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    Ally 
 
    Tiny flickers of the morning sunlight danced through the lace curtains and along the ceiling of Ally Cunningham’s bedroom as her eyes slowly fluttered open. The sweet, tangy aroma of maple flooded her nostrils as she turned on the empty California king, extending her right arm across the Egyptian cotton sheets and to the other side. Her hand curled around the wrinkled sheets as she slowly turned her head to the right, staring at the vacant space beside her. Ally sat up as the pure white comforter fell from her chest and plopped onto her lap, her long brown locks tangled and matted to the sides of her skull. She brought her hands to her eyes, rubbing them vigorously, as she pushed the comforter from her legs and swung them over the edge of the mattress. Ally’s bare feet pressed firmly onto the cold hardwood floor as she stood up, extending her arms above her head; her toes, pointed, as she reached towards the ceiling, every bone in her back cracking gently.  
 
    Ally’s polished fingers tugged at the short silk nightgown that hugged tightly around her thin frame as she made her way towards the bathroom door in the corner, her feet slowly shuffling beneath her. She reached around the corner of the open door, flipping the light switch, as the master bathroom lit up before her. The cool, white marble floor pricked against her warm toes as she stepped into the bathroom and to the set of double sinks along the far wall. Ally’s eyes lifted, meeting her reflection in the mirror, as she ran her hands through her hair, pushing the tangled strands from her high cheekbones and chiseled jaw. Ally studied her reflection as her stomach tightened in disgust; only thirty…and she already had a soft tint of blue circling her lower eyelids, slightly hidden beneath her naturally long lashes that brimmed her deep brown eyes. Ally reached forward and grabbed a hair tie from the marble counter as she let out a wide yawn, her wine-laced morning breath circling through the air. Ally pulled on her tangled strands, her hairline tightening, as she twisted the hair tie around her long hair and fastened it into a high pony.  
 
    Her mother always told her not to wear her hair up; she always said she’d go bald if she kept her hair tied back too tight. So far, that was the only thing her mother was ever wrong about. She was definitely right when she told Ally she should have finished school. She was definitely right when she told Ally she should have had children before twenty-six. And she was definitely right when she told Ally to think twice before marrying Kendrick Cunningham. If only her mother could see them now… 
 
    The fights. 
 
    The tears.  
 
    The long nights of their backs turned to one another; feeling miles and miles away in their California king. It wasn’t always bad, though. She’d be lying if she said otherwise. Their love was unconventional to say the least. When they hated each other, they did it with a fire in their hearts; but when they loved each other, it was dangerous…a ticking timebomb ready to explode into a million pieces at any given second. Ally never knew the Kendrick she was going to get when she woke up the next day. Ever since they got married four years ago…ever since they moved here to the gated community of Magnolia Cove…she begged him to see a doctor. His bipolar tendencies never truly surfaced until after she said, “I do”. After that, all bets were off. It was as if an earthquake rattled through his heart, shifting every feeling he had towards her in a different direction. Some days were good…but some days she wondered what the hell she was still doing here.  
 
    Ally’s hand glided along the wooden banister as her tired eyes glanced below, staring down at the white carpet floor of the bright foyer below. Ally made her way down the grand staircase; the sweet smell of maple flooded her nose and grew stronger and stronger with every step. She turned from the glass front doors and made her way towards the stone doorway ahead, her footsteps echoing through the room, the sound bouncing off of the vaulted ceiling high above her. Ally inched around the corner of the kitchen doorway…as her eyes settled onto Kendrick’s muscular bare back. Kendrick’s plaid pajama pants hung low on his chiseled hips as he flipped a piece of bacon in a crackling pan; his back muscles tightened as he flipped the sizzling strips of meat.  
 
    “You’re going to be covered in blisters from that popping grease,” Ally smirked softly as she stepped up behind Kendrick and pressed her lips gently against his right shoulder blade. She felt as if she was walking on eggshells with every word she said. Hopefully…today was a good day for him.  
 
    “I’m more worried about being covered in bruises from you beating the hell out of me in bed last night,” Kendrick laughed as he turned from the stove, looking down at Ally in front of him. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Ally grinned as Kendrick wrapped his hands around her waist, pulling her closer; her pelvis pressed tightly against his hard v-line that peeked out from the waistband of his pajama bottoms.  
 
    “You were tossing and turning all night. I wasn’t sure if you were having a nightmare or you were just restless. You got me a few good times,” Kendrick teased as he pointed to his broad shoulders with one hand, the other still around Ally’s tiny waist.  
 
    “I’ll make it up to you later,” Ally smiled coyly as she lifted her arms, draping them around Kendrick’s shoulders as she stood up onto the tips of her toes, kissing his soft lips.  
 
    “Promise?” Kendrick winked as he gently nibbled on her bottom lip, tugging it gently.  
 
    Thank God. 
 
    It was a good day.  
 
    “You didn’t have to get up and make breakfast. You could have slept in since it’s your day off,” Ally said as she stared into Kendrick’s blue eyes and ran her hands through his short blonde fauxhawk. 
 
    “I actually have to go in at ten anyways. Doug called and said we’re closing on the McMillian report. They need me there,” Kendrick said, his voice laced with defeat.  
 
    “Oh, well…damn. I took off today. I was hoping we could spend the day together,” Ally said sadly as she pulled her arms from Kendrick’s shoulders.  
 
    “You know I wanted to,” Kendrick said as he grabbed her hands and squeezed them tightly. “But you know how long we’ve been working on this. I promise…I’ll try to be quick. Maybe we can get a late dinner tonight?” 
 
    “Did you forget? It’s girl’s night,” Ally said as she stared down at her feet.  
 
    “Well, after…we can maybe order a pizza, rent a movie, take a nice long bubble bath,” Kendrick grinned, his bright smile beamed down at Ally as he bit his bottom lip. “I’m going to go change and then go for a run; do you want to come?”  
 
    “As long as you’re not scared to lose again,” Ally teased as she moved around Kendrick and grabbed the fork from the stove top, turning the bacon strips over.  
 
    “You only beat me by twelve seconds last time,” Kendrick laughed as he shuffled towards the kitchen doorway.  
 
    “I’d get to stretching,” Ally laughed as Kendrick made his way out of the kitchen and out of sight. Ally turned to the center kitchen island behind her and grabbed a plate lined with a paper towel. Ally brought the plate forward and stuck the fork beneath the bacon strips, transferring them onto the paper towel.  
 
    BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! 
 
    Kendrick’s ringtone echoed through her ears as she placed the last piece of greasy bacon onto the plate and removed the pan from the burner. Ally spun around, her eyes scanning the counter for Kendrick’s cellphone…to see it along the counter beside the refrigerator. Ally rushed to Kendrick’s phone that vibrated gently on the marble countertop…and grabbed it tightly. Her eyes darted down to the touch screen, looking at the contact information. 
 
    Restricted. 
 
    “Hello?” Ally said as she slid the answering bar on the iPhone and placed it against her ear.  
 
    “Oh…I…” 
 
    “Who…who is this?” Ally asked, confused, as the female on the other end of the line breathed into the speaker.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I think…I think I have the wrong number.”  
 
    CLICK. 
 
    And just like that…she was gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    Connelly Campbell quickly ran her hands through her long blonde hair once more, taking one last look in the bathroom mirror. She grabbed the ends of her long-sleeved pink and white plaid shirt and rolled them up three times, bringing them up just below her elbows. She didn’t have the time to mess with makeup today. She was already late enough. Sure, she was her own boss; but she hated being late…for anything; it set her anxiety on fire. She quickly shoved her hands into her jeans pockets and made her way through the bathroom door and into the second level hallway. Connelly rounded the edge of the balcony banister and rushed down the staircase, taking two steps at a time. Her bare feet slammed onto the cold wood of the foyer floor as she rushed forward towards the kitchen doorway, nearly running.  
 
    “Do you have time for coffee, at least?” Silas Campbell asked as Connelly stepped into the kitchen. Her eyes darted to him as he stood at the kitchen counter, pouring a pot of coffee into his large silver thermos. 
 
    “Are you kidding? There’s always time for coffee. I’d never sell another damn bouquet in this town again if I didn’t have coffee,” Connelly giggled as she made her way to the fridge and pulled the glass door open.  
 
    “Why are you in such a rush? I thought Piper was opening today?” Silas asked as he grabbed a mug from the dish rack beside the sink and began to fill it up.  
 
    “That’s enough! That’s enough!” Connelly said as she rushed towards him, a bottle of cinnamon creamer in her hand. 
 
    “I forgot; you like coffee with your cream,” Silas laughed as he placed the coffee pot back onto the burner. Connelly sighed as she took the mug from Silas and placed it on the counter. She pressed her hands against the front of his uniform shirt and smoothed it down, struggling to straighten out the wrinkles.   
 
    “I have inventory today so the earlier I start, the better. I really don’t want to be there till three a.m. like last time,” Connelly said as she glided her hands along Silas’s police uniform, harder and harder.  
 
    “Honey, I’m sure the guys won’t mind a few wrinkles,” Silas teased as Connelly smirked softly.  
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t have time to iron it. It’s just been so crazy at the shop,” Connelly sighed as she twisted the cap off of the creamer and poured it into the coffee mug, the liquid turning a soft tan color.  
 
    “Now, remember, I won’t be home till late tonight. I have to be at court at four for the Ramirez hearing,” Silas said as he sipped from his thermos.  
 
    “That’s fine; me and the girls are getting together at Victoria’s. Did you not shower?” Connelly sighed as she licked her hand and moved it towards Silas’s short black cowlick sticking up on the corner of his scalp.  
 
    “Yes, ma,” Silas said in a high-pitched voice as he pushed her hand away in disgust.  
 
    “Don’t be a douche,” Connelly laughed as she grabbed a spoon from the counter and stirred the coffee, swirling it around in circles in the cheetah print mug. “Speaking of which, I need tampons!” Connelly exclaimed as she turned and grabbed a shopping list taped to the glass door of the refrigerator.  
 
    “No, no, no,” Silas said as he shook his head and snatched the list out of her hand.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll get it after work. Just go…” Silas smiled, his stubbled cheeks tightening as two dimples formed.  
 
    “It’s really no big deal, I can. I don’t want to make you buy tampons,” Connelly joked as she reached for the list. Silas quickly stepped back, moving his arm behind his back, the list in his hand.  
 
    “Baby, we are thirty-two years old; I think I can handle buying tampons,” Silas smiled.  
 
    “Are you kidding me? You get embarrassed going in to get condoms,” Connelly joked as she rolled her eyes and walked towards the kitchen doorway.  
 
    “I get insecure! I feel like the cashier is judging me because I don’t get Magnums or something,” Silas said with a shrug.  
 
    “Now you know how a girl feels buying jumbo tampons,” Connelly smiled coyly as she sent a wink to Silas.  
 
    “Excuse me, pretty little thing,” Silas said as he leaned against the counter and brought his pointer finger to his lips.  
 
    “God, you’re worse than a girl,” Connelly teased as she rushed back to Silas and kissed him softly on the lips, his stubble prickling against her soft chin.  
 
    “That’s why you love me,” Silas smiled as Connelly spun around and rushed out through the kitchen doorway.  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Connelly squinted as the bright morning sunlight shimmered down from above. Her eyes scanned the downtown area of Harmony as she slammed the door of her white Tesla Model 3 and made her way towards the entrance of Campbell’s Flower Shop. It had always been her dream to own her own shop…just like her mother did back in Washington…when she was alive. Those were the best memories she had of her mother; the both of them, playing with different arrangements…the sweet smell of roses and her mother’s Chanel perfume. But then the cancer came…and took everything…including the shop. Ever since that day…ever since she held her mother’s trembling hand as she took her last breath, she promised herself that she’d follow in her footsteps; she’d keep her spirit alive…one way or another. So, when her and Silas got married six years ago and moved to the gated subdivision of Magnolia Cove right outside of Harmony, she set her sights on a tiny vacant building; set right in between Cool Beans Café and Wilson Jewelers. Before, it was an old diner that closed down in nineteen-eighty-one…and collected dust…until she found it; until she made it her baby.  
 
    Connelly pushed the glass door of the flower shop open as a bell sounded off above her, echoing through the vacant shop. Connelly’s eyes settled onto Piper Goodman who stood behind the check-out counter; her small hands constructing a colorful bouquet of sunflowers and red roses. Connelly stepped behind the desk and sat her black Louis Vuitton purse onto the countertop as she smiled to Piper beside her.  
 
    “So, how did last night go?” Connelly asked, almost too excited. 
 
    “God, don’t even ask,” Piper groaned as she shook her head to herself and shoved a sunflower into the bouquet that sat in a crystal blue vase.  
 
    “Was it that bad?” Connelly asked, stunned.  
 
    “I knew it was going to be awful as soon as I sat down in the restaurant,” Piper said as she turned towards Connelly and  grabbed a pink apron with the shop logo embroidered on the front and tied it around her tiny waist.  
 
    “How?” 
 
    “He wasn’t even there! He was fifteen minutes late! I was seriously about to walk out and then he showed up,” Piper sighed as she tied the apron and brought her hands up to her long, curly black hair and tied it back into a ponytail.  
 
    “Well, he could have had a good excuse,” Connelly shrugged as she tried to keep Piper positive. Connelly met Piper right after the grand opening of the shop. For a nineteen-year-old, Piper had her life together; she didn’t party, she didn’t drink, and she always showed up early. Fresh out of community college, she came in and asked for a job…and ever since, she’s been her best…and only employee.  
 
    “OK, well then how about this; he made me pay,” Piper said as she rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Oh, God; he was so sweet, too; and cute,” Connelly sighed as she leaned down and grabbed a large binder on the bottom shelf.  
 
    “Yeah, well, that’s the last time I say yes to a guy I meet at work. Shit, the flowers he bought were probably for his wife or something,” Piper giggled as she grabbed a long-stemmed rose and placed it into the vase.  
 
    “Well, don’t give up. You know how long it took me to find a guy like Silas? You know how many…jackasses I had to date before I found a good one? I mean, he’s still a jackass…” Connelly giggled as Piper laughed, a soft snort ringing from her nose.  
 
    “After a while, you start to think something is wrong with you. You start to think you’re messed up or something,” Piper said softly, defeated.  
 
    “My mom always told me that you have to pick through the weeds before you get the flower,” Connelly nodded as she patted Piper’s shoulder.  
 
    “Did she get that off of a greeting card?” Piper giggled as Connelly grinned.  
 
    “Probably so…but as corny as it sounds, it’s the truth. You can’t rush anything. You can’t look for it. When it happens, it just…happens. Something clicks and before you know it, you find someone that you can’t imagine your life without. You can’t ever imagine going on a date again or doing anything in this life without them by your side. I wasn’t looking for Silas and he wasn’t looking for me. I was just hanging out with my friends at the bowling alley…and the next thing I knew, we were moving in together,” Connelly said. “You still have your good days and your bad days, no matter how perfect you might be for each other. We are FAR from perfect. But I’d rather have a hundred bad days with him than a million good ones with somebody else.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    Wind whipped through Victoria Hampton’s shoulder length blonde hair as she tightened her hands on the wheel of her red Mercedes-Benz SL, the convertible top wide open as the sun beamed down onto her tan skin from above. A pair of Dolce and Gabbana sunglass covered her green eyes as her car glided smoothly around a tight curve along the outskirts of Harmony, making her way back towards Magnolia Cove. Victoria stared forward through the tinted windshield as her Gucci platform sandal pressed gently onto the brake, the entrance gate of Magnolia Cove just a few feet ahead. Her car came to a sharp stop…as she pulled her sunglass from her face and smiled to a young man standing inside of the glass security box. Victoria smiled widely as the window of the box to her right slid open…her eyes staring back at Robbie Perkins.  
 
    “Double cheese with no pickle; just what you like,” Victoria grinned as she grabbed a wrapped sandwich from her passenger seat and extended her arm out over the edge of her driver’s side door, motioning it to Robbie.  
 
    “You are too good to me, Mrs. Hampton,” Robbie smiled giddily as he reached through the security box window and took the wrapped sandwich from Victoria. 
 
    “I had a feeling you forgot your lunch again,” Victoria smirked as she stared forward at the tall iron gate in front of her as it slowly parted open.  
 
    “This beats my mom’s chicken salad by far. I’ll remember to forget it more often,” Robbie smiled as he unwrapped the sandwich and took a bit bite.  
 
    “Have a good one, doll face,” Victoria smiled as she placed her sunglass back onto her face and pressed her heel onto the gas, her car lunging forward and through the open gates. Victoria’s car sped down the smooth pavement of Magnolia Cove, passing house after house along the pristine and luxurious subdivision. Each house, larger than the last. Every lawn, trimmed to perfection. Magnolia Lane was the elite neighborhood of Harmony…and Victoria couldn’t bare to live anywhere else in this shit-kick town. Victoria turned her wheel sharply to the right as her car sped into her driveway, coming to a sharp stop. Victoria ripped her keys from the ignition and shoved her door open, stepping out of the car as her heels clicked along the concrete pavement. Victoria reached into the backseat and wrapped her tiny hands around a set of shopping bags; from Gucci to Louis Vuitton to Prada. Victoria turned from her car and made her way towards the large glass front door of her massive home; built of three stories and constructed of brick. A set of four white columns stretched up to the second story and rested beneath a large balcony that looked over the lush green front lawn. Victoria slid the bags down her forearms as she walked up the stone front steps and grabbed the golden door handle and stepped into her personal castle. The cold, refreshing air from inside plastered her hot skin as she swung her hip back, tapping it against the edge of the door, slamming it closed behind her.  
 
    “Derek, are you still home?” Victoria called out as she made her way through the large foyer, her heels sounding off on the marble floor beneath her. Victoria made her way through the kitchen doorway and placed her shopping bags onto the center island…as the glass backdoor to the right opened. Victoria turned around as her eyes settled onto her stepdaughter, Elle Hampton.  
 
    “I see you’re putting my father’s money to good use,” Elle sighed coyly as Victoria eyed her skimpy black and white bikini; the top barely big enough to cover her nipples.  
 
    “I thought I told you to throw that nasty thing out,” Victoria sighed as she glared at the tiny pieces of fabric covering Elle’s thin body.  
 
    “That’s funny, I told dad the same thing about you,” Elle growled as she rolled her eyes and ran her hands through her long brown hair, making her way towards the refrigerator.  
 
    “I’m sorry I don’t want you to ruin your life and get pregnant by eighteen,” Victoria snapped back as she walked around the center island, her arms crossed over the front of her black Fendi dress.  
 
    “Shit, that would be a blessing; then dad would kick me out and I’d get the hell away from you,” Elle sighed as the slammed the refrigerator door shut, a soda in her hand.  
 
    “Where is your father?” Victoria asked sharply.  
 
    “I’m right here,” a deep voice rang out behind Victoria as she turned towards the doorway. Derek Hampton shuffled into the kitchen, dressed in a light blue button down and a pair of black slacks; his short gray hair gelled back smoothly.  
 
    “I figured you’d be at the office already,” Victoria smiled as she walked towards Derek as he adjusted his tie.  
 
    “I woke up late and lost track of time,” Derek sighed as he checked the Rolex on his left wrist. Victoria stepped closer towards him as her eyes scanned the liver spots that lined his receding hairline and trailed down his cheeks. They always got weird looks anytime they were out in public; Derek was fifty and Victoria was only twenty-eight. Only ten years older than Elle, she knew the repercussions that came with marrying a much older man. But she didn’t care. It was comforting…being with him. She didn’t have to worry about anything else for the rest of her life. His criminal law office was on the rise and he loved her the way she wanted to be loved; with an American Express. His wife, Eleanor, died four years ago in a car accident. It was only a year after that when he settled his eyes onto Victoria…a temp at his office. The next thing she knew, they were fucking in the bathroom during her lunch hour and she had a pretty little three carat diamond ring on her finger. She knew she could never replace Eleanor, and she didn’t want to. She knew what Derek needed; a woman who could love him…give him attention…and she did. She did anything he wanted to do…as long as he kept her account filled to the rim.  
 
    “Can’t you stay a little longer and have a late breakfast?” Victoria asked sadly as she draped her arms along Derek’s shoulders.  
 
