, right?” he asked, and she laughed lifting a hand to his shoulder running it down his back. 
“I know Will, but it’s certainly amazing, and it makes me feel like me again a little more each time you make love to me,” she stated, and he groaned again. 
“Using me are you my Livy?” he teased giving her a soft smiling kiss. 
“Never, loving you, needing you, wanting you, but never using you my love,” she promised letting him take her on a quick journey before carrying her to the shower. 
“If I spend any more time in bed with you I’ll simply keep making love to you and I don’t want you thinking…”
“Will, shut up and kiss me,” Olivia teased covering his lips with her own as they walked into the spray, letting him wash her again before they went to make breakfast. 
She was wrapped in a robe, snuggled up against him when her phone buzzed.  She picked it up staring down in surprise at the reminder from her app regarding her cycle.  She’d used it religiously while married to Scott in order to ensure she didn’t conceive, going so far as to get the morning after pill each month if he wanted sex with her on top of the birth control she’d been taking, but she hadn’t been on it since he died. 
“Everything okay baby?” Will asked feeling her tense slightly. 
“I…well it depends I guess,” she said biting her bottom lip as she let him read the reminder. 
“What exactly does that mean?  I’m as far removed on all things feminine as you are with hockey,” he said looking from the phone to her. 
“It’s a reminder I never turned off because my cycle is regular, quite regular.  It means that I should be ovulating in the next two days which means right now is a highly fertile time and it’s quite possible for me to conceive,” she admitted, watching his face as understanding hit.   
“You stopped taking your birth control and I didn’t even think about it last night.  Livy, I…should apologize for it.  I can go out and get some…”
“No, I only went on the pill because Scott didn’t want kids.  I didn’t care either way at first with him, and then was glad that I’d gone on the pill later, but I don’t want to have something between us.  If nothing happens this month, I’ll go back on the pill.”
“No, you won’t,” Will said smiling down into her surprised face.  “I’m sorry if that sounded controlling…I should have said, you don’t have to unless you want to avoid having my baby because the idea of you pregnant with our child…well it makes me want to take you back to bed to ensure there’s plenty of chances of making it happen.”
“You want kids…with me?” Olivia asked as her heart fluttered in her chest. 
“I want everything with you Livy; I want the house, the ring, the two point four kids, white picket fence, dog, cat, horse, pig, goat…”
“Exchange the pig and goat for rabbits and you’ve got a deal,” Olivia said giving him a grin.  He lifted a brow at her in surprise and she laughed sliding over his lap adding, “In fact…William Russell Masters…will you marry me?”
She felt his arms tighten around her and smiled as he stopped breathing, waiting for his answer.  “Will, I’m serious, will you marry me?  Be the father of my children, mine for life, my protector, my lover, my everything?”
“Livy, baby…yes,” he said seeing the look in her eyes that told him everything he needed to know.  “On one condition though…”
“What?  I don’t tell anyone I’m the one who proposed?” she teased giving him a bright grin. 
“I actually think we’ll tell everyone that tidbit, especially our children so they know how strong their mommy always was,” he said letting his hands slip up and down her arms. 
“Then what’s your condition?  I continue seeing Teri; tell her about proposing to you to make sure I’m not jumping a hundred pages here?”
“No, although I do want you to see Teri for as long as you need or want.  I want you to know you can talk to her or me about anything and I’ll never try to stop you.”
“I know that Will, so what is your condition hmm?  Next time I faint it best be because I’m pregnant?” she asked as he cupped her cheek softly laughing lightly at the idea. 
“Well that one too, but no baby, my condition is that you come back to work with me.  I need you there Livy.  I want you beside me.  You’re the only one I want beside me and then whenever we have a baby, we can work from home, and have our own little baby area at the office.  To hell with what anyone else thinks or says in regards to playing favorites, you’ll be my wife, so it’s allowed.”
“I’m finished with everything to get rid of Scott permanently, I suppose I could pencil the office into my schedule,” she said with a grin.  “So that’s a yes?  You’ll marry me?”