    “I wish I could, baby, but I have to go. I’ve got two big clients coming in at eleven. You know I’d rather stay here with you,” Derek said softly as he leaned forward and kissed her pink lips. “Keep an eye on these kids, alright?”  
 
    “Good God, dad, I’m seventeen years old,” Elle growled as she popped the can of soda open and took a long sip.  
 
    “I love you,” Derek smiled as he kissed Victoria once more and made his way out of the kitchen. Victoria slowly turned on her heel, her eyes burning into Elle, as she stepped up to the center island beside her.  
 
    “So, what are your plans for today?” Victoria asked as she placed her hands onto the tile countertop.  
 
    “Ignoring you,” Elle smiled wickedly as she placed the can of soda onto the counter. Victoria understood the resentment that Elle had towards her; she saw Victoria as a hot little number that was trying to fill the void that Eleanor left wide open. But she didn’t want to. She didn’t want to replace her. She wanted the royalties and benefits of her life, not her children.  
 
    “That’s why I love you,” Victoria smiled coyly as Elle rolled her eyes and made her way towards the kitchen doorway. Victoria’s eyes then drifted to the glass patio door as she heard the light splashing noises coming from the large inground pool outside. Victoria stepped around the counter and stopped in front of the glass door, staring out at the muscular arms that cut through the clear surface of the crystal blue water. She watched as a pair of tan hands reached up from beneath the surface at the end of the pool, wrapping tightly around the concrete edge. Harlan Hampton’s head lunged up from beneath the water as he pulled himself out of the pool and stood up, his yellow swimming trunks clinging tightly to his muscular calves and bulge. Harlan smoothed his long blonde hair back as tiny streams of water trickled down his chiseled abs and toned arms; the water reflecting off of his smooth, tan skin.  
 
    Victoria gently placed her palm against the glassy surface of the door…as Harlan’s blue eyes darted in her direction. Victoria’s heart fluttered in her chest as a soft smile spread across her twenty-year old stepson’s face.  
 
    He…was the biggest benefit that came with saying “I do” to Derek. Victoria bit her bottom lip as Harlan made his way towards the small guest house in the corner of the large patio, the water dripping down his tight body as he winked coyly.  
 
    Victoria watched as he made his way to the door of the guest house…and wrapped his large hands around the waistband of his swimming trunks. He then inched them down…slowly…as the slick, soaked material glided down his tight buttocks and to his ankles, his muscular back towards her. Harlan kicked the swimming trunks from his ankles and stepped through the open guest house door…disappearing inside. The black wooden door then slowly closed tightly behind him.  
 
    Victoria smiled as she grabbed the golden handle of the patio door and slid it open, making her way down the stone steps and towards the open guest. Victoria’s heels moved cautiously along the slick concrete pavement; her eyes glued to the door ahead.  
 
    She reached to her breasts and tightened her hands around the top button of her dress, pulling it open. Victoria stepped up to the guest house door…as her trembling hand wrapped around the handle. Victoria glanced over her shoulder and back towards the main house.  
 
    The coast was clear.  
 
    Victoria turned the handle, her heart racing in her chest…as she stepped into the tiny guest house…and closed the door tightly behind her.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian  
 
    “Please just put your arms up,” Lillian Sinclair begged as she stared back at the freckled face of her five-year old son, Gordon. Lillian was knelt down in front of him as she squeezed her hands tightly around the tiny Mickey Mouse shirt.  
 
    “I don’t want to! I don’t like Mickey anymore,” Gordon whined as he rubbed his little eyes.  
 
    “You loved him yesterday,” Lillian giggled softly as she ran her hand through Gordon’s short red hair.  
 
    “I want to wear my Wolverine one,” Gorgon sighed as his bottom lip puckered out.  
 
    “Honey, I told you; it’s in the hamper. I promise you…I’ll wash it tonight and you can wear it tomorrow. But, for today…Mickey is going to have to do,” Lillian said. Gordon sighed softly…defeated…as he raised his arms above his head. “Thank you,” Lillian grinned as she slid the Mickey shirt over his head and down his tiny torso.  
 
    “Is Kylie here yet?” Gordon asked as Lillian stood up and smoothed the front of her yellow sundress out and combed her curly brown hair behind her ears.  
 
    “Why don’t we go downstairs and see? If not, we can eat some cereal while we wait for her, alright?” Lillian asked as she stepped over a pile of Legos on the floor and out of Gordon’s bedroom. Lillian made her way down the second level hallway of her home and quickly shuffled down the stairs, making her way towards the foyer far below. Lillian quickly checked the Michael Kors diamond watch on her left wrist as she made her way through the foyer and towards the kitchen ahead.  
 
    It was already eight-thirty. She was kicking herself in the butt for agreeing to do the summer school courses at Harmony Middle School. As if eleven months of the year already wasn’t enough. Lillian made her way into the kitchen and rushed to the cabinet beside the refrigerator. She pulled the cabinet open and grabbed a box of cereal and Gordon’s favorite bowl; the one with the plastic straw attached to it so he could suck up every last drop the soymilk. Lillian quickly placed it onto the counter and ripped the box open, pouring the tiny, sugary shapes of the alphabet into the plastic bowl.  
 
    “Good morning,” a soft voice rang out from behind Lillian as she glanced over her shoulder. Tatum Sinclair rushed into the kitchen, dressed in a black pantsuit, a briefcase in her other hand.  
 
    “Could you please get the milk out for me?” Lillian begged her wife as she closed the top of the cereal box and placed it back into the cabinet.  
 
    “Was he up all night?” Tatum asked as she placed her briefcase onto the center island and made her way towards the fridge.  
 
    “Like clockwork.” 
 
    “Was it the scary clown or the man-eating robot again?” Tatum giggled as she turned from the refrigerator, the soymilk in her hand.  
 
    “It was a giant poop emoji that wanted to eat him this time,” Lillian giggled as Tatum smirked, stepping up beside her and placing the milk on the counter.  
 
    “Are you going to Victoria’s tonight?” Tatum asked as she walked to the coffee maker and grabbed a mug from the cabinet.               “Yes, around six. Where the hell is Kylie?” Lillian asked as she poured the milk into the bowl. “Gordon, come on!”  
 
    “She texted me and said she is going to be a few minutes late,” Tatum nodded as she turned, sipping from the coffee mug.  
 
    “Why does she always text you?” Lillian asked as she walked to the counter and pulled a drawer open, grabbing a tiny blue spoon from inside. 
 
    “What’s it matter? As long as she lets one of us know, right?” Tatum shrugged as she turned, making her way towards the kitchen doorway.  
 
    “That’s the third time this week she’s been late,” Lillian sighed as Gordon rushed through the kitchen doorway with a toy airplane in his hand, slamming into Tatum.  
 
    “Ah!” Tatum cried out as she shuffled back from the blow, her coffee erupting out of her mug, the hot liquid splattering onto the front of her pantsuit. “Damn it, Gordon!” Tatum cursed as she slammed the mug onto the counter. 
 
    “I’m sorry, mommy!” Gordon quickly said as his watering eyes looked up to her.  
 
    “No, no; mommy is sorry,” Tatum sighed as she knelt down in front of Gordon and grabbed the sides of his arms gently. “Just go eat your breakfast…OK?” 
 
    Gordon nodded as he made his way towards the small round kitchen table that sat beside a large bay window looking out to the subdivision of Magnolia Cove. Lillian quickly placed the bowl in front of Gordon as he pulled himself up onto a chair and dove his spoon into the cereal.  
 
    “Did you get burned?” Lillian asked as she turned, making her way towards Lillian as she unbuttoned the jacket of her pantsuit.  
 
    “No, I’m alright. I know you’re late but just let me change really fast before you leave, alright?” Tatum begged as she combed her short blonde bob behind her ears. Lillian nodded as Tatum rushed out of the kitchen. Lillian turned as her eyes settled onto Gordon at the table. Lillian stepped up to the kitchen table and sat down beside Gordon as he shoved a big spoonful of cereal into his mouth, half of it falling from the spoon and into his lap. It blew her mind staring at him sometimes. A year after her and Tatum got married and moved into Magnolia Cove, they adopted Gordon. He was so small…barely six pounds. She’ll never forget the day she saw him at the orphanage. His tiny hands grasping tightly around her fingers. His little eyes staring back into hers. He was the light in their life. He was the glue…holding her and Tatum together.  
 
    “Why are you staring at me?” Gordon asked as he chewed, his mouth full. 
 
    “I was just thinking about how tiny you were when we had you,” Lillian smiled softly.  
 
    “Tommy Rogers said I came from a bank,” Gordon said as he scooped the spoon into his cereal.  
 
    “Well, that’s not the truth. Me and mommy prayed for a little boy just like you…and a stork came, and you were right there…on our doorstep,” Lillian smiled. Tatum wanted them to tell Gordon the truth…about his adoption, but Lillian wasn’t ready…not yet. She wanted to wait until he could understand. She didn’t want his life to be any more out of the ordinary. It was already enough for him to have to adjust to having two mommies and not a daddy; especially in this conservative town. All that mattered was that they loved him…just like their own; daddy or not, he was loved…and that was all that mattered.  
 
    “I’m so sorry I’m late,” Kylie Richmond said as she quickly rushed through the doorway of the kitchen and placed her purse onto the center island. Lillian turned in the chair as Kylie tossed her long black hair over her shoulder and smiled to Gordon. “Morning, little buddy!”  
 
    “Hi, Kylie,” Gordon smiled as he chewed on his cereal.  
 
    “Is something going on? You’ve been late the past three days?” Lillian asked, cutting the tension right there before it had a chance to grow.  
 
    “I’ve just been feeling a little under the weather lately, but it’s nothing serious, I’m sure,” Kylie said as she walked up to the table and ran her hand through Gordon’s red locks. Lillian stared at the top of Kylie’s breasts that peeked out from the top of her lowcut red tank top. Sometimes…it bothered having a sexy little twenty-year old thing like Kylie around. Lillian was always insecure, but Tatum promised her…time and time again…that there would never be anything going on between the two of them; but that never stopped Lillian’s mind from wandering. If Lillian wasn’t worried about something, she’d worry about having nothing to worry about. It was her nature. It was how she was wired, and she couldn’t turn her racing mind off…ever.  
 
    “I’m shocked you’re still here,” Kylie said as her eyes darted over to Lillian as she stood from the table. 
 
    “The only reason I am is because you weren’t here,” Lillian said coyly as she sighed and walked towards the refrigerator.  
 
    “I’m really sorry. I won’t let it happen again, I promise,” Kylie said as she turned from the table and sat down onto a bar stool at the center island.  
 
    “Babe, how does this look?” Tatum asked as she rushed into the kitchen, wearing a new pantsuit in the color brown.  
 
    “Gorgeous,” Kylie said as she smiled widely, her eyes glued to Tatum. Lillian’s eyes burned into Kylie…as she slowly looked to Tatum standing in the doorway.  
 
    “It looks great,” Lillian smiled as she walked to Tatum…and wrapped her hands around her hips, pulling her close. Lillian closed her eyes as she placed her lips against Tatum’s, discretely slipping her tongue between her lips and into her mouth as she kissed her.  
 
    “I must look damn good,” Tatum smiled as her cheeks grew hot and red. “I’ve got to get going. I love you, Gordon!”  
 
    “Love you, mommy!” Gordon called from the table as Tatum quickly kissed Lillian’s cheek and rushed out of the kitchen.  
 
    “Bye, Tatum!” Kylie called out as she threw a wave into the air. Lillian slowly turned from the kitchen doorway as she stared to Kylie still sitting at the island.  
 
    “Make sure you put sunscreen on him if you guys go outside, alright?” Lillian said as she pulled the refrigerator open and grabbed a bottled protein shake from inside. Lillian quickly rushed around the island and to the table, leaned down, and placed a soft kiss onto the top of Gordon’s head. “I love you, buddy.” 
 
    “Love you, too,” Gordon smiled as he ran the sleeve of his Mickey shirt over his milk mustache. Lillian quickly grabbed her purse from the center island and rushed towards the doorway ahead, her shake in her hand.  
 
    “Have a good day, Lillian! See you later,” Kylie said softly.  
 
    “Sadly,” Lillian whispered under her breath as she stepped through the kitchen doorway and made her way towards the front door ahead.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ally 
 
    The bottom soles of Ally’s baby blue Nike sneakers pounded on the thin dirt trail as she ran forward, faster and faster through the thick woods as the sun shined down through the tree branches high above her. Her arms pumped at her sides as she felt the warm sunlight beam down and penetrate through her thin black mesh tank top, warming the soft flesh that peeked out through the thin straps. Her thighs burned, growing warmer, as her legs moved beneath her; taking longer strides as she moved around a sharp curve along the trail. Ally quickly glanced behind her, staring back at the winding trail as sweat plastered her forehead, her ponytail swinging in the air behind her.  
 
    He was going to catch up. 
 
    She had to hurry.  
 
    She had to get to the house…before it was too late.  
 
    Ally sprinted forward as her eyes shifted ahead, spotting the end of the woods…her back lawn visible through the spaces between the thick tree trunks.  
 
    She was almost there. 
 
    She was almost home.  
 
    Ally’s heart sped in her chest as she dunked down, rushing beneath a set of low branches and pushed through the trees, running into her back lawn. Her eyes settled onto the glass patio door in the distance. She was almost there. Just a few more feet… 
 
    Ally sped forward, her calves aching with exhaustion; the pain radiating up her ankles and to her thighs. Ally leaped onto the concrete patio, dodging a set of white wicker chairs, and rushed to the back door. She threw her right hand forward, wrapping it tightly around the metal handle…as she felt a set of muscular arms wrap around her waist from behind.  
 
    “Gotcha!” Kendrick screamed out as he lifted Ally off of her feet, holding her into the air in his strong arms.  
 
    “Damn it! I thought I lost you!” Ally giggled as Kendrick placed her back down onto her feet.  
 
    “I guess we can call this one a tie,” Kendrick said as he checked the black Fitbit on his wrist, following Ally through the glass door and into the kitchen of their home.  
 
    “Bullshit! I won this round fair and square,” Ally turned, smiling towards Kendrick as she watched him slide his wrist along his sweaty forehead; his muscular arms that stuck out through his white wife beater top, plastered in perspiration.  
 
    “I’ll win this round, though,” Kendrick smiled coyly as he wrapped his hands around Ally’s hips and lifted her up, placing her onto the edge of the kitchen island.  
 
    “Wanna bet?” Ally smiled as Kendrick stepped forward, placing his body between her legs, as she draped her arms over his broad shoulders and pulled him closer. Their wet lips pressed together…as his sweet tongue slipped into her mouth, dancing with hers gently.  
 
    “All bets are off,” Kendrick said, breathless, as he grabbed the bottom of his wife beater and pulled it off over his head, revealing his slick chiseled body; his abs, gleaming in the morning sunlight that peeked in through the glass patio door. His shirt dropped to the floor as he reached forward, grabbing the bottom of Ally’s tank top, and pulled it off over her head.  
 
    Ally smiled as she reached back, pulling out the hair tie, as her long brown locks fell down and against her damp back. Kendrick leaned forward, clawing at her white sports bra, as his mouth locked around her shoulder, sucking vigorously on her collarbone. Ally tilted her head back as she felt her vagina growing wet, ready for him to take her there. Kendrick stepped back and slipped his basketball shorts to the floor, his long, throbbing cock extended in front of her, every vein pulsating at the surface. Ally grabbed the straps of her sports bra and pulled it off, revealing her perky, round breasts, her nipples erect and hardened. Kendrick smiled widely as Ally leaned back on the kitchen island…his strong hands wrapping tightly around the waistband of her spandex shorts…and pulled them down, revealing the moist fortress between her trembling legs.  
 
    Ally sat back up, her bare bottom pressed tightly on the edge of the countertop as Kendrick stepped closer between her legs…pushing the thick head of his penis between her vaginal lips and into her, nice and slow. Ally groaned in ecstasy as she felt his cock fill her, stretching the walls inside of her, feeling his member throbbing. Kendrick thrusted forward, sliding his cock in and out between her legs as he leaned forward, sucking on her neck as she clawed at his muscular back…her nails digging into his tan flesh.  
 
    “Fuck yeah, baby,” Kendrick said, breathless, as he thrusted into her, harder and faster.  
 
    “Fuck me, baby. Give me that cock,” Ally said, her chest heaving up and down, as she leaned back, her bare back pressed to the countertop. Kendrick wrapped his hands around her thighs, pulling her closer and further down onto his penis as he thrusted. Ally slid back and forth along the countertop as she grabbed her breasts, squeezing them tightly…gliding her hands up her neck and through her long hair strung out along the white tile, her eyes tightly shut… 
 
    She then felt one of Kendrick’s large, calloused hands wrap tightly around her throat. Ally’s eyes shot open…as he tightened his grip…her lungs filling with air. 
 
    “Ken…” Ally said, struggling to breathe…as his dark eyes glared down at her, thrusting harder and harder inside of her. “Kendrick!” Ally choked out.  
 
    He wasn’t listening. 
 
    He didn’t care.  
 
    Ally’s heart sped in her chest…as Kendrick’s other hand moved to her throat, both of them now wrapped around her throat…strangling her. Ally threw her hands up, slamming them against Kendrick’s chest. 
 
    She…she couldn’t breathe. Ally’s cheeks grew purple as Kendrick continued to thrust into her, harder and harder. Ally’s nails clawed at his chest, trying to signal…trying to tell him. 
 
    She couldn’t speak. 
 
    She couldn’t scream. 
 
    She was helpless. 
 
    Ally grinded her teeth behind her purple lips…as she dragged her nails down his chest, the edge of her nails slicing into his flesh…drawing blood.  
 
    “Ah! What the fuck!” Kendrick snapped as he quickly stepped back, releasing Ally’s throat…pulling his member out of her. “God damn it!” Kendrick snapped as he ran his hands along the scratch marks on his chest, tiny blotches of blood on his fingers.  
 
    “What the fuck is your problem?” Ally coughed as the air rushed back into her lungs. Ally quickly sat up onto the counter and leaped off of the edge, her bare feet slamming onto the cold tile floor. 
 
    “Are you fucking crazy?” Kendrick snapped as he reached down, snatching his basketball shorts from the floor. 
 
    “Me? I nearly passed out, Kendrick! What the fuck is wrong with you? There’s rough and then there’s that!” Ally cried, her voice hoarse and her hair hanging in her face, as she clutched her throbbing throat in her hand. Ally quickly snatched her clothes from the floor, carrying them in her arms, as she rushed towards the kitchen doorway ahead.  
 
    “You’re not going to finish me?” Kendrick called out, his hard cock pressed tightly against the inside of his shorts.  
 
    “There’s some lotion in the bathroom; fuck yourself for all I care!” Ally snapped as she stepped through the doorway and into the foyer, storming towards the stairs. She had never seen him like that before. His eyes…filled with rage…burning right through her.  
 
    It was a part of him she had never seen before… 
 
    It was a part of him she never wanted to see again.  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Ally wrapped her hand tightly around the champagne glass in front of her that sat on Victoria’s black dining room table and took a long sip of the red wine inside. Ally stared up at the diamond chandelier that hung above as her mind slowly cleared, the conversations that surrounded her growing louder in her ears.  
 
    “Forty minutes?” Victoria said, her mouth wide open in shock, as she placed her polished hand to her chest.  
 
    “I swear!” Connelly giggled as she sipped from a glass of pink Moscato in her hand. “I thought I wasn’t going to walk right for a week. He just kept going and going!”  
 
    “I’m shocked you could even stand up!” Victoria giggled as Lillian snorted, almost spitting out the white wine in her mouth.  
 
    “God, Silas needs to teach Derek a thing or two! I swear, two minutes, tops; every fucking time,” Victoria sighed as she rolled her eyes and leaned back in the white dining chair, swirling the red wine in her glass gently.  
 
    “Really?” Connelly gasped, stunned, as she looked to Lillian beside her at the table.  
 
    “So, can I ask a question? I know it’s probably super personal,” Lillian smiled as her eyes drifted to Victoria. 
 
    “God, do I even want to know?” Victoria laughed as she sipped from her wine. 
 
    “Can he…I mean…he’s an older man. Does he have to…use anything?” Lillian asked as she bit her lip nervously.  
 