“Just name the time and day baby, I’ll be there two hours early,” Will promised before kissing her fully, showing her just how much he meant it. 




Chapter 13
“So, tell me honestly, do you think I’m crazy?” Olivia asked as Teri stared down at the engagement ring that Will had surprised her with the night before, a ring that she loved as much as she loved him. 
“No, I think you’re living again.  Olivia, from the time we met to now…I have never seen anyone with your strength, and it is amazing to see you open up and grow with the people who love you,” Teri said giving her a full smile.  “Anytime you need to talk to me, my door is open, no matter what it’s about, if you feel you just need a safe place to rant about a client or Will for leaving the toilet seat up…I will be here for you.”
“Thank you for everything,” Olivia said feeling tears hit her as their time finished.  “I would likely be dead right now instead of him if you hadn’t gone to find me help.  I can’t even begin to explain what that means to me.”
“Just be happy Olivia, marry Will and have a family…what?” Teri said as a light blush spread across her face. 
“Will and I…I told you we slept together the night of my birthday, well we didn’t use protection.”
“That was only a week ago Olivia,” Teri replied. 
“I know but the next morning my phone went off reminding me of where I was in my cycle, and we discussed things and have left it up to fate to decide for us.  I proposed knowing he meant it when he said he wanted me to have our baby whenever it should happen.  I’m sure it’s highly unlikely that we did conceive, but part of me hopes we did.  A small part won’t be too disappointed if we didn’t because being with Will is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced and I’m not even beginning to compare it to Scott because that wasn’t sex, it wasn’t making love…”
“It wasn’t,” Teri agreed understanding what she was thinking. 
“Well, if we have a few more months just the two of us it’ll be okay, because it’s been amazing, and each night since has simply let my heart and my head open up more when it comes to making love with him.  I don’t even feel the slightest bit of worry when Will slides his arms around my waist, holding me back against his chest.  He does it now and all I feel is warmth and love, protected and safe…he’s amazing to me.”
“Good, you deserve amazing Olivia.  And you’re sure you’re ready to go back to the office?” Teri asked stalling her at the door. 
Olivia nodded feeling content with it all.  “I can’t imagine not going back now.  I needed the break, to get rid of Scott and the house is on the market as of yesterday.  There’s been a few people that have looked at it, whether it’s because it was our place or if someone really wants it, I’m leaving to the real estate agent to figure out.  I sold the car, gave the money from it to charity, and then found Will bought me a belated birthday present.  It’s a new car, one that I actually love, not as much as him, but it’s perfect, just like the ring he got me yesterday.”
“He knows the real you Olivia.  He loves all of you, so let him.  Enjoy yourself and invite me to the wedding,” Teri added giving her a hug as she headed out with a smile to meet Will to head to her parents’ place to tell the others their news. 
“Mmm, you look and smell incredible,” he said giving her a long kiss. 
“Well look at you, still can’t tie a tie without me, can you?” she asked her eyes sparkling as she gazed up at him. 
“My Livy grin is back in full force,” he stated letting her fix it.  “I never want you to lose that grin again baby.”
“Then you better treat me well, in and out of bed,” she said letting the grin stay on her face as he drove them to her parents for dinner.  “Teri said we should invite her to the wedding, and I think we should also include Jake, your parents naturally—we should probably have invited them tonight actually…”
“I did, they want to see you, so I told your mom we wanted to have dinner with everyone, but you didn’t really want to go out just yet.”
“Brilliant aren’t you, my love?” she asked giving him a soft kiss as they arrived.  “Well other than them and my family we could always invite Penny and a few others…but that’s all I need there besides you.”
“Good because I was thinking next weekend would work well…no?” he said when she bit her lower lip, her telltale new sign that she wasn’t sure about it yet. 
“It’s just that if we aren’t pregnant I’ll likely be starting then and I don’t want to spend our wedding night unable to make love to you,” she admitted. 