    “Are you kidding me? I wear a lowcut top and he creams his pants,” Victoria cackled as Connelly and Lillian busted into laughter. “I’m serious! I find precum stains in his underwear all the time!” 
 
    “Don’t tell me he wears…like, tighty whities,” Lillian smirked.  
 
    “The ugliest fucking pair you can imagine; they show shit stains and everything. I go through two bottles of bleach at least once a week,” Victoria nodded as Connelly giggled loudly, nearly hunched over in her chair. 
 
    “Ally?” 
 
    All she kept thinking about…were his eyes…burning into her. She could still feel his hands…wrapped tightly around her neck…squeezing tighter and tighter.  
 
    “Ally,” Lillian said once more…as Ally broke from her trance and looked to the other girls.  
 
    “What?” Ally asked, confused.  
 
    “What’s up?” Lillian asked as Victoria and Connelly looked towards her, sipping their wine. 
 
    “What do you mean? I’m fine,” Ally said as she faked a smile and sipped from her glass, finishing every last drop.  
 
    “You’ve never been good at lying,” Victoria said, her eyes glued to Ally from across the table, her eyebrows arched.  
 
    “I am not lying!” Ally giggled nervously. She knew they could see right through her. She was transparent to them.  
 
    “We’re all friends here. If there’s something you want to talk about, then say it. You know we’re here to listen. That’s why we have these hormone infested sessions,” Connelly joked as she reached across the table and rubbed Ally’s arm softly. Ally hesitated…as she bit her lip…and sat her wine glass onto the table. Her fingers picked at the edge of the glass…as she struggled to straighten out all the twisted thoughts spinning through her foggy head.  
 
    “What is it?” Lillian asked, concerned, as she sat up in her chair, staring at Ally.  
 
    “Something…something really weird happened with Kendrick today. Something…not normal,” Ally said, her eyes down to the tabletop. 
 
    “Ally, we told you this last week; it’s totally normal for a guy to ask you to slip a finger up there. It gets them going. Shit, Derek likes two,” Victoria smirked. Connelly turned her head, glaring to Victoria. “Sorry,” Victoria said as she glanced down to her lap.  
 
    “Go on,” Connelly nodded as she looked back to Ally.  
 
    “We…we got back from our run and we started…right there in the kitchen. Things were going great. I was turned on. I was…I was hot,” Ally nodded as she circled her finger around the rim of the glass. “And then he grabbed my throat…with both hands. I…I was terrified. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t scream. I panicked…and the only way I could get him to stop was by clawing into his chest. I’ve just never seen him like that. He’s never been into that rough stuff. But this was…more than rough. He seemed so…angry. It was like it wasn’t him.”  
 
    “Has he still not gone to the doctor?” Connelly asked.  
 
    “No, he won’t go. He doesn’t believe in bipolar disorders or anxiety. Talking to him about it is like talking to a brick wall,” Ally said as tears flooded her eyes. “I’ve never been more scared…than I was today…on that counter,” Ally said as her watery eyes moved from Connelly to Lillian and Victoria.  
 
    “Maybe he was just trying something new? I mean, maybe he thought you’d be into it?” Victoria asked with a shrug. 
 
    “I couldn’t breathe, Victoria! I was literally choking!” Ally snapped as she leaned back in her chair and brought her hand to her tender throat.  
 
    “I mean, me and Tatum play rough; ball gags and whips sometimes. But…we never almost made the other pass out. That’s pretty…extreme,” Lillian nodded as she reached across the table and grabbed Ally’s trembling hand tightly.  
 
    “It may sound like I’m being dramatic,” Ally shrugged. “But this wasn’t like a small choke; his hands…were digging into the sides of my neck. His thumbs…were pressed so tightly into the center of my throat that I felt like they were going to break through my skin.” 
 
    “Did you talk to him about it? Does he know that wasn’t OK?” Connelly asked. 
 
    “No,” Ally shook her head. “Right after that, he took a shower and went to work. I haven’t talked to him since this morning,” Ally said as she checked her watch; eight-thirty p.m. 
 
    “You need to talk to him. He needs to know that shit isn’t OK,” Victoria nodded as she crossed her arms over her purple Prada sweater. She wanted to tell them about the weird phone call…from the woman this morning. But this was already so heavy. She didn’t want to ruin their girls’ night. She didn’t want to make this night all about her and her issues.  
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Ally nodded as she grabbed the bottle of red wine from the top of the table and filled her glass.  
 
    “Liquid courage?” Lillian smirked as she watched the red liquid rise to the rim of the glass.  
 
    “I need all the help I can get,” Ally smiled as she placed the bottle down…and took a big sip.  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Ally wrapped her arms tightly around her body as the cool summer breeze danced around her thin frame. Her eyes adjusted to the darkness as she made her way down the sidewalk and through the silent neighborhood of Magnolia Cove. Victoria only lived a few houses down, so she always walked on their girls’ nights. Ally squinted as she stepped beneath a bright streetlight…making her way towards her home just a few feet ahead.  
 
    Ally’s golden sequin Dolce and Gabbana flats clicked along the stone sidewalk that lead up to her front porch…as her eyes stared ahead… 
 
    To the large oak front door of her home…slightly ajar. Ally swallowed hard as she wrapped her arms tighter around her stomach…her gut twisting inside of her. Did she leave it open? 
 
    She couldn’t have. 
 
    She was always so good about locking the door; even in a safe place like Magnolia Cove. Ally swallowed hard as she made her way up the front porch steps…and stopped at the open front door. Ally placed her palm firmly onto the wooden surface and pushed it open. 
 
    “Kendrick?” Ally called out…as her voice echoed through the dark foyer inside. Ally took one last deep breath…as she stepped through the front door…and closed it tightly behind her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    Connelly closed the front door tightly behind her as she stepped into the quiet foyer of her home. She reached forward, turning a table lamp on that sat on a side table in the corner, lighting up the dark foyer.  
 
    “Silas, are you here?” Connelly called out as she began to unbutton her white and pink plaid shirt, revealing her white tank top underneath.  
 
    “I’m in here,” Silas called out through the doorway to her right. Connelly stepped through the doorway and into the living room…to see Silas sitting on the large white leather sectional. His bare feet were propped up on the edge of the glass coffee table; a large sixty-five-inch flat screen was mounted on the wall above the brick mantle, displaying the latest football game.  
 
    “Enjoying it while you can?” Connelly smirked as she took off her plaid shirt and draped it onto a white recliner beside the sofa.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s Grey’s Anatomy tonight, right?” Silas asked as he tilted his head back, resting it on the top of the sofa. 
 
    “You’re favorite, right?” Connelly smiled sarcastically as she leaned down, kissing Silas on the lips. Connelly then stepped over his legs and climbed onto his lap, straddling him on the couch. She gripped his broad shoulders tightly, staring down at him, as she combed her blonde hair back from her face.  
 
    “Careful, we’ve only got…” Silas said as he checked his watch. “Seven more minutes until it starts,” Silas smiled up at Connelly as she looked down to him.  
 
    “Better take a short cut, then,” Connelly grinned as she reached down, pushing her right hand through the waistband of his plaid pajama pants and cupped his cock in her palm.  
 
    “My favorite,” Silas smiled widely…as Connelly cupped Silas’ cheek with her other hand, their mouths devouring one another. Connelly slowly rocked back and forth, working her buttocks along his lap as she massaged his penis with her warm hand.  
 
    BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! 
 
    “Shit,” Connelly sighed as she ripped her lips from Silas’ and sat up on top of him.  
 
    “Damn it,” Silas sighed as he grabbed her thighs, moving her off of him.  
 
    “Do you have to take it?” Connelly sighed as she plopped down onto the couch. 
 
    “I’m on call,” Silas said as he pointed to his radio placed on the edge of the coffee table. Silas stood up, tucking his throbbing member between his legs, as he walked to the side table beside the recliner and grabbed his iPhone. “Good God,” Silas groaned as he rolled his eyes, throwing his head back.  
 
    “What?” Connelly asked as Silas walked back to the couch and plopped down beside her.  
 
    “Guess who,” Silas sighed as he handed Connelly his phone. Connelly took the iPhone into her hand…to see the horrific name flashing on his screen.  
 
    It was Fiona Lee. 
 
    Silas’ ex-wife.  
 
    “I thought you said she stopped?” Connelly sighed angrily, her eyes burning into Silas. 
 
    “I thought she did. She’s fucking crazy,” Silas groaned. Connelly glared down at the phone in her hand as she tapped the ignore button.  
 
    “I told you to block her,” Connelly said sternly as she crossed her arms over her white tank top.  
 
    “There’s no point! She’ll just get a new number and do the same shit again,” Silas said, his jaw tight.  
 
    “You don’t know that. Maybe…maybe she’ll take a hint?”  
 
    “Fiona…take a hint? Are you kidding me?” Silas snorted as Connelly shrugged.  
 
    “I figured she’d be over the divorce by now. I mean, it’s been eight years,” Connelly said as she looked to Silas beside her.  
 
    “What can I say? I am one unforgettable bastard,” Silas smiled as Connelly rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Yeah, the bastard part is right,” Connelly smiled coyly as she climbed back onto Silas, straddling him once again.  
 
    “Round two?” Silas smiled up to Connelly as she leaned forward, pressing her tongue into his mouth. Silas ran his hands around her round buttocks…clawing at her hips as she moved back and forth on top of him; feeling his hard cock rubbing against her thigh through her tight jeans from below.  
 
    “Possible ten-sixty-seven; I repeat possible ten-sixty-seven,” a staticky voice rang out from the radio on the coffee table in front of the sofa.  
 
    “Good fucking God,” Silas groaned as Connelly pulled her lips away once more.  
 
    “What is that?”  
 
    “Possible death,” Silas sighed as he stood up and snatched his radio from the coffee table. “Campbell here, what’s the location?”  
 
    Static rang out through the speaker as the deep voice returned on the radio.  
 
    “One-twenty-one Magnolia Cove, over.”  
 
    Connelly quickly stood up from the couch…her heart pounding in her chest as Silas turned towards her…his eyes wide.  
 
    “That’s Ally’s address,” Connelly said, her voice trembling.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Silas said as he quickly shoved the radio into his pajama pants pocket and snatched his handgun from the side table. Silas rushed forward, his bare feet pounding on the marble floor as Connelly struggled to keep up behind him. “Stay here!” 
 
    “No! I’m going with you!” Connelly ordered as she followed Silas through the doorway and into the foyer. Silas ripped the front door open and rushed out onto the front porch, making his way down the walkway and towards the sidewalk. Connelly rushed down the front porch steps, her bare feet slamming onto the splintered wood, as she ran after Silas across the damp front lawn.  
 
    She was just four houses down. 
 
    Connelly rushed down the sidewalk, making her way down the street of Magnolia Cove…Silas far in the distance ahead. Connelly’s arms pumped at her sides as her eyes locked onto the front of Ally’s two-story home just a few feet ahead. Connelly rushed onto the grass of the Cunningham’s front lawn as she watched Silas raise his gun…and rush inside through the open door.  
 
    Connelly stopped on the grass…the front door just a few feet ahead…as she struggled to catch her breath.  
 
    She prayed…harder than she ever had before. Please don’t let it be her. Please…don’t let it be Ally.  
 
    “Oh, my God!” a deep voice cried out from inside the dark house. Connelly’s eyes widened as she stepped back…cautiously moving away… 
 
    As she watched Kendrick run out through the front door…still in his black suit from work.  
 
    “Kendrick!” Connelly cried out as he rushed out onto the walkway, making his way towards her. “What the hell is going on?” Connelly demanded. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t breathe,” Kendrick said, his voice trembling, as tears streamed down his red cheeks.  
 
    “What is going on? Kendrick!” Connelly snapped as Kendrick sank down to his knees and onto the grass in front of her.  
 
    “I tried to help her! I tried!” Kendrick sobbed loudly as he held up his large hands, his palms matted with bright red blood.  
 
    “Kendrick, what the hell happened? Please! Please! Just tell me!” Connelly cried as tears trickled down her cheeks.  
 
    “Ally…she’s... I came home and I found her at the bottom of the basement stairs! She’s…she’s dead!” Kendrick cried out…as Connelly’s heart sank in her chest.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    Lillian closed her tired red eyes tightly as she fought back the tears that began to build behind her heavy eyelids. How could Ally be dead? How the hell could this have happened? All she knew…was that she was found at the bottom of the basement stairs; her head, cracked wide open. Lillian’s stomach twisted as the image of Ally’s little, fragile body tumbling down those wooden steps…slamming violently onto each edge on the way down circled her head. As horrible as the thought was, she prayed it was a quick death. She prayed that she wasn’t laying there…waiting for someone to come and help her. She should have walked her home. She should have made sure she made it safely…especially after what she learned about Kendrick’s little “rough love” incident that happened earlier.  
 
    Was this…an accident? 
 
    Or did Kendrick do this?  
 
    “Coffee?” a deep voice rang out as Lillian’s eyes shot open. Lillian quickly glanced up from the white table in front of her…to see Sheriff Wesley Allen standing in front of her inside the tiny interrogation room of the Harmony Police Department.  
 
    “Please,” Lillian said softly as she wiped her teary eyes. Sheriff Allen placed a Styrofoam cup of coffee in front of her. Ally took it into her hands, cupping it tightly, and sipped.  
 
    “I know this is really hard for you…and your friends,” Sheriff Allen nodded as he sat down in the chair across from Lillian, his beer belly touching the edge of the table.  
 
    “Do you know what happened?” Lillian asked, her voice trembling. 
 
    “As of right now, it just appears to be a horrific accident. There was a busted clothes hamper filled with towels a few inches from her body. We are guessing that she went down to the basement to do laundry…and lost her footing on the stairs,” Sheriff Allen nodded sadly.  
 
    “This…this is crazy,” Lillian cried as she buried her face into her hands, sobbing into them. She just saw Ally…alive. If she knew that was the last time she’d see her sweet face…those kind eyes; if she only knew.  
 
    “But we do want to cover all of the bases. We aren’t jumping to conclusions on this case. We want to rule out any possibility that foul play was involved.” 
 
    “Are you saying you think someone pushed her?” Lillian asked as her bottom lip quivered.  
 
    “No, not at all. I just…want to ask you a few questions; the same questions I asked Victoria and Connelly,” Sheriff Allen nodded, the bright light above gleaming on his bald head. “I know you all had a get together at Mrs. Hampton’s house; how was Ally? Was she acting normal? Was anything out of the ordinary?”  
 
    “She drank a little more than usual,” Lillian shrugged as she wiped her eyes.  
 
    “How many did she have?” Sheriff Allen asked as his eyes narrowed onto Lillian from across the table. 
 
    “Three…four glasses of wine,” Lillian said. “She wasn’t plastered or anything, but she had a good buzz going.” 
 
    “Enough to possibly impair her judgement?” 
 
    “No, we all left at the same time. I live at the opposite end of the street so I…I didn’t walk all the way to her house with her. But I saw her walk down the street for a few seconds. She seemed fine.” 
 
    “What about Mr. Cunningham? Is there anything I should know about him?” Sheriff Allen asked as he clasped his hands together and rested them onto the top of his belly.  
 
    “She…said they had a bit of a fight today,” Lillian said softly. 
 
    “A fight?” 
 
    “Well, not really a fight. I guess…he got a little rough with her during…during sex. She didn’t like it and I guess he…choked her a little? I don’t know the full extent…I mean, I wasn’t there, obviously. But it upset her.”  
 
    “Do you think Kendrick would ever want to hurt Ally?” 
 
    “No…not intentionally,” Lillian said as she shook her head, staring down at the table…her foot raddling nervously below.  
 
    “I feel like there’s something you know,” Sheriff Allen said softly as he leaned forward, his elbows resting on top of the table.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Was their marriage…a happy marriage? I guess what I mean is…was there any talk of…infidelity?”  
 
    Lillian swallowed hard as she leaned back into the white chair and tilted her head back, staring up at the bright fluorescent light above.  
 
    She had been keeping this secret for so long. She was the only one that knew. She was the only one that Ally trusted with this. Sheriff Allen was smart. Maybe…maybe if she gave him just enough, he could figure it all out without her saying anything at all.  
 
    “There was,” Lillian nodded as she looked to the sheriff across from her. 
 
    “Who was Kendrick sleeping with?” Sheriff Allen asked.  
 
    “No, Kendrick wasn’t cheating; well, as far as I know. Ally was,” Lillian said, nearly whispering. 
 
    “So, do you know who the mystery man was?”  
 
    “No,” Lillian lied as she felt her heart pound inside of her chest. That was all she could give. She didn’t want to add any more fuel to the fire…not yet. Not until she knew if Ally’s death was an accident or a homicide. Not until it was official. 
 
    But she knew… 
 
    She knew exactly who the mystery man was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    Victoria’s hands clawed at Harlan’s rugged chest as she thrusted on top of him on the center of his bed; the plaid comforter wrapped tightly around her waist. Victoria rocked forward, her hips grinding on top of him as she felt his solid member glide quickly between the lips of her vagina. Victoria leaned forward, her blonde hair plastered against her sweaty face, as she dove her mouth into Harlan’s, their tongues massaging one another; his saliva coating her soft lips.  
 
    “Oh, God; I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!” Harlan said, nearly breathless, as his strong hands squeezed onto Victoria’s bare thighs.  
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby! Cum for me!” Victoria gasped, her bare breasts bouncing beneath her as she thrusted harder on top of him. Harlan tilted his head back against the pillow beneath his head…as he let out a loud, vigorous groan of release.  
 
    “Fuck!” Harlan called out, his hands squeezing tighter and tighter on her tan thighs. Victoria giggled, breathless, as she rolled off of Harlan and plopped down beside him onto the bed.  
 
    “That got my mind off Ally,” Victoria said, her heart racing in her chest, as she rested her head against Harlan’s muscular shoulder, draping her arm across his rising chest.  
 
    “Way to ruin the afterglow,” Harlan smirked as he shook his head, wrapping his arm around her back and pulling her closer.  
 
    “You’re an asshole,” Victoria growled as she grabbed his right nipple with her thumb and pointer finger and tugged. She should have been catching up on sleep. Her and the others were at the police station for hours last night; she didn’t even make it home till three a.m. The questions the sheriff asked rolled through her head; from infidelity to Ally’s strange behavior during girls’ night last night. She wished she could give them something…anything to find out what exactly happened to Ally. But she didn’t know much. Ally was more private than the other girls; her issues and insecurities locked tightly behind her heart. But Victoria knew if she just sat around, all she would do is think about Ally…and go crazy. So, after Derek left for work this morning, she snuck into Harlan’s bedroom for a little morning glory; a perfect and utterly beautiful distraction that she needed so desperately.  
 
    “I just can’t believe she’s gone,” Victoria said softly as she swallowed hard, running her fingers along Harlan’s smooth chest, around and around.  
 
    “Do you think…do you think Kendrick did it?” Harlan asked, his blue eyes darting to their corners, staring at Victoria.  
 
    “Kendrick is a piece of shit but he’s not a killer,” Victoria said, shaking her head. “They think she just tripped…and went down.” 
 
    “You know it’s not your fault,” Harlan said softly as he turned in his bed, facing Victoria.  
 
    “She just…she drank so much. We all should have made sure she made it home alright. Maybe…maybe that’s why she fell,” Victoria said, her voice trembling, as she stared into Harlan’s eyes and combed back his long blonde strands from his chiseled face.  
 
    “You can’t sit there and think like that, Vic. You’re going to eat yourself alive. That’s not right; it’s not like you pushed her. It’s not like you made her drink.” 
 
    “I know but...” Victoria said as she sat up in the bed, the comforter falling from her bare breasts and to her lap. “I was always so pushy with her. I mean, we all know I’m not the most…dainty little flower in the garden. I always tried to get her out of her box. I always tried to open her up,” Victoria said as she wiped her teary eyes. “I shouldn’t have done that. I guess I just wanted her to feel safe with me and the other girls. I just wanted her to know that she could talk to all of us…about anything. But then again, maybe if I pushed a little harder…she would have told us something; something that might clear this whole mess up.”  
 
    “She knew that your intentions were good,” Harlan said as he sat up beside her and wrapped his arm around her back. “Sure, you might not…be the most sensitive person on this planet,” Harlan laughed as Victoria couldn’t help but smile. “But you’ve got a kind heart under that tough exterior. Not a lot of people see it…but I do.”  
 