“You never…while on your cycle?” he asked, and she shook her head no.  “Well, it’ll be a first for us then or if you’re not comfortable with going that far we can always make love in other ways.  I can worship your breasts until you’re flying over a peak again…”
“You honestly wouldn’t mind if we didn’t make love that night?”
“Baby, as long as you’re sleeping in my arms I’ll be fine.  So, what do you say, next weekend?  We’ll take the week off for a honeymoon at the ranch and then come back to work together?” he said, and she nodded not wanting to delay it a moment further.  “Good, now let’s get inside before someone thinks I’m trying to seduce you in the car.”
“I love you Will,” she said wrapping her hand in his as they moved into the house greeting the others already there. 
“Olivia, oh sweetie, you look so good,” his mother said cupping her cheeks before hugging her and his father kissed the top of her head the way her own did, bringing a sheen of tears to her eyes.  Will saw them and dropped a kiss onto her temple, gathering her back up against him as the others watched closely. 
“You certainly seem relaxed,” Dan said looking between them.  “Anything we should know about?”
“The monster’s gone, fully, completely gone and I’m free,” Olivia said as her mother covered her mouth as her own set of happy tears flooded her eyes.  “I’m free to be me, to love who I want, be with who I want…marry who I want,” she added sliding her hand up to rest on Will’s chest, letting the group see the ring proudly displayed on her finger. 
“Oh my god!” Jess gasped looking from her to Will then back to her and finally back to Will.  “You proposed and she said yes?”
“No,” Will answered surprising the group further. 
“Then where’d the small pond sitting on my sister’s finger come from?” Dan questioned making her laugh. 
“That was from me last night, but I didn’t propose,” Will said as Jess glared at him. 
“Then why buy a ring?”
“Because it’s what a man does when he’s engaged if he hasn’t already bought a ring,” he replied making Olivia laugh as Jess and Dan shared a confused look and their parents shook their heads right along with them. 
“You’re engaged but you didn’t propose?  How does that work?” Jess asked. 
“I asked him to marry me,” Olivia said shocking the group and Dan let out a peal of laughter that filled the room. 
“You proposed to him?  Oh man that’s rich…” he said unable to stop laughing. 
“Be nice or you’re not invited to the wedding,” she warned letting Will’s arms surround her and a happy smile settle onto her lips.  “Yes, I asked him because I knew he wouldn’t push me into anything.  I didn’t want to have to drop hints that it was what I wanted or was ready for it.  I honestly didn’t know I was until he said he wanted the whole nine yards with me—the house, picket fence, two point four kids…”
“Dog, cat, horse, pig,” Will teased kissing her nose as she glanced up at him, her eyes sparkling with her happiness.  “Only she said to change it to rabbits, and she was in…and then she asked me.  How’s a man supposed to refuse?”
“He’s not when it’s the woman he loves,” his mother stated smiling brightly. 
“I knew she would be the one for you, didn’t I?” his father questioned, and she lifted a brow at Will about what he meant. 
“Dad suggested I should make you more permanent around the office after you’d been there about three months.  I told him he was nuts and forgot about it…until I realized I was head over heels in love with you.  I should have listened to him, made you mine a long time ago,” Will said, knowing he had a lot to make up to her. 
“You’re mine now, that’s all that matters,” she reassured him as Russell smiled seeing them happy together. 
“Well, this calls for a bottle of something,” Helen stated, and Will nodded moving back to the entryway where he’d stashed the champagne bottles they’d brought with them.  “That’ll certainly do. Tara, would you like to help me with the glasses?”
“Love to Helen, but first, when are you two thinking of having the wedding?  We have a cruise planned in two months and we’ll need to reschedule it now if you’re thinking anytime close to then,” Tara said looking between her son and Olivia. 
“No need for that Mom,” Will said smiling down into Olivia’s eyes.  “Just keep next weekend open because we don’t want to wait, and the next time Livy answers the phone at work it’ll be as Olivia Masters.”