    “I’m just really going to miss her,” Victoria whispered as she looked to Harlan, a tear streaming down her cheek. Harlan swallowed hard, staring back at Victoria with sadness…as he pulled her closer towards him, hugging her tightly. Victoria closed her eyes, her arms wrapped around him, as she felt his heart beating through his chest and against her own. If only life was simple. If only Ally could still be here. If only she could have Harlan…and only Harlan.  
 
    “Babe!” a deep voice called out from downstairs…as Victoria heard the faint sound of the front door slam shut.  
 
    “Shit!” Victoria snapped as she threw the comforter off of her naked body and leaped off of the bed.  
 
    “I thought you said dad was working!” Harlan snapped as he quickly stood up out of the bed and snatched his jean shorts from the floor.  
 
    “He was supposed to be,” Victoria growled as she quickly snatched her pink silk robe from the floor and pulled it onto her body, tying the straps around her thin waist. Harlan quickly pulled his shorts on, not bothering with underwear, and snatched his red cutoff shirt from the floor. Victoria rushed forward, making her way towards the bedroom door…as she listened to Derek’s loafers…sounding off on the staircase right outside. Victoria quickly snatched a hamper beside the door filled with Harlan’s dirty clothes and pulled the door open. She rested the hamper on the side of her bony hip as she pulled the door open…and stepped out into the second level hallway… 
 
    To see Derek… 
 
    Stepping around the corner and into the hallway.  
 
    “Hey,” Derek smiled widely as he lugged his briefcase at his side. 
 
    “What are you doing home so early? You’ve only been gone for thirty minutes,” Victoria said, struggling to control her breathing.  
 
    “I know but I got to work and all I could think about was…you. With everything that happened last night, I just…I wanted to spend the day with you. I know you’re going through a rough time with…what happened to Ally. I figured we could go to the lake, take the boat out, and go out to dinner tonight…as a family,” Derek smiled as he stepped up to Victoria.  
 
    “You really didn’t have to do that. I was just going to clean and do laundry…keep my mind busy,” Victoria lied as she looked to the hamper in her hands.  
 
    “Well, we can keep your mind busy in other ways. I don’t want you slaving over this house. I just…I want us to have a good day. I want us to make the most of it,” Derek smiled as he leaned forward and kissed Victoria’s rosy cheek.  
 
    “Hey, dad,” Harlan smiled as he stepped out through his open bedroom door and made his way down the hall.  
 
    “Morning, son; you’re up early,” Derek nodded as his eyes followed Harlan as he walked towards the stairs. 
 
    “Well, the early bird gets it first,” Harlan smiled coyly as he stopped at the top of the stairs and looked to his father and Victoria. 
 
    “I think it gets the worm is how that goes,” Derek smirked as he looked to Victoria.  
 
    “Right, that too,” Harlan nodded…as he winked to Victoria behind his father’s turned back…and made his way down the grand staircase and to the foyer below.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    Connelly stared out through the small window above her kitchen sink as she watched the sun slowly set behind the treetops; the sky, a pastel pink and baby blue with splashes of bright yellow. Twenty-four hours ago, around this time…was the last that she saw Ally Cunningham alive.  
 
    “Red or white?” Connelly asked as she rinsed out the two champagne glasses in the sink, glancing back to Lillian who sat at the center island on a bar stool.  
 
    “Surprise me,” Lillian nodded as she crossed her arms, resting them on the top of the countertop.  
 
    “Is Tatum watching Gordon tonight?” Connelly asked as she grabbed a dish towel hanging over the top of the cabinet door below her and began to dry the glasses off.  
 
    “No, she’s at the office late tonight; Kylie’s got him. They went out for pizza and a movie,” Lillian said softly as she fiddled with her hands, picking at her thumbnail nervously.  
 
    “Everything about last night is still such a blur,” Connelly said, bringing up the dark elephant in the room. “I just keep seeing the blood on Kendrick’s hands,” Connelly said as she placed the two glasses onto the center island countertop and walked to the glass refrigerator door. Connelly pulled the door open, reached inside, and grabbed a bottle of Chateau Marguax and Louis Jadot; it was a two-bottle type of night.  
 
    “Do you think he was involved?” Lillian asked as she wrapped her arms around her body.  
 
    “Honestly, I have no idea,” Connelly sighed as she grabbed a corkscrew from the island drawer and twisted it into the cork of the Chateau Marguax. “If he is, he sure as hell put on a good show. I mean…he was a wreck, Lill. I’ve never seen him like that. I thought he was going to pass out. It was…scary,” Connelly said as she pulled the cork off of the wine bottle and filled the two glasses.  
 
    “I told the sheriff about what she told us,” Lillian confessed as Connelly gently pushed the glass towards her. “About how he…was rough.” 
 
    “You’re not the only one,” Connelly agreed as she raised her glass and took a long sip. During her interview, Sheriff Allen kept pushing and pushing for answers that she simply didn’t have. Yes, Connelly and Ally were super close; but they all had their own little secrets. They all had their own little quirks that weren’t brought out into the light. Like it or not, best friends have secrets, too.  
 
    “Should I feel bad?” Lillian asked as she ran her finger around the rim of the champagne glass.  
 
    “No, because you’d feel even worse if they found out that Kendrick did kill Ally and you didn’t say anything. If Kendrick gets upset, then he gets upset; but that just means he may have something to hide,” Connelly shrugged softly, placing her glass onto the island.  
 
    “She wasn’t that drunk, Connelly. The sheriff kept assuming that she was plastered; that she stumbled home and just…fell. Sure, she had a few…but…she wasn’t gone.” 
 
    “I think it’s easier for them to believe that it’s an accident rather than a murder. I mean, Harmony is a small town and word gets around. They don’t want to tarnish this town’s perfect little picturesque image.” 
 
    “Has Silas said anything? Is he working on the case?” Lillian asked. 
 
    “The sheriff asked him to take a step back from it; since it’s so close to home and all…conflict of interest and stuff. But if he hears anything…I know he’ll tell me. At least, I hope he would,” Connelly said as she bit her lip, staring down at the champagne glass in front of her.  
 
    “Talk about a conflict of interest,” Lillian smiled softly as she sipped from her wine.  
 
    “I just can’t believe that she’s gone,” Connelly said, shaking her head, fighting back her tears. “One minute, she was here…with us. I’d give anything to just…see her smile again or hear her laugh. It’s scary because…you know one day you’re going to forget it; you’re going to forget what her laugh sounded like. You’re going to forget about the tone of her voice. That’s the scariest part about death to me; losing the memories,” Connelly looked down as she wiped her teary eyes.  
 
    “If they mean enough to you, you’ll never lose them,” Lillian smiled as she reached across the counter and grabbed Connelly’s hand tightly, squeezing it. Connelly’s teary eyes lifted, meeting Lillian’s, as a tear trickled down her rosy cheek. Without Lillian and Victoria by her side, she’d be lost right now. Without them, she’d be crumbling into pieces. Connelly nearly jumped as the sound of the doorbell then rang through the house, echoing through the tall ceiling above.  
 
    “That must be the pizza,” Connelly smiled as she grabbed a twenty-dollar bill from the countertop and made her way towards the doorway.  
 
    “Don’t you dare leave a tip if they forgot the sauces!” Lillian joked as Connelly smiled, walking through the doorway and into the foyer of her home. Connelly stepped to the front door, wrapped her hand tightly around the handle, and pulled it open… 
 
    As her eyes widened.  
 
    There she was. Right on her front porch. Her long, brown, wavy hair draped down her right shoulder. A tight, black Armani cocktail dress hugging tightly around her curves and perky breasts. Her polished hand…was placed firmly on her hip as a coy smile spread across her face.  
 
    “Hi, Connelly,” the woman said as she tilted her head slightly to the right, her brown eyes glued to Connelly in front of her. 
 
    It was Fiona Lee. 
 
    Silas’ ex-wife. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    Lillian zipped up her grey hoodie as she made her way down the sidewalk through Magnolia Cove and back towards her house from Connelly’s. She wanted to stay so bad and see the fireworks pop off between Fiona and Connelly, but she knew she had to excuse herself as soon as she saw the look on Connelly’s face when she opened her front door. Lillian didn’t know Fiona personally, but she knew enough to know that she was someone that was not to be messed with. Connelly told her all kinds of horror stories; from Fiona slashing Silas’ tires after their divorce to the nonstop calls in the middle of the night. Fiona was a grade A maneater…and there were already enough problems on Lillian’s overflowing plate. Lillian stepped onto the pavement of her driveway that led to the two-car garage…as she looked forward to see Kylie’s white Honda Civic…still in the driveway…right beside Tatum’s black Cadillac Escalade.  
 
    Why did Tatum not text her to let her know that she was home? Why was Kylie still there? Lillian’s blood boiled as she stomped forward along the driveway and towards the front door, her fists clenched at her sides. The images of Kylie…straddled on top of Tatum…their hands all over one another circled through Lillian’s head. She knew something was going on. She knew it in her gut. Lillian stormed forward and grabbed the handle of the front door and twisted, rushing inside.  
 
    “Tatum!” Lillian snapped, her voice echoing through the empty foyer. Lillian threw the door back, slamming it shut behind her, as she walked into the dim foyer…listening… 
 
    To the sounds of faint giggles...coming from the living room doorway to her left. Lillian rushed through the doorway, her jaw tight, as she stepped into the living room… 
 
    To see Tatum sitting on the large grey couch…beside Kylie. 
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” Lillian snapped as she stomped around the couch and glared down to Tatum and Kylie, eying the bottles of beers in each of their hands.  
 
    “We were just hanging out; talking about Gordon’s day,” Tatum smiled as Kylie continued to giggle softly.  
 
    “You won’t believe what happened between him and a little girl at the park,” Kylie laughed, her eyes watering, as she looked up to Lillian. 
 
    “Why did you not let me know you were home?” Lillian shrugged as she looked to Tatum on the couch. 
 
    “Babe, I didn’t want to bother you. I know you’ve been really upset about what happened last night and I knew you were with Connelly. I didn’t want to impose so I just wanted to let you be with her for a bit,” Tatum shrugged in confusion as she stood up from the couch, inching towards Lillian.  
 
    “You need to leave,” Lillian growled as she looked down to Kylie.  
 
    “Oh, yeah…I’m sorry,” Kylie said apologetically as she placed the beer bottle onto the wooden coffee table and stood up. “I’ll just tell you about it tomorrow…or Tatum can fill you in,” Kylie said, starting to laugh once more.  
 
    “I’m sure she will,” Lillian said sternly as her eyebrows rose, her heart racing in her chest. Kylie’s smile slowly faded as she gently nodded and grabbed her purse from the side table beside the sofa. “I guess I’ll see you guys tomorrow. Have a good night, Tatum,” Kylie said as she walked through the living room doorway and into the foyer.  
 
    “Yeah, you too,” Tatum said, her eyes locked onto Lillian in front of her. They both listened…as they heard the front door click shut behind Kylie. They were alone. “What the hell is your problem?” Tatum snapped.  
 
    “My problem? You’re sitting here in our house with the damn nanny just having a beer?” Lillian asked as she motioned to the couch with her trembling hand.  
 
    “What is the big deal? You were out and she was about to leave! We just decided to chill for a bit and talk about Gordon! I feel like I haven’t seen him much lately, so I wanted to just hear how he was!”  
 
    “Well, you could ask me; you know, your wife?” Lillian said coyly as she spun around and stomped towards the living room doorway. Tatum quickly placed her beer onto the coffee table and rushed up behind Lillian, grabbing her arm gently.               “What is going on with you?” Tatum asked as Lillian spun around towards her, ripping her arm from Tatum’s hand.  
 
    “I don’t want her working for us anymore,” Lillian said sternly.  
 
    “Why? What the hell has she done wrong?” Tatum asked, shocked. 
 
    “Are you kidding me? She is always late, she doesn’t clean up after herself, and she thinks it’s OK to get all cozy with you on OUR fucking couch in OUR fucking living room! She isn’t a friend, Tatum! She is our employee!”  
 
    “Where the hell is all of this coming from?” Tatum demanded as she stepped away from Lillian. Lillian knew she was overreacting. Yes, she was somewhat uncomfortable with Kylie being around Tatum, but she had no reason to be; she had no evidence of anything ever occurring between them. It was everything else around her…pushing her to the edge; Ally and Kendrick and…what she knew. She felt like her head was about to explode. It was as if all these thoughts were slamming into her brain, trying to break out through her throbbing skull.  
 
    DING! DONG! 
 
    “I swear to God,” Lillian snapped as she spun around and rushed through the living room doorway and into the foyer. Lillian stomped towards the front door as she grabbed the handle tightly. “Kylie, just go the fuck home!” Lillian screamed as she ripped the front door open… 
 
    To see Kendrick Cunningham.  
 
    “What the fuck did you tell the cops?” Kendrick snapped, his deep voice booming through the open doorway as he slammed his hand against the door, shoving it open. Lillian quickly jumped back, her heart racing, as Kendrick stormed into the house, inching towards her.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” Lillian asked, playing dumb.  
 
    “They’re questioning me now! They think I had something to do with Ally’s death!” Kendrick snapped, spit spraying from his lips and onto Lillian’s cheeks.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on here?” Tatum growled as she rushed into the foyer, her eyes set on Kendrick inching towards her wife.  
 
    “This isn’t your business, Tatum!” Kendrick snapped, his eyes burning into Lillian in front of him. Lillian was frozen in terror. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t think. 
 
    “Yeah, well, now it fucking is,” Tatum snapped as she ripped the drawer of a table open to her right…and pulled out a small nine-millimeter handgun…and pointed it directly at Kendrick.  
 
    “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Kendrick said, lowering his voice, as he raised his hands and stepped back from Lillian.  
 
    “Get out or take one to the kneecap…your choice,” Tatum growled, the gun tight in her hand. Kendrick swallowed hard…as his eyes burned into Lillian in front of him. He then looked back to Tatum, his eyes on the gun pointed at his face. “I can aim lower,” Tatum added, as she pointed the gun down, aiming right at his groin. Kendrick’s jaw tightened…as he slowly turned from Lillian…and stormed out through the front door, disappearing out of sight. Lillian’s lips trembled…as warm tears suddenly poured from her eyes and down her red cheeks. Tatum rushed forward and slammed the front door shut, turning the deadbolt tightly. Tatum spun around and walked towards Lillian as she tucked the handgun into the waistband of her pajama pants. “Are you alright? Baby, are you alright?” Tatum asked as she grabbed Lillian’s face gently with both hands, staring into her eyes.  
 
    “I’m…I…” Lillian stuttered as she slowly shook her head…and hugged Tatum tightly. Lillian sobbed loudly into Tatum’s shoulder as she released every single emotion she had been holding in since last night. She would fall apart right now if Tatum’s arms weren’t around her. Without her…she’d be lost.  
 
    “It’s alright, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” Tatum cried as she hugged Lillian tighter.  
 
    “There’s so much I want to say, but I can’t,” Lillian cried. “It’s going to drive me crazy, Tatum.”  
 
    “What is it? You can tell me, Lill. I promise, you can tell me!” Tatum begged as her own eyes filled with tears. Tatum released Lillian and grabbed her hands tightly, their faces inches apart. “No matter what it is, you know I’ll listen. Please…what is wrong?”  
 
    “It’s…it’s about Ally.” 
 
    “Babe, I’m so sorry she’s gone. I know nothing I say or do can take the pain away; but you know I am here for you.” 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t keep hiding it from her,” Lillian sobbed. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Tatum asked, confused, as tears streamed down her cheeks. 
 
    “I can’t keep hiding it from Connelly,” Lillian said, her voice trembling. “Ally and Silas…they…they were having an affair.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria  
 
    Victoria crossed her thin legs beneath the table as her short purple cocktail dress tightened around her thighs. Victoria reached forward, wrapping her hands around the champagne glass sitting on the table in front of her, and brought it to her lips…as her eyes scanned Delphina’s; a luxurious Italian restaurant that sat along the edge of downtown Harmony. The soft sound of a piano flooded her ears as she looked to Derek beside her…watching him twirl his fork through a plate of spaghetti and meatballs.  
 
    “You haven’t touched your salad, dear,” Derek said as he slurped a noddle between his wrinkled lips.  
 
    “I’m not that hungry,” Victoria nodded as she sipped from the wine glass, her eyes peeking over the rim at Harlan who sat across the round table. Elle shifted in her chair beside Victoria as she ran her fork through the chicken fettuccini on her plate, carving little lines with the spikes of the fork into the white sauce.  
 
    “Why are you so quiet tonight?” Derek asked as he looked to Elle across the table.  
 
    “Dad, that’s a blessing,” Harlan smirked as Elle’s eyes darted up, glaring towards him.  
 
    “Can we all just please have a nice family night without any fights? Just once?” Derek asked as he stabbed his fork into his spaghetti and twirled his fork around the thin noodles. Victoria then felt the soft tap of Harlan’s shoe…rubbing against her ankle beneath the table. Victoria smiled softly as her eyes looked to Derek beside her.  
 
    “The lake was beautiful today, wasn’t it?” Victoria asked, breaking the silence.  
 
    “Would have been better with my friends,” Elle said as she rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Honey, I told you; I don’t feel comfortable with you going out on a boat with a bunch of kids without an adult. Something could happen,” Derek said as he grabbed his glass of whiskey and sipped.  
 
    “Keegan has his boating license, dad; I told you that,” Elle growled as she slammed her fork down onto her plate.  
 
    “Is it really that painful to spend just one day out of your summer with your family?” Derek asked.  
 
    “Yes,” Harlan joked as he popped a ripped piece of breadstick into his mouth. Elle sighed as her eyes then darted to Victoria beside her. 
 
    “Don’t look at me; I told him to let you go,” Victoria said as she sipped from her wine glass.  
 
    “Powder room?” Elle asked. Victoria’s eyes widened as she nearly choked on the wine running down her throat. Elle…was asking her to go to the restroom with her? This was a shocking first.  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Victoria nodded as Elle lunged up to her feet, nearly tossing her chair back. Elle stormed around the other tables and made her way towards the restroom in the far corner as Victoria looked to Derek.  
 
    “Progress is progress,” Derek smiled as he winked to Victoria. 
 
    “I’ll take what I can get,” Victoria smirked as she grabbed her clutch from the table and stepped around a table, making her way towards the powder room. Victoria pressed her palm to the door of the restroom and stepped inside… 
 
    To see Elle…standing at one of the sinks…staring into the mirror, her hands wrapped around the porcelain edge tightly.  
 
    “You alright?” Victoria asked as she eyed Elle’s hideous orange and yellow cocktail dress.  
 
    “I can’t stand him,” Elle growled as Victoria stepped up to the sink beside Elle’s in the deserted, silent bathroom.  
 
    “No girl likes their father…well, I didn’t,” Victoria smiled as she sat her clutch down onto the sink edge and pulled out a tube of bright red lipstick. “Hate to break it to you…but he will never change…and you will always just be a little girl in his eyes.” 
 
    “I hate him,” Elle said sternly as Victoria popped the cap off and twisted the tube, the red point rising from inside.  
 
    “No, you don’t,” Victoria shook her head as she glided the lipstick smoothly along her lips.  
 
    “Yes, I do. I can’t stand him. He favors Harlan so much…it’s sickening,” Elle said as she turned towards Victoria.  
 
    “You’re his little girl. He’s going to be a lot stricter with you. Harlan is grown. Your father is just…trying to hold onto you as long as possible,” Victoria said as she popped the cap back onto the lipstick and dropped it into her clutch.  
 
    “You know the real reason I asked you to come in here with me, right?” Elle asked as she watched Victoria place a paper towel between her lips, removing the excess lipstick. 
 
    “You’ll be eighteen soon, Elle. You can move out and it will make your life…and mine…so much better,” Victoria said coyly as she stared back at her reflection, running her hands through her blonde hair.  
 
    “I know about you and Harlan,” Elle said sternly. Victoria’s eyes widened…as she felt her stomach drop. Victoria slowly turned…staring into Elle’s dark eyes.  
 
    “I’m sorry?”  
 
    “Did I stutter?” Elle asked sarcastically. “I know about you and my brother,” Elle said firmly as she stepped towards Victoria, inching towards her.  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Victoria lied as she grabbed her clutch and began to turn from Elle. Elle then lunged her hand up, wrapping it tightly around Victoria’s wrist, pulling her back towards her. Victoria turned, staring into Elle’s eyes…as her heart raced inside of her.  
 
    “Don’t play games with me, Victoria; we’re way past that,” Elle said, tightening her grip on her wrist.  
 
    “What do you want, you little shit?” Victoria growled, her teeth pressed tightly together. “Money? Is that it?” 
 
    “You’ll find out soon enough,” Elle said sharply…as she released Victoria’s wrist…walked to the bathroom door…and shoved it open.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly  
 
    Connelly brought a glass of wine to her lips as Silas sat next to her at the kitchen table, the both of them, staring at Fiona who sat across the table. Right after Fiona had arrived, Silas pulled up…which couldn’t have been more perfect. If she had been left alone with Fiona, it would not have been a pretty sight.  
 
    “I know I’m the last person you expected to see at your door tonight,” Fiona said as she bit her bottom lip nervously. “I apologize for the intrusion. I tried to call last night…but I couldn’t get an answer.” 
 
    “So, you just decided to show up…unannounced?” Silas snapped as he tugged at his police uniform top that hugging tightly around his neck.  
 
    “I know it was rude of me and I apologize sincerely for that; I apologize for…for everything, Silas…and you, Connelly,” Fiona said sadly as she stared down at her lap. “I know I’ve been…a little difficult to deal with in the past.”
“A little difficult? We literally moved halfway across the country because of you; from getting Silas fired from his old job to stalking our old house, I’d say you were more than just a little difficult,” Connelly growled as she crossed her arms.  
 
    “I know and there aren’t any words I can say to take back all the pain and discomfort I caused the both of you. But I just wanted you both to know that I sincerely am torn up about the way I reacted; about the way I treated the both of you after your wedding,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Is that why you drove nine hours here; just to say you’re sorry?” Silas asked, his jaw tight in anger.  
 
    “No, that’s not all; far from it,” Fiona said as she swallowed hard and crossed her thin legs beneath the table. “I need help.” 
 
    “You want help from us? After all the shit you put us through?” Connelly smirked, baffled by her idiocy. 
 
    “I know I don’t deserve it…I know I was…” Fiona said as she thought for a moment.  
 
    “A total psychotic bitch?” Connelly snapped.  
 
    “I deserve that,” Fiona nodded with a soft smile. “The reason I’m here is…my house back in Miami burned down. I lost everything; my clothes, my belongings…my whole entire life. I know this is so rude of me to ask…but I was wondering if I could stay here for a few days; until I get back on my feet,” Fiona said. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Silas smirked as he shook his head. “You’re joking, right?”  
 
    “I wish I was, Silas; trust me, there’s nothing less I’d rather do than ask this from the both of you. But I have no where else to go and you know that, Silas. You know I have no family left.” 
 
    “And that’s my problem how? Get a hotel and get out of my house,” Silas growled as he stood up and marched out of the kitchen, leaving Connelly and Fiona behind. Connelly picked at the bottom of the wine glass in front of her as her eyes lifted, staring at Fiona. Connelly watched as tears formed in her eyes, burying her face into her polished hands.  
 
    “That’s not all, is it,” Connelly said, breaking the silence 
 
    “What?” Fiona asked as she sniffed, wiping her tears…smearing her mascara.  
 
    “Are you…are you broke?”  
 
    “Let’s just say the salon didn’t take off like I thought it would,” Fiona said, her voice trembling, as she leaned back in her chair. “I have nothing left, Connelly. I have no money and I have no job; I…I have nothing. I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do.”  
 
    “How about we make a deal?” Connelly asked, tilting her head to the right, her eyes glued to Fiona.  
 
    “I’ll do anything…anything if you let me stay here…just until I get back on my feet,” Fiona begged as she leaned forward in her chair, resting her elbows on the table.  
 
    “You can stay…for a week…if you promise to never contact me or Silas again after this; no phone calls, no texts, nothing. If I let you stay…right after you leave this house…we are dead to you; we do not exist in that tiny little fucking brain of yours. You don’t know us, and we don’t know you,” Connelly said sternly, staring into Fiona’s teary eyes. “Is that clear?” Connelly added as she slowly stood up from her chair at the table. Fiona stared down into her lap…as a tear trickled down her cheek.  
 
    “Yes, I promise,” Fiona said as she looked up to Connelly in front of her. Connelly then turned, making her way through the kitchen doorway and into the living room…to see Silas sitting on the couch, a beer in his hand with his eyes glued to the TV.  
 
    “She’s going to stay in the guest house out back,” Connelly said…as Silas’ eyes widened, looking towards her.  
 
    “What?” Silas said in shock as he jumped to his feet and inched towards Connelly. 
 
    “I told her she can stay for only a week. If we let her stay, she’ll leave us alone…for good.” 
 
    “Do you really believe that, Connelly? Fiona is crazy and you know that; she’s never going to leave us alone…ever,” Silas sighed as he slammed his beer down onto the coffee table.  
 
    “So, what do you want to do, Silas? Throw her out on the street? Sink down to her level and be just as vicious and evil as she was to us? That’s not what I believe in and I know you’re not that man; and if you are, then you’re not who I thought you were,” Connelly said sternly as she placed her hands on her hips. “It’s one week…one week we have to suffer through; I’d rather put up with one week of hell than an entire lifetime of it.” 
 
    “Good God,” Silas sighed as he turned, rubbing his face with his calloused hands. “She better not talk to me…or look at me. I swear to God, if she says one fucking word to me, she’s gone.”  
 
    Connelly stepped forward, wrapping her hands around the top of Silas’ shoulders…as he turned towards her, his eyes staring into hers.  
 
    “You’re a good man. This is just as hard for me as it is for you, but I want her out of our lives, Silas. I don’t want to go through the rest of our lives together with her in the background…with the calls…the texts. I want this to be over. And this might be the only way we can make that happen,” Connelly said as she draped her arms onto his shoulders.  
 
    “I hope you know what you’re doing,” Silas sighed as he wrapped his hands around Connelly’s waist and kissed her gently on the forehead.  
 
    “I hope so, too.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    “What the hell do you mean she knows?” Harlan asked nervously as he paced back and forth along the back patio of the Hampton house, the hot summer sun beaming down from above, glistening on the crystal-clear pool water. Victoria adjusted the sunglasses on her face as she sat up in the lounge chair, her eyes locked on Harlan’s abs peeking through his open button-up short sleeved shirt; his tight blue swimming trunks hugging tightly to his tight buttocks.  
 
    “I don’t know how she found out, Harlan. I thought we were always so careful,” Victoria sighed as she massaged her throbbing forehead gently.  
 
    “Yeah, well, clearly we weren’t! Dad isn’t here right now, is he?” Harlan asked as his eyes darted to the back of the Hampton house.  
 
    “No, he left an hour ago for work,” Victoria said as she grabbed the glass of lemonade from the table beside her and took a sip; the perspiration dripping down the glassy surface.  
 
    “She’s going to tell him, Victoria. She’s going to tell him and we’ll both be screwed,” Harlan said as his voice quivered.  
 
    “If she was going to tell, she would have already. She wants something from us,” Victoria said, placing the glass back onto the table. 
 
    “What does she want?” Harlan asked as he heard the glass patio door click shut behind them. 
 
    “I want what we all want,” Elle said as she stepped from the patio door and made her way towards them, her breasts bouncing beneath her skimpy red bikini top. Elle sat into the chair beside Victoria’s as she pulled her long brown hair back, tying it up with a black hairclip.  
 
    “Please, Elle…don’t…don’t tell dad; you know it’ll break him,” Harlan begged as he knelt down in front of her, his hands clasped together…almost in a praying position.  
 
    “I won’t tell him…if you help me get what I want,” Elle said coyly as she crossed her legs, her eyes darting from Harlan to Victoria. 
 
    “What’s that? A nose job?” Victoria said sarcastically as she smiled wickedly to Elle beside her.  
 
    “No, unlike you, I don’t need it,” Elle snapped back quickly. Victoria just wanted to lunge forward…and wrap her hands around Elle’s pretty little throat. She wanted to grab her by the hair, throw her down, and smash her skull against the concrete. But Elle now had the upper hand…and whatever game she wanted to play…was mandatory. “What’s the one common denominator between the three of us? What’s the one thing that would make our lives better?”  
 
    “I already tried to persuade your father into sending you off to boarding school; it didn’t work,” Victoria said as she rolled her eyes beneath her dark shades.  
 
    “I am talking about dad,” Elle said sternly as she looked to Harlan. “If you guys help me…then your secret is safe.” 
 
    “Help you with what?” Harlan asked nervously as he stood to his feet, the wind dancing through his long blonde locks.  
 
    “Help me with killing him,” Elle said emotionless as her hands griped the armrests of her chair tightly.  
 
    “What?” Victoria asked as her stomach dropped, leaning forward in her chair as she ripped her sunglasses off.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Harlan gasped as he slowly stepped back from Elle.  
 
    “We all would benefit from that fat piece of shit being six feet under! The inheritance, the house…and the beautiful wife that’s been slipping her hand into her stepson’s shorts,” Elle said coyly as she looked to Victoria.  
 
    “You’re crazy,” Harlan said as he shook his head, pacing back and forth. 
 
    “Am I, Harlan? Because I think I’m the sanest person here right now! Think about it, Harlan! What’s the one thing you want more than anything? Victoria! Who stands in the way of that? Dad!” Elle snapped as she turned in her chair, looking to Victoria. “Don’t you want to be with Harlan? I know you’d give anything to be with him! If it wasn’t for the money, you and Harlan would have already bolted out of this piece of shit town. Dad is your security blanket and nothing else! You don’t love dad so don’t even pretend you do!”  
 
    “What the hell do you get out of this?” Victoria asked as she crossed her arms.  
 
    “I’d get the perfect life. You don’t give a shit about what I do. You’d be my legal guardian,” Elle nodded. “I’m suffocating in this house with him! Think of the freedom that would come with this, Victoria; think of the money…the opportunities…the happiness if he was out of the picture…if he was out of our lives.”  
 
    Victoria swallowed hard as she looked to Harlan, his eyes on her. She couldn’t lie to herself. Did she love Derek? No. She’d give anything in this world to just be with Harlan. Elle was right when she said that Derek was just a security blanket. But to go as far as killing him… 
 
    “What if we don’t? What if we won’t help you?” Victoria asked softly.  
 
    “Then I’ll tell dad about the two of you…and you’ll both be out on your asses…with no money…no cars…no roof over your heads…not shit,” Elle snapped. “I’d take the bait while it’s wiggling. This offer won’t last forever,” Elle said as she stood up from her chair. “Don’t take too long to decide, either. Who knows; I might just let it slip…I’ve never been good at keeping secrets,” Elle smiled down to Victoria and then to Harlan…as she spun around and strutted back towards the patio door.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    Connelly tightened her grip on the pair of steel scissors in her hand as she chopped through the bottom three inches of stems on a set of marigold flowers placed on the counter. Her tired eyes glanced around the vacant flower shop as she pulled a pink vase across the counter and towards her. She had barely slept last night. All she kept thinking about was Fiona…staying in the guest house right outside in her back lawn. She had never thought in a million years that she would be so close to them; as if she was restricted from crossing stateliness. After everything they did to keep the distance between them and her…it was ironic that she was sleeping a mere six feet from their backdoor.  
 
    “Good morning,” Piper yawned as she walked through the glass entrance door of the shop, two Starbucks cups in her hands, as the bell sounded off above.  
 
    “Please tell me one of those is for me,” Connelly smirked as she rubbed her tired eyes.  
 
    “Yes ma’am; venti ten pump sugar free vanilla latte with an extra shot and whip,” Piper said as she placed the cup in front of Connelly and stepped behind the counter.  
 
    “You’re an angel,” Connelly said as she grabbed the cup, the warm liquid inside heating up her palms that were wrapped tightly around the base.  
 
    “What’s up with you? Usually you’re so lively in the morning,” Piper smirked as she pulled her crossbody purse off and over her head, placing it on the counter beside the vase and marigolds.  
 
    “I woke up late and didn’t have time for coffee,” Connelly yawned as she sat into the stool behind the counter, taking a long sip from the cup; the sweet, hot vanilla liquid rolled across her tongue and glided down her throat, warming her soul.  
 
    “Silas keep you up all night?” Piper winked coyly as took a sip from her own coffee and then sat it onto the counter.  
 
    “You will not believe who made a surprise visit last night,” Connelly said as her red eyes looked to Piper. 
 
    “Who?” Piper asked as she began to place the marigold flowers into the pink case, arranging them around the rim.  
 
    “Fiona.” 
 
    “What?” Piper asked, nearly dropping the flowers in her hand, as she looked to Connelly.  
 
    “I was just as shocked as you are,” Connelly nodded. 
 
    “What the hell did she want? Don’t tell me she’s stalking you guys again,” Piper sighed.  
 
    “Not quite; she’s broke,” Connelly said as a soft smile spread across her face. “It actually scares me how much I enjoy saying that.”  
 
    “Damn, karma finally got that crazy bitch,” Piper giggled. “So, she came asking for money?”  
 
    “No…a place to stay.” 
 
    “What? Don’t tell me she’s living with you guys!” Piper said as her eyes widened. 
 
    “Just for a week.” 
 
    “What the hell, Connelly? After everything she put you guys through? Girl, you are crazy! I’d never let that crazy ass chick in my house,” Piper shook her head as she grabbed a long, thick strip of yellow lace and began to tie it around the top of the vase. 
 
    “Her house burned down, and she was desperate. As much shit as she put us through, I’m not that heartless; I couldn’t just turn her away. But something good comes out of it.” 
 
    “Like what? What good could possibly come from this?” Piper asked.  
 
    “After this week, she is going to be out of our lives for good; no more texts, calls, or anything. She agreed. That was my one condition.”  
 
    “You are a lot braver than I am. I’d never trust her in my house…especially around Silas. What if…what if she tries something with him? Does that not make you a little uneasy?”  
 
    “Silas would never…especially not with her. That’s the last thing I have to worry about,” Connelly said confidently as she jumped off the stool and placed her cup on the counter.  
 
    “Do you trust her?”  
 
    “What do you mean? Of course I don’t,” Connelly smirked.  
 
    “Then how do you know this isn’t just a scam? Do you know for sure that she’s telling the truth?” 
 
    “Why would she lie about something like that?”  
 
    “The same reason she stalked your entire life back in Florida years ago; for Silas,” Piper said, placing her hands on her hips. Connelly bit her lip nervously as she stared back at Piper. That had never crossed her mind. Maybe she was so shocked last night by her sudden appearance that she didn’t think of this from every angle. There was only one way to find out… 
 
    Connelly grabbed her laptop out of her messenger bag and placed it onto the countertop, lifting the screen open. What if this was some sick game for Fiona? What if she really was just trying to get Silas back in the sneakiest and shadiest way possible? Connelly quickly scrolled her mouse and double tapped onto the Internet icon, her finger tapping nervously as she waited for the browser to load. Piper stepped up beside her as Connelly moved the mouse to the search engine…and typed in housefires in Miami. Connelly scrolled through the numerous pages…none of them remotely close to the area that Fiona lived in.  
 
    “Search her address,” Piper said. “Do you still know it?”  
 
    “Like the back of my hand,” Connelly said as she her fingers tapped along the keyboard, typing in Fiona’s Miami address into the search bar. The browser reloaded…as an image of Fiona’s gorgeous, modern two-story beach house popped up below the first article. Connelly quickly moved the mouse and clicked onto the image…as she watched the page load.  
 
    “That little bitch,” Connelly growled as Piper looked to the screen, moving closer to Connelly’s side.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Piper said, stunned, as she stared back at the realty page on the screen. Fiona lied…about everything. Her house didn’t burn down. It was for sale…by the owner.  
 
    By Fiona, herself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian  
 
    Lillian tightened her grip on the steering wheel of her silver Audi Q7 as she drove through the open gates and down the road through Magnolia Cove. She couldn’t go five minutes today without thinking about Connelly; about how Silas was having an affair with Ally. It took everything inside of Lillian to not tell her…and with Ally dead, it made it even harder. What if Ally was going to tell Connelly about the affair…and Silas found out? What if he snapped…and pushed her down the stairs that fateful night? But no matter which way she turned the puzzle piece, she couldn’t imagine Silas as this heartless and psychotic predator. But then again, she never thought he’d be the kind of man to cheat on Connelly, either. The truth was…she didn’t know what to believe anymore. Everyone on Magnolia Cove had secrets…even herself. Lillian turned the wheel to the left as her Audi pulled up into the driveway in front of her home…to see Kylie’s car still parked in front of the garage. Lillian gathered her purse onto her shoulder, stepped out of her car, and made her way towards the front door.  
 
    “Gordon, mommy’s home,” Lillian called out as she walked through the front door, shutting it gently behind her. Lillian made her way through the foyer and turned into the kitchen…as her eyes settled onto Kylie…standing at the sink, washing dishes. “You didn’t have to do that,” Lillian said with a soft smile as she walked to the center island and sat her purse down. 
 
    “It’s fine, I know I’ve been kind of slacking lately on the housework,” Kylie said as she held a large butcher knife in her hand; the hot, steamy water running from the faucet trickling down the glistening blade.  
 
    “Well, thank you; that helps me out a ton. So, where’s Gordon?” Lillian asked as she walked to the refrigerator.  
 
    “He’s upstairs playing,” Kylie said as she turned the faucet off, the knife in her hand. Kylie shook the knife gently, waving off the remaining droplets of water into the sink. 
 
    “What did you guys do today?” Lillian asked as she grabbed a water bottle from the refrigerator and turned, swinging her hip against the door, closing it.  
 
    “God, what did we not do?” Kylie giggled as she placed the knife into the drying rack beside the sink. “We went to the park, got ice cream, went to the library, and then came home for a nap. He woke up a few minutes ago and he’s just been playing in his room; boys and their Legos,” Kylie smirked as Lillian twisted the cap on the water bottle, opening it.  
 
    “I’m shocked he went for the library,” Lillian smiled as she took a long sip.  
 
    “Yeah, I was, too,” Kylie said…as her smile slowly faded. “Listen, I know…I know things have been rough lately for you. I never got the chance to tell you…but I really am sorry about your friend…about Ally,” Kylie said as she stared down at the floor. “I know what it’s like to lose someone so suddenly like that.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Lillian said, stunned by Kylie’s sudden change of behavior.  
 
    “I know I’ve only been working for you guys for a couple of months…but I really like you guys; you and Tatum are great. And I adore Gordon,” Kylie smiled. “I…I envy the both of you.” 
 
    “You envy us?” Lillian said, nearly spitting out her water as she placed the bottle onto the counter.  
 
    “Yes. You guys are so in love and you’ve got this great son and this beautiful house. I’d kill to find something like what you guys have someday,” Kylie said. 
 
    “You’re still young; you’ve got plenty of time.”  
 
    “In this generation, it feels like twenty-five is the new forty,” Kylie sighed.  
 
    “Don’t say that; I already feel old as hell around you anyways,” Lillian joked as Kylie giggled softly.  
 
    “I just really bond well Gordon; we just have so much in common.” 
 
    “What do you have in common with a six-year old?” Lillian asked, nearly laughing at the strange statement.  
 
    “Well, we’re both adopted. He never knew his real parents and neither did I. I think it really brought us closer today,” Kylie nodded. 
 
    “I’m sorry, what?” Lillian asked as she felt her heartbeat suddenly speed up in her chest.  
 
    “We just relate on that level, I guess.” 
 
    “No…you…you didn’t tell him…he was adopted, did you?” Lillian asked as she turned towards Kylie, her fists clenched at her sides. 
 
    “That’s actually another thing I wanted to talk to you about,” Kylie said, swallowing hard.  
 
    “You…you told him?” Lillian gasped, stepping towards Kylie…rage burning inside of her.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to, honestly! It just slipped! He asked me if I was close to my parents and I told him about how I was adopted and then it just slipped out.”  
 
    “It just slipped out? Are you fucking kidding me, Kylie? When we hired you, we specifically told you NOT to tell him anything about where he came from! We told you not to tell him anything!” Lillian snapped as she slammed her hand onto the counter.  
 