“You’re going back?” her father asked. 
“I am…so, think we can plan a wedding in a week?” she asked the group, and their answer was a wholehearted yes. 
She quickly discovered that between her mother and Tara, a wedding in a week was entirely possible, and a week and a day later, she was standing in a wedding dress that was simple and elegant, that flowed over her body and caressed her the way Will did every night.  Her father had tears in his eyes when he saw her for the first time, and she knew this was harder than the first time he’d given her away. 
“She’ll always be safe with me George,” Will promised as she stood next to him looking radiant in the backyard of his parents’ home. 
“I’ll hold you to that,” George replied kissing her cheek before moving to sit next to his wife.  Jess stood up as her maid of honor while Dan took his spot as best man, surrounding her with love as she pledged herself to Will for life. 
“I now pronounce you husband and wife, you may kiss your bride,” Judge Hiller stated, and Olivia felt no worries as Will’s lips covered hers, caressing her as he proved his love to everyone in attendance.  “May I present, Mr. and Mrs. William Masters…”
Olivia had a smile on her face long into the night as they spent it wrapped around each other, her period absent still, and she knew he was curious as to what it meant.  She was too but she was only a day late, she didn’t need to get their hopes up in case it came tomorrow. 
When it didn’t she distracted them both but on the third morning she took the little test she’d packed just in case.  Will slid into the bathroom, his arms wrapping around her as he kissed her neck while she waited for the results. 
“I thought you’d fallen in,” he teased making her laugh.  “Everything okay?” 
“Perfect,” she stated seeing the positive results clearly.  “Don’t you think?” she added holding the test up for him to see. 
“Is that…you’re…we’re…” Will said seeing the word pregnant on the screen. 
“We’re going to be parents, so what do you think of that Daddy?” she teased sliding her arms around his neck. 
“I think we’re going to spend the rest of the week in bed,” he stated capturing her lips showing her he meant it.  When they weren’t making love they were simply resting or sleeping, getting up for a walk here and there but mostly staying close to one another knowing when they got home things would be different. 
She felt the tiniest bit nauseous as they got ready for work Monday morning and she smiled as he pulled her into his hold, brushing his hand down her head looking at her intently.  She would give anything to stay home with him for another week. 
“Are you feeling alright?” he asked pressing a kiss to her forehead. 
“Just a little nauseous, nothing too horrible though,” she said moving forward to rest her head against his chest, letting him hold her further. 
“We’re going to be late if we don’t move,” he stated ten minutes later when he still held her, breathing in everything about her that he could. 
“I know and the boss hates it when I’m late,” she said giving him a cheeky grin that pulled a low groan from his lips.  “What was that?” 
“I love that Livy smile,” he said kissing her deeply before forcing himself back from her.  “You need to get dressed though, before I lose complete control and keep you home all week.” 
“Yes sir,” she teased with another grin when he looked horrified over his words.  “I know it’s entirely different with you Will, you’re nothing like him and I love that.  I love you.” 
“I love you completely sweetie, always, no matter what,” he said dropping a kiss onto her temple before moving from the room to get them to work on time. 
Her heart raced a bit as they moved into the building but when they reached their floor, she couldn’t help but smile seeing everyone there to welcome them home.  Will pressed a kiss to her temple seeing it and they moved into the conference room to enjoy the breakfast they brought in with all of Livy’s favorites. 
He made her some herbal tea rather than coffee and was glad everyone simply thought of it as a normal change for her instead of the fact that they were going to be blessed and become parents.  They would all find out soon enough but for now, it was wonderful to keep it between them, a little secret of their own like the trip to the amusement park the day he won her Thunder. 
Jess wouldn’t begin to be put off and when she came across Livy being sick one day as she popped in to go shopping with her, they had to admit to their impending bundle of joy.  From there, they told their parents and Dan who were all over the moon about it for them, and at their first appointment, they heard the heartbeat clearly on the ultrasound. 