    “Don’t you want him to know about his past? Don’t you want him to know about where he came from? I think he’s old enough; I was the same age when I found out,” Kylie said as her eyes narrowed onto Lillian. 
 
    “That’s not your decision to make!” Lillian snapped, her jaw tightening. 
 
    “I think…I think I should go. I’m…I’m so sorry,” Kylie said, staring down at the floor as she made her way around the center island. 
 
    “Don’t fucking bother coming back!” Lillian snapped as Kylie spun around, her eyes wide. 
 
    “You’re…you’re firing me?”  
 
    “Yes, I am…now get out!” Lillian snapped; both of her hands wrapped around the edge of the center island.  
 
    “You can’t fire me…Tatum hired me; she’s my boss, not you,” Kylie said coyly as she crossed her arms over her chest. Lillian smiled to herself as she moved around the counter slowly, rubbing her forehead as her heartbeat pounded in her ears. It took everything inside of Lillian not to grab this girl’s hair and slam her head into the wall. Lillian bit her lip, struggling to slow her breathing…as she stepped up to Kylie, her eyes burning into her.  
 
    “I’m going to try and say this in the nicest way I can, so please forgive me if I’m a little blunt. If I see you in this house…or anywhere near my son…I’ll hit you with my fucking car,” Lillian said sternly, Kylie’s face inches from her own. “You might think I’m this innocent, naïve, fragile pushover…but I’m warning you, little girl; you’ve got the wrong bitch and I won’t hesitate for one God damn second to kick your skinny, boney, d-cup, basic bitch, homewrecking looking ass all across this hand-carved Calacatta floor. If you want to leave with the same damn face that you had when you walked into this house, I suggest you hit the fucking door…and don’t look back.” 
 
    Kylie swallowed hard as her teary eyes stared back at Lillian, the silence closing in on them. Kylie then spun around on her heel, snatched her purse from the kitchen table, and stormed into the foyer. Lillian released the breath she was holding in…as she heard the front door slam shut behind Kylie. Lillian’s hands trembled by her sides as she looked up to the ceiling, struggling to calm herself down. Her eyes then shot open…as she thought of him…of the confused thoughts that must be circling through Gordon’s head right now. Lillian quickly rushed forward and out of the kitchen, making her way up the staircase and towards the second level above.  
 
    “Gordon!” Lillian called out as she rushed to his bedroom door and pushed it open…to see him…sitting on the floor, a small tower of Legos in front of him. “Hey…” 
 
    “Hi,” Gordon said softly, his small eyes slowly lifting from the Lego tower and to Lillian.  
 
    “Kylie told me about…about the conversation you guys had today,” Lillian said softly as she stepped into his room and sat down onto the blue carpet floor across from him.  
 
    “She said you weren’t my real mommy. Is that true?” Gordon asked as tears slowly filled his blue eyes, his bottom lip trembling.  
 
    “Honey, of course not,” Lillian cried, tears trickling down her cheeks as she crawled across the floor towards him. Lillian wrapped her arms around Gordon, pulling him closer to her…as his tiny hands wrapped around her waist. “You are our baby. You’re our world. We’d be lost without you, baby boy,” Lillian sobbed as she kissed the top of his head gently. “I don’t ever want you to think for one second that I’m not your mommy. No matter what anyone says…me and Tatum love you…and you are our son…and that is all that matters, alright?”  
 
    “Alright,” Gordon said softly, his cheek pressed against Lillian’s stomach. “No matter what anybody says?” 
 
    “No matter what anybody says,” Lillian said as she held him tighter.  
 
    She didn’t want to let go.  
 
    She didn’t want to leave his side.  
 
    If only he knew how much he meant to her…to them. Lillian slowly sat down onto the floor as Gordon sat into her lap…laying his head against her chest…as she ran her hands through his hair…the tears streaming down her red cheeks. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    The morning sunlight shimmered through the lace curtains covering the glass patio door as Victoria stepped into the large kitchen of her home, tying the straps of her pink silk robe around her thin waist. Victoria stopped in her tracks…as she spotted Elle sitting at the center island…eating a bowl of steaming oatmeal.  
 
    “You’re up early,” Victoria yawned as she ran her hands through her hair, pulling her fingers through the matted locks plastered against the back of her head.  
 
    “I’m meeting Claire and Molly at the lake. We’re going to go skiing,” Elle said as she stuffed the spoon between her red lips. Victoria eyed Elle as she moved around the center island, studying her curly brown hair and yellow sundress. Pink eye shadow was caked onto her eyelids and a hideous shade of blush that was much too dark for her skin tone lined her cheekbones. Too bad Eleanor died before she could properly teach this train wreck about makeup.  
 
    “Any boys?” Victoria asked as she sat down onto the barstool beside Elle. 
 
    “Why? Are you going to tell dad?”  
 
    “Why…when there are much worse things that you could tell him about me? Victoria smirked as Elle nodded. Victoria bit her lip as she placed her elbows onto the countertop, looking to Elle. “So, can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “It depends,” Elle said as she stood up from the barstool and grabbed her empty bowl, making her way towards the sink.  
 
    “Why do you want to…to kill Derek? Why do you want to kill your father?” Victoria asked as Elle stopped in front of the sink, her back to Victoria.  
 
    “I told you why,” Elle said as she placed her bowl into the sink and turned, leaning against the counter behind her…her eyes on Victoria.  
 
    “I know but…I feel like there’s more. This can’t just be about the money…about freedom.”  
 
    “Were you an only child?” Elle asked as she made her way back towards the kitchen island.  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I should have known,” Elle smirked as she rested her elbows onto the island, staring at Victoria who sat across from her. “My father…loves Harlan; he adores him. Ever since I was born, he made it abundantly clear that he wanted another boy…another son. My father loves Harlan in a way that he will never love me. It’s always been about him, Victoria. It’s ALWAYS been about Harlan. You don’t know what that feeling is like…festering inside of you for years and years. You don’t know what it’s like living with that feeling of never being good enough…of never be wanted…by your own father. It eats you alive and it doesn’t stop. No matter how many times he says “I love you” or how many times he says he cares, you hear that hesitation in his voice; you hear the resentment laced in every single word…every lie that slips out of his mouth. He’s never loved me the way a father should…and he never will, Victoria. There’s a void between the two of us…a void that I won’t ever be able to fill…because there’s not enough room for me. And if there’s not enough room for me in his life…then there isn’t enough room for him in mine,” Elle said. “Believe me when I say…this world would be better off without Derek Hampton. He’s not who you think he is. Trust me…if you knew what I knew…you’d want him dead, too,” Elle said sternly as she spun around and charged out of the kitchen, leaving Victoria at the bar.  
 
    A million questions ran through her head as Victoria stood up, making her way towards the large window looking out to the pool in the back lawn. What did Elle know about her father? So, Derek had a few skeletons in his closet, too. But right now…wasn’t about Derek. 
 
    It was all about Elle.  
 
    Victoria smiled to herself as she reached down into her robe pocket, her eyes locked on the glistening surface of the pool, as she pulled out her cellphone. Victoria smiled down at the screen of her phone…to see the recording light flashing brightly. Victoria pressed the save button and brought her phone speaker to her ear, playing the recording; every single cryptic word…clear as day.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    “I never thought we’d be having lunch together,” Fiona giggled as she stared down at the red square plate placed in front of her on the Campbell’s kitchen table.  
 
    “Trust me, I didn’t either; but, it’s nice to…start over,” Connelly smiled over her shoulder as she stood at the counter, mixing a chicken Caesar salad with a set of tongs. “We never really got a chance to know each other before you went totally psycho.”  
 
    “I hate myself for it every single day,” Fiona said as she grabbed the glass of sparking ice water in front of her and took a long sip, her eyes locked on Connelly’s back.  
 
    “I just really want us to move past all of this. I know that you were hurt after the divorce and I understand that completely. It’s not easy watching the life you spent so long planning just…break into pieces right in front of you,” Connelly said as she turned, carrying the bowl of salad to the table. Connelly opened the tongs and placed a big pile of salad onto Fiona’s plate as she smiled up to her. 
 
    “This looks delicious,” Fiona said as she grabbed her fork and stabbed it into the crisp pieces of romaine. Connelly moved around the table and sat down into the chair across from Fiona. Connelly placed the bowl onto the table and crossed her arms over her chest, a soft smile on her face.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to eat?” Fiona asked as she chewed.  
 
    “I don’t have much of an appetite right now,” Connelly smiled coyly.  
 
    “You’re missing out,” Fiona said playfully as she took a large bite off of her fork.  
 
    “So, what started the fire?”  
 
    “What?” Fiona asked, caught off guard, as her eyebrows rose…her eyes staring into Connelly’s.  
 
    “The fire that burned your house down…what started it?”  
 
    “Oh…faulty wiring, I think,” Fiona said quickly as she took another bite.  
 
    “Did you not purchase home insurance? I figured something like that would be covered. I thought they’d reimburse you or something.”  
 
    “Yeah, well, stupid me didn’t read the fine print,” Fiona smirked, her mouth full. Connelly nodded as she reached across the table, wrapping her hand around a bottle of wine, and brought it towards her, twisting off the cap. “It’s a little early for wine, isn’t it?”  
 
    “It’s never too early,” Connelly winked as she tilted the bottle, filling her glass with the pink Moscato.  
 
    “Where’s Silas?” 
 
    “Work…I told him we were going to spend some time together and he was surprisingly pleased,” Connelly said as she placed the bottle down and grabbed her glass, bringing it towards her lips.  
 
    “I’m stunned; the ex…chatting with the wife…could be an explosive combination,” Fiona said, sipping her ice water slowly. “You never know what you might find out.”  
 
    “We don’t keep secrets from one another,” Connelly said as she sipped from her wine glass.  
 
    “So, he’s changed…that’s good to know,” Fiona smiled wickedly as she placed her fork down onto the table.  
 
    “You didn’t keep secrets from him?”  
 
    “Mine weren’t as big as his,” Fiona winked as she sucked gently on an ice chip in her mouth. Connelly smiled as she slowly stood up…and walked to the chair beside Fiona’s. Connelly sat into the chair…crossing her legs…as her eyes locked onto Fiona in front of her.  
 
    “Why are you here, Fiona?” 
 
    “What?” Fiona smirked, confused. “You know why I’m here. Trust me, I don’t like it any more than you do, but…I can’t thank you enough.”  
 
    “You just can’t let him go, can you?” Connelly asked as she sat forward in her chair, inching in towards Fiona.  
 
    “Connelly, what are you talking about?” Fiona snapped as she shook her head.  
 
    “Every single thing you told me was a lie; the fire, the salon…every single bit,” Connelly said sternly, shaking her head. Fiona smirked to herself as she sat back in her chair, crossing her arms over her chest.  
 
    “It isn’t what you think, Connelly,” Fiona said as her smile faded.  
 
    “When are you going to understand that Silas doesn’t love you anymore? When? What is it going to take, Fiona?” Connelly snapped as she jolted to her feet, slamming her hand onto the table. “We have lived through this hell with you for the past eight years! When is it going to stop!”  
 
    “I came here for you!” Fiona snapped quickly, looking up to Connelly. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” Connelly growled as Fiona stood up in front of her.  
 
    “I came here to…to try and help you,” Fiona said as tears filled her eyes.  
 
    “Help me? You think I need help?” Connelly smirked in shock.  
 
    “Silas isn’t the man you think he is, Connelly!” Fiona cried out as she reached forward, grabbing for Connelly’s hands.  
 
    “Don’t fucking touch me!” Connelly jumped back, throwing her hands up and out of Fiona’s reach.  
 
    “This was never about Silas, Connelly! This was about me trying to warn you! It was about me trying to help you see!” Fiona cried out, walking towards Connelly as she backed away. “He’s a liar, Connelly! Do you know how many women there were? Do you know how many bruises I had and how many excuses I had come up with for them? You don’t know Silas the way I do!” 
 
    “Lies! Lies! Lies! When are you going to realize that you can’t play people, Fiona! You can’t keep twisting and turning the truth to get what you want! This is sick…even for you!”  
 
    “I just don’t want to see you end up like me! I don’t want to see you broken…beaten…lied to! He did it to me and he’ll do it to you!” Fiona cried.  
 
    “Get out,” Connelly said as her fists clenched at her sides.  
 
    “I know that you think I’m the bad guy in this…but I’m begging you Connelly…I’m begging you; please…don’t let him do to you what he did to me.” 
 
    “Get your shit…and get out of my house,” Connelly said sternly, her jaw tight, as her eyes burned into Fiona. Fiona’s lips trembled as she slowly backed away from Connelly…and made her way towards the backdoor. She was wrong about Silas. This was all just a game to her. All she wanted…was to scare Connelly away…so she could have Silas for herself. It was another classic case of Fiona…being Fiona; being the twisted and manipulative monster that she was and always would be. Connelly slowly sank down into the chair at the kitchen table…as she buried her face into her hands, the warm tears streaming down her cheeks.  
 
    Fiona was lying.  
 
    There was no way anything she said was true…not in the slightest.  
 
    So why did she have this sinking feeling in her stomach…that this was far from over…that there were more secrets below… 
 
    Waiting to rise to the filthy surface.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian  
 
    Lillian flicked her fork along the crispy edges of the filet mignon on her plate as her eyes scanned Camilla’s Steakhouse. When Tatum got home from work, she surprised Lillian with dinner and a movie. Lillian knew it was just a sweet little distraction designed by Tatum to get her out of the house…and get her mind off of all the craziness that shattered through her once boring and predictable life. She didn’t want to be here in this stuffy steakhouse…she wanted to be at home with Gordon…her arms wrapped tightly around him.  
 
    “Why did Victoria have to take Gordon tonight? Was Kylie busy?” Tatum asked as she cut her steak knife through a chicken breast on her plate.  
 
    “Kylie’s no longer working for us,” Lillian said sternly, leaning back in her chair.  
 
    “What?” Tatum asked as she dropped her fork onto her plate, shocked.  
 
    “She told Gordon, Tatum. She told him that...he was adopted.”  
 
    “So, you fire her?” Tatum asked as her eyebrows rose in confusion. 
 
    “We told her from the beginning to not say anything to him. She had no right to do that, Tatum. I can handle the whole being late thing…the occasional slip up on the housework…but what I won’t handle is disrespecting my wishes when it comes to my son.”  
 
    “Don’t you think you’re being a little dramatic?”  
 
    “What?” Lillian snapped as her eyes widened, leaning closer…her elbows on the table as she stared back at Tatum across the table.  
 
    “He’s six years old, Lil. He isn’t stupid. He knows that we’re not like a normal family. I mean, think of it as a burden off you; not having to have that conversation with him…about where he really came from,” Tatum shrugged as she picked up the knife and sliced into her chicken.  
 
    “OK, did I just slip into the twilight zone? Are you seriously defending her right now?” Lillian asked as she glared.  
 
    “I’m just saying…maybe you were a little over the top. I’m sure she told him in a respectable and honest way. He was going to find out sooner or later. I mean, we agreed to tell him when he turned ten…but Gordon isn’t a naïve little kid; he’s smart and he takes in the world around him. He knows he’s different.”  
 
    “I seriously can’t believe I’m hearing this right now,” Lillian smirked, stunned, as she leaned back in her chair. “If anyone should have had that conversation with him, it should have been one of us. She had no fucking right to tell him that. That was ours, Lillian; he is OUR son.”  
 
    “Well, I’m going to call her after dinner and ask her to come back,” Tatum said, eating a piece of chicken from the tip of her fork.  
 
    “The hell you are,” Lillian said angrily, leaning forward. “She’s not coming back into our house…she’s not getting anywhere near Gordon.”  
 
    “What are we supposed to do about work, huh? We can’t afford to miss any more days, Lillian. Did you not think about that? Victoria isn’t going to agree to watch Gordon every day and Connelly is busy enough with the shop. What do you expect us to do?”  
 
    “Hire a new nanny.”  
 
    “By tomorrow?” Tatum smirked.  
 
    “I have a few sick days left. I can stay with him until we find someone else,” Lillian nodded as she grabbed her wine glass and took a sip.  
 
    “Did you ever think about Gordon…about what he wants? Him and Kylie really bonded. Taking her away from him is going to hurt him more than finding out about his adoption,” Tatum said. 
 
    “Well, that’s a risk I’m willing to take. I could give two shits about missing work…about being a few dollars short. What I care about…what my number one priority is…is to make sure that Gordon is safe and taken care of. Kylie was a ticking timebomb and I told you that from the beginning. I’m not stupid, Tatum. I see the way she looks at you. When you’re in the room, it’s like nothing else exists; not me…and not Gordon. I’m done ignoring my gut and my intuition. She is not the kind of person I want in my house…and around my family. So, before you go up to bat for her, you better really fucking think about whose team you’re on…because right now, you’re batting for the losing one.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly  
 
    Connelly picked a crispy pepperoni off of the greasy slice of pizza on her plate and popped it into her mouth as her eyes rose, meeting Victoria’s who sat beside her at the center island of the Hampton’s kitchen.  
 
    “He passed out fast,” Connelly smirked as she glanced over her shoulder, staring through the doorway leading to the living room…to see Gordon asleep on the couch, his tiny chest rising and falling beneath a white faux fur blanket.  
 
    “I gave him a couple Benadryl,” Victoria joked as Connelly elbowed her playfully. Victoria reached forward and grabbed another slice from the pizza box and sat it onto her own plate, picking at the globs of cheese.  
 
    “So, Fiona got an apartment downtown,” Connelly said, staring down at the pizza slice.  
 
    “What? You mean she is staying here?” Victoria gasped.  
 
    “I can kick her out of my house…but I can’t kick her out of Harmony. You should have heard the things she said about Silas. She said he hit her…cheated on her. I just can’t…there’s no way any of it’s true.” 
 
    “I still can’t believe she just showed up at your house in the first place. And then to lie straight to your face. I thought I was twisted…but damn,” Victoria said, shaking her head, as she licked the grease from her thumb.  
 
    “She deserves an Oscar; I mean, there were real tears and everything. For a second, I almost believed her,” Connelly said…her eyes locked on the pizza, picking at the crust.  
 
    “Do you still?”  
 
    “No, of course not,” Connelly said as she shook her head. But deep down…she knew she was questioning it. The look in Fiona’s eyes…the terror…the pain…was so real. The sound of her voice trembling echoed through Connelly’s head over and over; the words glued to the sides of her brain, tormenting her…poisoning the positive thoughts that tried to push the negative ones down below.  
 
    “Silas is a good man…but a good man isn’t a perfect man. He’s never…hit you or anything, right?”  
 
    “God no,” Connelly said, shaking her head. “He knows if he did, I’d lay his ass out,” Connelly giggled along with Victoria as she took a bit of her pizza.  
 
    “You do know that…if anything ever does happen…you can tell me. My house is always open,” Victoria said as she grabbed Connelly’s hand. 
 
    “I know that, but really…there’s nothing to worry about. Trust me, I’d tell you. If he ever laid a hand on me, I’d be gone in an instant.”  
 
    “And I’d kill the sun of a bitch,” Victoria said sternly as she smiled to Connelly. “I watch enough Forensic Files to know how to dispose of a body; don’t test me,” Victoria joked as Connelly grinned.  
 
    “So, why did you have to watch Gordon?”  
 
    “Lillian fired that bimbo bitch Kylie…finally,” Victoria smiled.  
 
    “She fired her? What the hell happened?” Connelly gasped.  
 
    “She told Gordon that he was adopted,” Victoria whispered, just in case Gordon was listening in the next room.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Connelly said, shaking her head in disgust. “How did Tatum react?”  
 
    “I don’t know, she’s telling her tonight.” 
 
    “I swear, something is in the water on Magnolia Cove,” Connelly giggled. “If it’s not one thing, it’s the other.”  
 
    “So has Fiona tried to contact you again?”  
 
    “Nope, not a damn word; and I hope it stays that way. She’d be an idiot to show up at the house again.”  
 
    “Well, she doesn’t sound like the brightest shade of lipstick in the clutch. I wouldn’t be surprised if she did. I’m telling you…she is off her rocker. I’d expect anything. I wouldn’t put anything passed her,” Victoria nodded. “Did you tell Silas about the things she said?” 
 