“That’s amazing,” he said pressing a kiss to her lips.  “That’s our little baby, Livy, can you believe it?” 
“Not fully until now, our perfect little miracle, the best birthday present in the world,” she stated, and he knew it would be the best birthday present reminder ever, their perfect little baby who would be loved and adored by so many people. 




Epilogue
Will moved into their office suite, his brow lifting finding it empty save for Thunder sitting in Olivia’s normal chair.  He slid over to the bunny, a chuckle hitting seeing the misspelled words and backwards letters on the note propped up against Olivia’s computer. 
Wurk is cansald today.  Wurkers to have fun.
The Buss. 
He picked up Thunder seeing there was something else hanging around his neck, his smile growing more seeing it was their season passes to Thunderworld.  Zack’s grinning five-year-old smile stared up at him from the first pass and he slid the passes into his pocket, moving to the closet to grab the duffle bag there that had extra clothes for all of them in case of accidents.  Olivia ensured they kept one full of casual clothes on hand, on top of several changes of business attire if needed.  It didn’t take them long to learn that babies and toddlers made messes that while didn’t bother them, others took offense to if they showed up with baby spit up staining their tops to a meeting. 
His tie was already off, and the top buttons of his shirt undone by the time he got to the parking lot, finding his gorgeous wife buckling their three-year-old son Carter into his car seat. 
“I see the boss has made a decree?” he teased, letting his hand rest on her stomach, his lips pressing soft kisses to her temple. 
“It seems we haven’t had enough fun according to the boss,” she agreed, leaning further into his hold, smiling up at him more at the look he gave her.  “I’m fine.” 
“Livy…” 
“I am.  I just won’t be riding any roller coasters again this trip,” she added, making his brow lift curiously and she turned in his hold, sliding her arms over his shoulders, grinning brightly.  “It wasn’t the flu making me miserable last night.  I felt right as rain this morning, and after Daddy went to work without us, I got a notification that popped up on my phone from my health app, reminding me to enter my last cycle dates.  Only, it’s been over a month since I had one.” 
“Are you?” Will asked, holding her gaze as a smile crossed his face, the love in his eyes wrapping around her entirely. 
“I took the home test, and it was positive.  Maybe this one will make us even with boys and girls,” she teased, pulling a soft groan from his lips.  “You adore McKenzy, you’d kill to protect her so don’t make me think you wouldn’t want another baby girl.” 
“Of course, I’d kill to protect our baby girl.  She came out looking exactly like her mommy and having two of you to keep safe is hard enough, if this one’s a girl too, my ass is never leaving your side again.” 
“Mmm, you know I like you next to me so that’s not going to do anything but make me hope it’s a girl, babe.  Don’t you want McKenzy to have a sister to love her and that she can love the way I had Jess?” she added earning a long, slow kiss that their one-year-old little girl’s shout of juice finally interrupted, pulling laughs from both her and Will when Zack calmly told her to not yell before giving her the sippy cup they were transitioning her to use. 
“Okay, it can be a girl, but my ass is going to be next to you for always, Livy,” he stated, helping her into the front seat, giving her a soft kiss before heading around to take his family out to have a fun day. 
They pulled into the parking lot, and he shook his head, seeing the spot open ahead of them.  Right between Jess’ and his parents’ cars. 
“How long has this been planned?” he asked as the grandparents got out, opening the rear doors before he even had his seatbelt off. 
“About thirty minutes after you left this morning.  So about fifteen minutes learning baby number four is on the way,” she admitted with a kiss to his smiling lips. 
“You have our passes still, don’t you?” Olivia asked when McKenzy and Carter were in the stroller, and Zack was nearly bouncing out of his shoes holding onto her father’s hand. 
“Right here,” he said, taking them out of his suit jacket before grabbing the duffle bag for his change of clothes.  He slid Zack’s over his head, dropped theirs into the organizer on the stroller, then slid his arm around her, letting the grandparents take the lead while Jess stayed back with them. 
“How did you get off work so easily?” he asked Jess as they waited to get through the turnstiles, Olivia and the kids in the one next to them that had a stroller and wheelchair gate with it. 
“I uh, quit last week.  They were doing some really stupid stuff and I wasn’t going to risk being caught in the crosshairs when the SEC starts poking their noses into things,” she said, making his brow lift in surprise, while Olivia let out a laugh next to him. 
“What she means is she wasn’t about to stick around after notifying the SEC about their serious disregard of the law.  She chose to do the right thing over making a big wad of money,” Olivia stated giving him her gorgeous grin he couldn’t resist. 
“Hmm, I wonder who I learned doing the right thing even if it was hard was better than doing the easy thing from?” Jess teased, sliding her arm through Olivia’s, and Will shook his head at her, stealing his wife back, stealing her smiling lips until Zack let out a groan, begging them to come on. 
“Go change, I think it’s time to see if you can win me another bunny.  I mean, you’ve given me everything else you said you would except the rabbits,” Olivia said as they reached the front locker space. 
“You don’t have a cat or a horse, so I think he still has some work left,” Jess mused after he was back, in jeans and a tee, their extra things in the locker for later. 
“Well, cats aren’t necessarily a good thing to have when it comes to babies and being pregnant with the litter boxes and all, and I’d much rather have a full baby rather than just the point four part, so that one I’ll let slide,” she joked, resting her head against Will’s shoulder as his arm wrapped around her again. 
“You going to let him slide on the horse as well then?” Jess asked as they headed towards the kids’ rides area, knowing Zack wasn’t about to skip riding any of them. 
“I’ll give him a few years for that one.  Who knows, if we end up with two girls, they’re more likely to want it than I might,” Olivia added, pulling five sets of adult eyes around to them, stopping in the middle of the walkway. 
“Two girls?” her mom said as Tara’s face lit up with hope. 
“We’ll be seeing this one right around my birthday I think,” she offered, her hand sliding onto Will’s as it rested on her stomach. 
“The sweetest gift ever—one of them at least,” Will agreed, and not quite eight months later, he pressed a kiss to Olivia’s forehead, his hand resting on top of hers that held their new baby girl to her chest.  “It’s a good thing your desk is already in the same room as mine, baby.  You all are never going to be far from my side, you know that?” 
“Best place ever to be,” she said, resting her head against his chin when he slid onto the edge of the bed with them.  “Thank you, for giving me the best birthdays I could ever imagine.” 
“Thank you for letting me give you these sweet gifts,” he whispered, kissing the mostly faded scar on her forehead.  “I love you, Livy.  More than life itself, I love you and these babies you’ve given us.” 
“I love you too, Will, so much.  We still have to pick a name for this one though,” she reminded him, unable to put their baby girl back in the bassinette just yet despite her being asleep. 
“What about Bridget?  Bridget Marie, after her mommy so she knows she can be just as strong as her when she’s bigger,” he suggested, putting a light sheen of tears in her eyes.  “Yes?” he asked, seeing them, smiling gently as he cupped her face, amazed he’d been able to call her his, completely his for seven incredible years now. 
“Yes, I love it.  We both do,” she added with a soft laugh when their baby girl let out a soft coo, stretching a hint, before falling deeper into sleep.  Safe, secure, peaceful sleep that she was shortly going to join her in, her dreams protected, especially when wrapped as she almost always was, in Will’s arms. 
“Let me put her down,” Will said, moving their newest love to the bassinette after holding her close, whispering all the promises to her that he did nightly to their other babies.  The second his arms wrapped around her, her eyes fluttered shut, an easy calm blanketing her, and she fell asleep within seconds, a smile on her lips, that showed she was entirely his Livy, and no one would ever steal that smile from her again. 




Thanks
Thank you for reading, I hope you enjoyed.  If you did, please leave a rating so others can find and enjoy as well.
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