    “No, because I knew he’d just lose his shit. He was already so pissed that I let her stay in the guest house. I didn’t want to feed his ego anymore since he was right,” Connelly giggled…as her phone sounded off in her pocket.  
 
    “Speaking of prince charming,” Victoria smiled as Connelly pulled out her phone…to see Silas’ picture on her screen.  
 
    “Hey, baby,” Connelly said as she answered, placing the phone to her ear. Victoria stood up and grabbed her plate, carrying it to the sink as Connelly’s smile faded softly. “What?” Connelly said, nearly gasping. “Oh, my God.”  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Victoria asked as she spun from the sink and rushed to the center island and back to Connelly’s side.  
 
    “Alright, I love you too,” Connelly said softly as she ended the call…and looked to Victoria beside her. “They found…bruises on Ally’s neck during the autopsy. Her death has officially been ruled a homicide,” Connelly said…as Victoria covered her mouth in shock.  
 
    Connelly knew everyone on Magnolia Cove had secrets. She knew that every house, no matter how big, luxurious, or beautiful…had ugly secrets hidden behind the front door.  
 
    But she never imagined…that Magnolia Cove would be the home of a killer. And it could be anyone of her neighbors. But the most terrifying thought that kept circling through Connelly’s head…was that only two other people besides her knew that Ally would be home alone that night.  
 
    Victoria…and Lillian.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria  
 
    Victoria gently closed her front door, locking it tightly, as she peeked through the glass and into the night…watching Lillian walk down the sidewalk with Gordon by her side, their hands interlocked. Something was off about Lillian. Usually you couldn’t get her to shut up…but tonight…when she picked up Gordon…she was distant. Victoria could tell she had been crying from the red veins that branched out around her iris’. Clearly, there was trouble in Sinclair paradise.  
 
    “Are they gone?” a deep voice rang out as Victoria spun around…to see Harlan shuffling down the stairs, only wearing a pair of basketball shorts. His muscular torso tightened as he stepped off of the last step and into the foyer, gently flexing his solid abs. 
 
    “Yes, but your father will be home soon, so we only have time for a quickie,” Victoria smiled flirtatiously as she walked to Harlan and placed her hands on his strong pecs. Victoria stood up on her toes, kissing Harlan on the lips…as his strong hands wrapped around her waist. Harlan then pulled away, his eyes closed tightly, as he wiped his moist lips.  
 
    “We need to talk…about this whole Elle thing,” Harlan said nervously. “It’s seriously freaking me out, Vic.”  
 
    “Harlan, there is nothing to worry about. Can you not just trust me for once?” Victoria asked as she placed her soft palms gently around his cheeks.  
 
    “If this goes wrong…I’m going to lose you, Victoria. If we get caught, then we’re screwed. You know how powerful dad is. He can end us in the blink of an eye.”  
 
    “We have nothing to worry about. If anyone should be worried, it should be your sister,” Victoria winked as she stepped around him and made her way towards the kitchen doorway ahead.  
 
    “Wait, what? What do you mean?” Harlan asked as he spun around, rushing forward, following Victoria into the kitchen.  
 
    “Everything will be taken care of, Harlan,” Victoria sighed as she walked to the center island and folded the pizza box lid shut. Victoria took it into her hands and walked to the refrigerator as Harlan sat down at the bar.  
 
    “We’re way in over our heads here, Victoria. Why don’t we just leave? You know Elle is going to do something shady. You know her as well as I do,” Harlan begged as he rested his elbows on top of the counter, rubbing his hands over his face.  
 
    “And do what, Harlan? Be broke? Live on the street? If we left together, your father would drain the both of us dry in a snap. We need to be smart about this,” Victoria said as she rolled her eyes and placed the pizza box into the fridge.  
 
    “Which is why I think we should call this whole plan off! This isn’t going to work! You know how bad I want to be with you…but I don’t want to see us ruin the rest of our lives if we get caught,” Harlan said as he stood up and walked towards Victoria as she turned from the fridge.  
 
    “We will ruin the rest of our lives if we don’t go through with it, Harlan,” Victoria said softly as she stepped towards him, their body’s inches apart. “Your father has a solid twenty years left. If you want to be with me so bad…then you’re going to have to prove it. If you’re not willing to do this, then you’re not as in love with me as I thought you were. Clearly, I’m not that important to you,” Victoria snapped as she turned from Harlan, walking towards the doorway. Harlan reached out, wrapping his around Victoria’s arm, stopping her.  
 
    “I’m just scared that we’ll get caught, Victoria. There is so much riding on this,” Harlan said sadly as he stared down to the floor.  
 
    “We won’t get caught…but Elle will,” Victoria said sternly as she looked to Harlan. Victoria moved her hand forward…placing it gently on Harlan’s bulge sticking out against the mesh fabric of his shorts, cupping his penis and balls softly. She slowly moved her hand up and down, massaging his hardening member beneath the slick shorts. Harlan’s breathing grew heavier, his muscular chest rising and falling…faster and faster…as his eyes looked onto Victoria’s, struggling to focus.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Harlan asked, his voice quivering as Victoria’s hand moved gently along the head of his penis through the shorts.  
 
    “I mean…this,” Victoria said as she raised her phone with her other hand…and played the recording. Harlan’s eyes widened…as Elle’s voice sounded off through the speaker…the cryptic words echoing around them from the phone. “We can kill two birds with one stone, Harlan. We can get rid of your father…and get rid of Elle; we can frame her, Harlan. We’ll be set…for life; no Derek and no Elle. Every lose end…cut,” Victoria smiled as she placed her phone onto the counter and wrapped both of her hands around the front waistband of his shorts. Victoria tugged his shorts down as his throbbing cock waved in the air, extended in front of him. Harlan bit his bottom lip as his shorts fell around his ankles. Victoria slowly sank down to her knees in front of him…as her eyes peeked up at him from below. “So, are you in…or out?” Victoria asked…as she slowly stuck out her tongue…inching it towards the swollen tip of his erect penis…teasing him. Harlan hesitated…as he stared down at Victoria. His strong hands then slowly wrapped around the back of her head…as a soft smile spread across his face.  
 
    “I’m in,” Harlan said. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Victoria smiled…as she leaned forward and opened her mouth, slipping his thick, pulsating cock between her moist lips and into her warm, wet mouth.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    Lillian swallowed hard as she glanced around the waiting room of Dr. Deborah Hills’ office, staring through the large window that looked out to downtown Harmony. Why did they always request for you to come in fifteen minutes early…when the doctor was always at least thirty minutes behind? Lillian’s leg bounced anxiously along the floor as she shifted uncomfortably in the hard-wooden chair. Her eyes glanced up at the small twelve-inch TV that looked like it belonged in the 80s…to see the local news channel. The volume, muted. Lillian squinted…as she read the tiny headline below the talking reporter’s face… 
 
    WOMAN’S DEATH RULED A HOMICIDE! 
 
    Every newspaper she saw…every news report she heard on the radio…was about Ally. Lillian quickly looked to the table beside her, snatching the remote. She pointed it up, turning the TV off, and slammed it back onto the table. She was already haunted by the things that Ally told them that night; about Kendrick…about their marriage. How was Kendrick still a free man? Did they just not have anything concrete yet? How could they possibly think that anyone else besides Kendrick was responsible?  
 
    “Mrs. Sinclair?”  
 
    Lillian quickly looked to her right…to see a nurse standing in the doorway in the corner, a chart in her hand. Lillian quickly stood up and walked towards the nurse…as her stomach twisted inside of her. Ever since they got home last night from dinner, she had been sick; chills, diarrhea, vomiting…the wonderful trio. Lillian followed the nurse into a room as the door shut behind them. She did the usual as always; blood pressure, heart rate, temperature check. Why did they always waste time with this? She just wanted some flu medicine and be on her way.  
 
    “Good morning, Lillian,” Dr. Hills said as the door opened, walking inside as the nurse removed the thermometer from Lillian’s mouth. 
 
    “How are you?”  
 
    “The real question is, how are you? Chills and vomiting?” Dr. Hill asked as she stepped up to Lillian who sat on the edge of the examining table. Lillian watched as the nurse sat down at a mall desk in the corner…and scribbled a few notes onto the clipboard.  
 
    “Yeah, I think it may be the flu,” Lillian said as the nurse turned and handed the clipboard to Dr. Hill.  
 
    “Well, you don’t have a fever; what about body aches or stuffiness?” Dr. Hill asked as she read the notes on the clipboard in her hand.  
 
    “No, it’s really weird; it just came out of nowhere,” Lillian shrugged, shaking her head.  
 
    “Well, the flu is going around. Would you be willing to do a blood test? I just want to rule it out; I know you have a little one at home and I don’t want to risk infecting him as well,” Dr. Hill nodded.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s fine. Whatever you have to do,” Lillian nodded as the nurse pulled open a drawer at the desk and lifted a syringe into the air, ripping the plastic package open.  
 
    “So how is your little guy?” Dr. Hill asked as she rolled up Lillian’s sleeve.  
 
    “He’s good; he’s growing so fast. It’s like I blink, and he grows three inches,” Lillian smirked as the nurse stepped up beside her, rubbing the fold of her arm with an alcohol pad. Lillian winced, closing her eyes tightly…as she felt the needle dig into her skin, wiggling through the first layer of her tissue and into a vein.  
 
    “Trust me, I know how that is. My son was born and then I blinked, and he was twenty-five, on his third marriage…and his fourth bankruptcy,” Dr. Hill smirked as Lillian smiled, her eyes still closed as the nurse extracted the blood from her arm. Lillian felt the needle pull out of her arm…as the nurse handed the filled syringe to Dr. Hill. “It should take about twenty minutes or so; I’ll be back as soon as we figure out what’s going on with you, alright?”  
 
    Lillian nodded as the nurse placed a cotton ball onto the tiny hole in her arm and placed a bandage over it. Lillian’s legs swayed, hanging over the edge of the bed, as the nurse smiled and walked towards the door…leaving Lillian. The door closed tightly behind the nurse as Lillian dug into her jeans pocket…and pulled out her phone, refreshing her messages. Maybe it was all of this stress. With Ally dying and Kylie pulling her little stunt with Gordon, maybe she was finally breaking down? What if she was going crazy? And the way Tatum reacted last night…the way she defended Kylie. Lillian’s stomach turned inside of her…as she felt the warm vomit slowly creep up her esophagus and into her mouth.  
 
    “Oh, God,” Lillian choked out as she quickly lunged off of the examining table and rushed to the garbage bin beside the desk. Lillian threw her head down into the opening…as the hot vomit spewed from between her lips, covering the black bag inside. It had to be the stress. What else could this be? If not the flu, then what? Lillian slowly sat up from the trash bin and turned towards the sink beside her. Lillian pumped the soap dispenser, watching the foamy suds fill her palm. Lillian washed her hands, scrubbing under her nails and along her knuckles as the hot water rained over her hands. Lillian then turned the knob to cold and leaned forward, sipping from the stream of water. Lillian gargled, standing up straight, as she felt the remaining chunks of vomit tumble around in her mouth…mixing with the water. Lillian spat the water out, the liquid splattering into the sink, as she snatched a paper towel from the desk and dabbed her dripping mouth. Lillian slowly turned…as the door of the examining room opened in front of her.  
 
    “Well, I’ve got some good news,” Dr. Hill smiled as she stepped into the room, the door closing behind her.  
 
    “Am I just going crazy?” Lillian smirked as she sat back down onto the edge of the examining table. 
 
    “No, far from it! You don’t have the flu, so that’s a big plus! But, why didn’t you tell me? About you and Tatum?”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” Lillian smiled, confused.  
 
    “About you guys wanting to expand your family! I know you adopted Gordon so what made you want to do artificial insemination this time?” Dr. Hill asked with excitement. 
 
    “Dr. Hill, what are you saying? I’m so lost right now,” Lillian asked as her eyes narrowed onto Dr. Hill in front of her.  
 
    “Well, the results from the blood work were pretty telling. I guess what I’m trying to say is congratulations! You’re pregnant, Lillian!”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly 
 
    Connelly stared at the numerous pieces of paper scattered out along Victoria’s kitchen table as Victoria typed rapidly on her MacBook. Victoria was the hostess of the annual summer White Party in Magnolia Cove and she was already a few weeks behind. Connelly agreed to do the arrangements free of charge…which she was now instantly regretting.  
 
    “I don’t know how I’m going to get all of this done before next Friday,” Victoria sighed as she snatched a piece of paper to her right, reading her scribbled notes.  
 
    “I told you not to procrastinate! You do this every single year. I don’t even know why you don’t just give it to Elizabeth Sanchez; she’s wanted it for years,” Connelly shrugged.  
 
    “Could you really imagine Elizabeth Sanchez hosting a party, Connelly? She can barely match her fucking clothes,” Victoria sighed, rolling her eyes.  
 
    “It was just a suggestion!” Connelly smiled as she grabbed the bottle of wine from the table and filled her glass. Connelly looked to Lillian beside her; Lillian’s eyes were staring forward, as if she was in a trance. “You want any?”  
 
    “What?” Lillian asked, confusion on her face.  
 
    “OK, what is going on with you? You’ve been out of it all day,” Connelly asked as she sat the bottle down onto the table.  
 
    “Nothing, I’m fine,” Lillian shrugged as Connelly studied the fake smile plastered on her angelic face.  
 
    “Well, if you’re fine then you can call the catering company for me,” Victoria smiled as she placed a paper in front of Lillian, still typing at her laptop with her free hand.  
 
    “I’m on it,” Lillian sighed as she grabbed the paper and her cellphone from the table and stood up, making her way through the doorway and out of the dining room. Connelly glanced back…waiting for the coast to be clear.  
 
    “You know damn well that something is wrong with her,” Connelly said as she glanced to Victoria across the table.  
 
    “Connelly, I really don’t have time for this right now,” Victoria sighed as she looked up from her laptop. 
 
    “She’s our best friend, Victoria. Clearly, something is bothering her.” 
 
    “You know how she is; you can’t force shit out of her. She will tell us whenever she feels the need to. She knows she can talk to us about anything,” Victoria nodded as she continued to type.  
 
    “I think it’s about Ally,” Connelly said softly as she sipped her wine.  
 
    “What about Ally?” Victoria asked, her voice laced with disinterest.  
 
    “About the bruises on her neck…about it being a murder. Maybe…maybe it’s getting to her?”  
 
    “If it was about that, she would have told us. I’m telling you, Connelly, you need to just lay off of her…and let her come to you. If you try to force it out of her, she’s just going to pull away more. That’s one thing I learned with…with Ally,” Victoria said, swallowing hard as she looked up from her laptop.  
 
    “Alright, the food is set,” Lillian said as she walked back into the dining room and sat back down into her chair. “I can’t believe you’re doing sushi this year.”  
 
    “No one said you had to come,” Victoria snarled as Connelly smirked softly.  
 
    “I’m going to let that slide since I know you’re stressed,” Lillian said softly as she placed her phone onto the table.  
 
    “Is this about Ally?” Connelly blurted out as she looked to Lillian beside her.  
 
    “What?” Lillian asked, confused. Connelly knew she was hiding something; and if she was hiding it from them…her two best friends…then it was something huge.  
 
    “You’re not yourself, Lillian. We know that and we can see it. What’s going on?” Connelly pressed.  
 
    “Nothing is wrong…I just…I just miss her is all,” Lillian nodded. She was getting better and better…at telling a lie. Before she met Victoria, you could see right through her; now, she knew all the tricks.  
 
    “We need to do something,” Connelly said sternly. 
 
    “Like what Nancy Drew?” Victoria smirked as she snatched a piece of paper and scanned her notes.  
 
    “Have you talked to Kendrick since…since he came to your house?” Connelly asked as she looked to Lillian.  
 
    “God no, why would I? He looked like he was about to rip my head off. That was terrifying,” Lillian said, shaking her head.  
 
    “Maybe…maybe it isn’t him,” Connelly said, nearly whispering.  
 
    “Who else could it be then?” Lillian asked. “No one else has a motive to kill Ally.”  
 
    “Neither does Kendrick, really,” Connelly snapped back quickly.  
 
    “OK, let’s just assume for a second that Kendrick is innocent. How could you rule him out?” Lillian shrugged.  
 
    “There’s only one way and that’s to talk to him,” Connelly said.  
 
    “I think you need to mind your business and let the police do their job,” Victoria said from behind the screen of her laptop. Connelly rolled her eyes, pulling her legs to her chest, as she leaned back in the dining room chair.  
 
    “We knew Ally better than anyone else…better than Kendrick. She deserves justice. We need to find out what happened. The police have nothing, guys. We owe it to her,” Connelly said sadly, hugging her legs tightly.  
 
    “Then you go right over there to Kendrick’s…and ask him,” Victoria joked as she typed on her laptop.  
 
    “Alright, fine; I will!” Connelly smiled as she stood up from the chair and marched towards the doorway.  
 
    “What? I was kidding!” Victoria called out as her eyes widened in shock.  
 
    “Connelly, don’t!” Lillian begged.  
 
    “I’m done playing games,” Connelly said over her shoulder as she walked through the doorway…and made her way towards the front door of the Hampton house.  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Connelly stepped out of the warm sunlight that beamed down from above and onto the Cunningham front porch. Her heart raced in her chest…as she inched towards the front door. He wouldn’t dare try anything in broad daylight…would he? Connelly swallowed hard…as she raised her trembling hand…and pressed the doorbell. Connelly listened as she heard the high-pitched chime echo through the large house.  
 
    But no other sound. 
 
    Silence.  
 
    Connelly glanced to her right, staring at the garage…the doors, closed tightly. Maybe he wasn’t home? He was usually off work by now. Connelly reached forward, pressing the doorbell once more. What the hell was she even going to say? Hi, how are you? Hope you’re doing alright! Did you kill your wife? She had to be careful with her words. She didn’t want Kendrick to know that he was on her radar…but she also needed information…information that only he had.  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    Not a sound inside.  
 
    “Damn it,” Connelly sighed as she turned from the front door and made her way down the creaky steps…as she heard the deadbolt click behind her. Connelly’s eyes widen as she quickly spun around, the front door opening slowly. Connelly stared forward in confusion…as a young woman…no older than twenty-five…stared out at her through the open front door. A white towel was wrapped tightly around her wet, naked body; her long red locks of hair dripped, soaked with water.  
 
    “Can I help you?” the woman asked softly, smiling.  
 
    “Oh, I…” Connelly stuttered as she tried to gather her fumbling thoughts. Connelly slowly stepped back onto the front porch, inching closer to the woman standing in the open doorway.  
 
    “Are you Connelly?”  
 
    “Yes, how…how did you know that?” Connelly smirked nervously.  
 
    “Kendrick told me all about you…and Victoria and Lillian. You guys were Ally’s best friends, right?”  
 
    “Yes, we were,” Connelly nodded. “I don’t mean to sound rude, but who the hell are you?” Connelly smiled, confused.  
 
    “Oh, I’m Rebecca…Rebecca Carlson,” the young woman said as she extended her soaked hand. Connelly stared at it, water dripping down her wrists. She wasn’t going to shake the hand of a random woman who was inside of her dead best friend’s house. Rebecca slowly lowered her hand back to her side as she smiled awkwardly.  
 
    “I take it you know Kendrick?”  
 
    “Yeah, really well; we’re old friends…practically brother and sister. I heard about his wife and came to see him. I was so worried about him being in this big house by himself…with only his thoughts. The whole town thinks he’s this monster and he isn’t. I couldn’t just let him go through this alone,” Rebecca nodded.  
 
    “He’s never mentioned you before…neither did Ally.”  
 
    “Really? Me and Ally were pretty close, too. We all knew each other from back home; we went to school together.”  
 
    “What school?” Connelly asked inquisitively. 
 
    “The same one Ally and Kendrick went to,” Rebecca said. She couldn’t even name it… 
 
    She wasn’t a friend of Ally’s.  
 
    She was the rebound.  
 
    The new woman… 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to get going,” Connelly said as she quickly spun around and made her way down the front porch steps.  
 
    “Do you want me to tell Kendrick that you stopped by?” Rebecca called out through the open front door. Connelly didn’t answer. She just kept walking…making her way down the sidewalk and across the road…back towards Victoria’s. She was more convinced than ever now…that Kendrick killed Ally. He had to make room for Rebecca. He had to make room for his side piece.  
 
    Connelly glanced back over her shoulder and to the Cunningham house as she walked across the road…to see Rebecca…still standing in the open doorway…Rebecca’s eyes still locked onto her… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria  
 
    Victoria pulled back the curtain covering her bedroom window as she stared down at the driveway…watching Derek settle into his silver Jaguar XF and reversing slowly into the street. Victoria opened her mouth and plucked a gray pubic hair from the tip of her tongue, a token of this morning’s sad excuse for a quickie with Derek before he had to go to work.  
 
    “So, have you decided?” a soft voice sounded off behind Victoria as she spun from the window, clutching the front of her silk robe…to see Elle…standing in the open doorway of her room.  
 
    “As long as we have an understanding of what our story will be, me and Harlan are in,” Victoria smiled coyly. If only Elle knew. Victoria almost felt bad for the stupid girl…but she had it coming. All those years of torment and regression towards Victoria were about to finally catch up to her.  
 
    “So, how are we going to do this?” Elle asked as she walked into Victoria’s room, her blue robe tied around her body; her wet brown hair draped down her thin shoulders.  
 
    “Potassium chloride and Succinylcholine; the perfect poison. It can’t be detected in the human body…even during an autopsy. It mimics the results of a heart attack,” Victoria said as she sat down onto the foot of her California king. Elle slowly sat down beside her as she stared down at the white carpet.  
 
    “So, we’re going to inject it into him?” Elle asked curiously.  
 
    “No, because then they’ll see the puncture wound and that will set them off. I’m going to put it in his drink…a lethal cocktail, if you will,” Victoria smiled wickedly as Elle grinned.  
 
    “God, you’re good. So, when are we going to do it? The timing has to be perfect.” 
 
    “I already thought of that, Elle; the White Party next Friday,” Victoria said as she stood up and made her way towards her vanity in the corner, untying her robe and exposing her short, silk, black nightgown.  
 
    “What? That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard! There’s going to be nearly a hundred people here!” Elle gasped as she stood up from the bed.  
 
    “Which is why it’s so perfect,” Victoria smiled over her shoulder to Elle as she sat down onto the pink stool of her vanity, staring into the circular mirror.  
 
    “How is that perfect; perfect for us to get caught?” Elle asked sarcastically as she stepped up behind Victoria. Victoria’s eyes lifted up, staring into the mirror and back at Elle’s reflection.  
 
    “Think about it, Elle; who the hell would expect it? If, God forbid, they did have a reason to suspect us…they’d never think we’d be dumb enough to try it with a house full of guests. It’s the perfect illusion…the perfect night. Plus, if worse came to worst and they did suspect that he was poisoned…it would be hard to narrow it down with hundreds of people on the suspect list.”  
 
    “Why do I get the feeling you’ve been thinking about doing this longer than I have?” Elle smirked as Victoria turned in the stool, staring up at her.  
 
    “We all have masks, Elle; we just have the luxury of deciding which one we want the world to see,” Victoria grinned as she slowly raised her hand and placed it gently against Elle’s tender cheek. A small smile spread across Elle’s face as she turned away, walking towards the doorway. Victoria turned on the stool, staring back into the vanity mirror as she ran her hands through her soft, voluminous hair. Victoria grabbed a tube of bright red lipstick and pulled the cap off, gliding the tip along the curves of her lips.  
 
    In just eight days, Elle would be rotting in a jail cell…thanks to the recording.  
 
    Such a stupid girl… 
 
    But such a wonderful scapegoat.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    Lillian slid a dress across the display rack inside of Dolce & Gabbana as she felt her stomach turn inside of her. This couldn’t happen now…not right here in front of everyone. Lillian closed her eyes tightly as she placed her hand to her stomach…as she slowly breathed in through her nose and out through her parted lips. The nauseous feeling continued to swirl through her stomach and up towards her chest…as she felt a small hand wrap around her left shoulder. Lillian’s eyes shot open as she spun around, staring at Connelly behind her.  
 
    “Are you alright?” Connelly asked as Lillian struggled to catch her breath.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m good…I’m fine,” Lillian faked a smile as she looked Connelly up and down, staring at the short, white dress on Connelly; the entire dress made of velvety white lace…the arms, tightly wrapped with transparent lace fabric sleeves. “God, that looks stunning on you!” Lillian grinned. 
 
    “Really? It’s not too tight?” Connelly asked as she spun around, flipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder. 
 
    “Hell no, you rock the hell out of it,” Lillian said as she turned back to the display rack, looking through the dresses as Connelly turned, staring into a mirror. She had to find something…anything that would fit. She was already up a size…and none of the dresses in her closet would zip. She was already gaining a tiny belly just below her navel. It wouldn’t be long before someone would notice. Lillian grabbed a size two from the rack, staring at the short, white stretch corset lace dress than hung from the hanger in her hand. It would be perfect…the corset would tighten her stomach…making her tiny tummy a little less noticeable.  
 
    “Oh, that’s gorgeous!” Connelly smiled as she rushed to her side. “Is that your size, though?”  
 
    “Well, it’s a corset dress so I don’t want it too tight,” Lillian lied as she looked to Connelly.  
 
    “I get that…you want to be comfortable,” Connelly nodded. “I think you’d look great in it. I wish I could fit in a size two.”  
 
    “Come on, you say that like a size four is huge,” Lillian rolled her eyes, turning to Connelly.  
 
    “Connelly, is that you?” a soft voice rang out. Lillian and Connelly quickly turned to their right…as Lillian’s eyes stared at a beautiful red head making her way towards them, her black stilettos sounding off on the marble floor.  
 
    “Oh, hi…Rebecca,” Connelly smiled as Lillian felt her elbow slowly nudge into her side. Lillian’s eyes widen as she quickly looked to the pale goddess in front of her; so, this was Rebecca…Kendrick’s “friend”. Connelly was right…she was easy on the eyes…and young…really young.  
 
    “I don’t think we’ve had the pleasure! I’m…” Rebecca began as she held out her hand towards Lillian.  
 
    “Rebecca! Yeah, Connelly told me about you,” Lillian said, forcing a smile, as she shook Rebecca’s hand tightly.  
 
    “Good things only, I hope,” Rebecca smiled coyly as her eyes drifted to Connelly.  
 
    “Yeah, she said you look killer in a towel,” Lillian joked as she cocked her head to the right, eying her plump breasts pressed tightly against her red Prada sweater.  
 
    “Yeah, that was awkward,” Rebecca giggled nervously as Lillian nodded.  
 
    “So, what are you doing here?” Connelly butted in.  
 
    “Oh, just shopping; I need to find something for Victoria’s White Party next week,” Rebecca nodded.  
 
    “You’re…you’re coming to the White Party?” Lillian asked, stunned.  
 
    “Yeah, well, Kendrick invited me. I told him I thought it would be a little rude since I wasn’t invited…but he insisted…so here I am,” Rebecca shrugged, looking around the store.  
 
    “Yeah, you were right…it would be rude,” Lillian said sternly.  
 
    “I’m sorry?” Rebecca asked, her eyebrows arching…her jaw, tight.  
 
    “It’s a little low brow for you to show up to a party that you weren’t invited to with a man whose wife just got tossed down the stairs. Some wouldn’t even call him a man…but a murderer,” Lillian snapped.  
 
    “Lill,” Connelly said as her eyes widened.  
 
    “Kendrick didn’t kill Ally; anyone who knows him could see that,” Rebecca said sternly.  
 
    “And you’ve known him for, what, three nights? Is he paying you by the hour or just by the night? Kendrick is cheap, so blowjobs must be half off this week,” Lillian said as she felt her heart pound faster in her chest. Who did this bitch think she was? Did she not know who they were…who Ally was to them?  
 
    “God, he was right about you. He said you were a little hostile, but I thought he was just being dramatic. I guess he was right,” Rebecca glared.  
 
    “Hostile? He busted through my front door and threatened me in my living room! You want to call me hostile?” Lillian snapped, inching towards Rebecca in front of her.  
 
    “What do you expect from a man who just lost the love of his life? Everyone in this damn town is looking at him like he’s Ted Bundy or something! He didn’t kill Ally! He loved her more than anything…and I know that for a fact. Sure, their marriage had its ups and downs…but they always knew how to turn things around. They loved each other. Do you know how hurt Kendrick is right now; how devastated he is that his wife’s best friends think he’s this sick monster?” Rebecca said.  
 
    “Careful, Rebecca…he might kill you next,” Lillian said as her nostrils flared, her cheeks growing hot and red. Her hormones were already going haywire; she needed to step away…now…before she did something stupid. Rebecca quickly spun on her heel and dashed across the store…making her way to the entrance. Lillian slowly turned to Connelly beside her…to see her eyes staring back at her…wide with shock. 
 
    “OK, who is this bad bitch in front of me and where is the old Lillian?” Connelly giggled as Lillian smiled, her cheeks slowly cooling down.  
 
    “Trust me, I wish I knew,” Lillian smirked.  
 
    “So, do you want to keep this bad bitch train rolling?” Connelly whispered as she glanced around the store, not a soul in sight.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I have an idea and it’s risky.”  
 
    “What kind of idea?” Lillian asked nervously as her stomach began to roll once more.  
 
    “Silas told me that the case is going nowhere. There’s no evidence except for the bruises; no fingerprints, no foreign blood, no skin cells…zip. I was thinking that maybe…we could sneak over to Kendrick’s during the White Party.”  
 
    “What?” Lillian asked, her eyes bugging.  
 
    “It would just be for five minutes…five minutes tops! I just…I want to know what happened, Lillian. I know it’s risky, but you know damn well Kendrick will be wasted at the party and him and Rebecca will be there for at least two hours…maybe more. All I want…is five minutes; five minutes in the house and then we bounce before anyone knows anything. Imagine what could happen if we did find something…anything that might…might shine some light on what happened to Ally that night. I can’t do it alone, though. I need you. You don’t even have to go inside! You can just be the look-out. You know I wouldn’t ask you unless I really thought that there was something inside that house,” Connelly begged.  
 
    Lillian bit her lip nervously as she looked away from Connelly and back to the rack in front of her. She knew it was risky. She knew that it was wrong. But Connelly was right. The case was going nowhere. If they could just slip inside…with a fresh set of eyes…maybe…just maybe they could put an end to this horrific chapter of their lives. Ally deserved closure. She deserved the justice. Lillian smiled softly as she grabbed Connelly’s hands tightly…and stared into her eyes.  
 
    “I’m in.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly  
 
    Connelly turned the wheel of her Tesla, pulling into her driveway as she stared through the tinted front windshield. Connelly’s hands tightened on the steering wheel…as her heart sank in her chest. Connelly put her car in park, turned the ignition off, and shoved the door open. Connelly stood up on the pavement…as she stared forward to the black BMW M5 parked ahead.  
 
    It was Fiona’s car. 
 
    Connelly’s jaw tightened as she slammed the door shut and adjusted her purse on her shoulder, carrying the Dolce & Gabbana shopping bag in her hand. What the hell was she doing here? Did this crazy psycho have a death wish? Connelly stomped up the front porch steps and reached forward, turning the front door handle. Connelly quickly stepped inside, looking around the deserted foyer…as she heard the faint voices… 
 
    Of Silas and Fiona.  
 
    Connelly swallowed hard as she slowly turned…and inched the front door shut, securing it tightly. Connelly pressed her teeth together, struggling to be quiet, as she softly kicked her flats off…and sat her shopping bag and purse onto the table along the wall. Connelly slowly tiptoed forward, making her way down the hall…following the voices as they grew clearer and clearer. Connelly placed her back tightly against the wall…as she inched towards the edge of the doorway leading into the living room.  
 
    “I just don’t understand why it has to be like this,” Fiona said as Connelly listened carefully around the corner.  
 
    “You need to realize that me and you are over, Fiona. What we had…is gone,” Silas said, his deep voice carrying through the doorway next to Connelly.  
 
    “Connelly doesn’t even know you, Silas. She doesn’t know who you truly are…not the way I do.”  
 
    “And I want to keep it that way. Who I was then…is not who I am now. I’ve changed, Fiona. Connelly has helped me grow so much; grow in a way that I could never with you.”  
 
    “If you changed so much, then why did you open the door for me? The new Silas should have slammed the door in my face. You and me both know the reason you opened that door, Silas,” Fiona said. Connelly listened as she heard Fiona’s heels click along the hardwood slowly. “We were toxic for each other…but you’d be lying if you said the best years of your life weren’t spent with me.”  
 
    Connelly then stepped forward, rounding the corner of the doorway, and stepped into the living room. Connelly’s eyes settled onto Silas who stood beside the couch…and then darted to Fiona…standing a few inches from him; her tight blue summer dress clinging to her perfect curves.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Connelly asked as she looked to Fiona and Silas, back and forth.  
 
    “She was just leaving,” Silas said sternly as he pushed around Fiona, marched around Connelly, and out of the living room. Connelly placed her hands on her hips as she inched towards Fiona, step by step.  
 
    “Did you not get the hint the first time?”  
 
    “I just needed to talk to him…face to face,” Fiona nodded.  
 
    “Why would you want to talk to a man that supposedly beat you…and cheated on you?” Connelly asked coyly as she shrugged.  
 
    “I was testing him. He told me you were on your way home when I got here, so I wanted to see if…” Fiona hesitated.  
 
    “If what? If he’d fuck you right here in my living room?”  
 
    “Connelly, I’m just trying to show you what he’s capable of. He is not who you think he is. Please, just listen to me,” Fiona said as she moved towards Connelly.  
 
    “The only thing you’ve shown me, Fiona, is that you’re a sad, pathetic, egotistical bitch who gets off on ruining people’s lives. So, save your breath…and get the hell out of my house,” Connelly said angrily. Fiona shook her head, staring down at the floor, as she stepped around Connelly and made her way towards the doorway of the living room. “And don’t expect to get back into Magnolia Cove. Right after you leave, I’m calling Robbie at the gate. So, if you have any last words to say to me, now is the time.”  
 
    Connelly slowly turned as her eyes stared into Fiona’s. Fiona glanced over her shoulder, staring back at Connelly…as she whispered one single word.  
 
    “Run.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian  
 
    Lillian adjusted her hand around the Dolce & Gabbana bag as she walked up the sidewalk towards her front door, eying Tatum’s Escalade in the driveway. Lillian couldn’t believe she had agreed to break into Kendrick’s house with Connelly. But the only reason she was willing to…was the hope that they would find something that would show Connelly just who Silas really was. She’d give anything to find something so she wouldn’t have to tell Connelly herself; a love letter, a secret diary…anything to take the burden off of her. Lillian turned the handle of the front door and stepped into the empty foyer, her eyes scanning the vacant oasis.  
 
    “Tatum?” Lillian called out as she shut the door behind her.  
 
    “In here,” Tatum called out. Lillian kicked her flats off into the corner beside the front door and walked through the foyer, making her way towards the living room doorway.  
 
    “I really hope you like this dress! You have to be honest with me,” Lillian smirked as she rounded the corner, stepping into the living room…as her eyes widened.  
 
    “Hi, Lillian,” Kylie said as she stood up from the couch, her hands behind her back. Lillian’s jaw tightened as her eyes darted to Tatum who sat in the recliner, her arms over her chest.  
 
    “What the hell is she doing here?” Lillian snapped as she inched towards the couch.  
 
    “Lillian, just sit down,” Tatum said calmly, trying to ease the tension. 
 
    “I don’t want to sit down! I want her out!” Lillian snapped as she slammed the shopping bag onto the coffee table.  
 
    “Please, Lillian. Can we just talk? I’m begging you. I know I screwed up royally, but I am pleading…please…can we just talk…just for a minute?” Kylie said, bringing her hands together in a praying position. 
 
    “I don’t think there’s anything left to say,” Lillian snarled as she shook her head and spun around, walking towards the doorway.  
 
    “Lillian, stop!” Tatum yelled as she stood up from the recliner, her eyes glaring ahead. Lillian stopped, slowly turning, staring at Tatum from across the room. “Just listen to her!” 
 
    “Why should I?” Lillian snapped as she walked towards Kylie, her blood boiling.  
 
    “Because we can’t afford for you to miss any more work! We have had no luck with new nannies, Lill! As much as it would hurt you to say it, you know we need her!” Tatum said, walking towards Lillian.  
 
    “Please, just…sit?” Kylie begged quietly as she lowered herself down onto the couch. Lillian swallowed hard…as she sighed…and sat down a few inches from Kylie, keeping her distance.  
 
    “Now, we’re getting somewhere,” Tatum smiled softly as she sat back down into the recliner.  
 
    “You’ve got one minute,” Lillian said sternly, staring at the coffee table…not daring to make eye contact with Kylie.  
 
    “I know I had no right to tell Gordon about the adoption. I know that wasn’t my place and I can’t tell you how sorry I am for that. If I could take it back, I would in a heartbeat; I would give anything to rewind and to just stop myself in that moment…but I can’t. I know I don’t deserve sympathy and I’m not asking for it. I just…I remember how I felt when my mom told me. I remember how I wished I knew sooner. I felt lied to for the majority of my life. When I looked at him, I saw…me; I saw those feelings and those confusing thoughts. I wanted to save him the pain that I endured. I know that I shouldn’t have told him, but I just care about him so much that…I thought it would help him see that he isn’t alone. I wanted him to know that someone understood,” Kylie said, her voice trembling, as she wiped her teary eyes.  
 
    Lillian took a deep breath as she tried to keep her walls strong; trying to keep the barbed wire fence she had built around her heart from crumbling down. As much as she hated Kylie for what she did, she understood where she was coming from. Kylie bonded with Gordon…she bonded with him in an area that Lillian or Tatum would never understand.  
 
    “I promise you that I won’t say anything else…unless advised otherwise by you or Tatum. I’m sorry for the way I spoke to you; that was blatant disrespect and I should have never let my temper get the best of me. But…I miss all of you, Lillian; you, and Tatum, and Gordon. Whatever I have to do to come back…I’ll do it,” Kylie cried softly, her hands trembling in her lap.  
 
    “You know we need her, Lill. We can’t keep going on like this,” Tatum said softly as she stood up and walked to the couch. Tatum sat down beside Lillian and wrapped her arm around her, pulling her close to her side. “We can’t keep relying on your friends…we can’t keep missing work,” Tatum added.  
 
    “I’ll even take a pay cut,” Kylie nodded softly. Lillian slowly stood to her feet as Tatum’s arm fell from her back.  
 
    “You’ve got one more chance,” Lillian said sternly as she glared down to Kylie. “If you’re late even once…if you slip up one more time…you’re done.”  
 
    “I promise, Lillian! I promise!” Kylie cried as she darted up to her feet and threw her arms around Lillian, hugging her tightly. Lillian kept her arms at her sides as the sweet aroma of vanilla and coconut shampoo circled her nose from Kylie’s long black hair pressed against her cheek. “You won’t regret this, Lillian.”  
 
    “You’ll be sorry if I do,” Lillian said sternly as she pulled herself out of Kylie’s grasp…and stormed out of the living room.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    “This is floral white, for fuck’s sake! I said ivory!” Victoria yelled into her phone. Victoria stared down in disgust at the circular tables all scattered along the back patio of the Hampton house, all covered in white tablecloths. “Listen, Harry; if you don’t get your fucking scrawny ass down here with the correct shade of tablecloths, I am going to drive over there to your piece of shit excuse of a shop and drive my fucking car through the front door! Do you understand me?” Victoria screamed as she ended the call and spun around, watching the numerous workers scurrying along the patio, placing white roses and flower arrangements along the tables. Victoria walked forward, moving along the edge of the pool, as she stared at the large white draped canopy tent in the corner laced with glowing strings of lights. There was only six hours until the party started, and they were no where near close to being finished. This…was…a…disaster. Victoria spun around and marched along the patio as her black Gucci pumps clicked along the concrete. Victoria bit the inside of her cheek nervously as she made her way to the glass backdoor and stepped into the kitchen, slamming the door behind her. Her stomach had been turning all day. It was looming closer…the impending death of Derek Hampton. She had it all planned…every single detail. So then why was she so nervous? Then again, she had never killed a man before…but she wanted this; she needed this. If she wanted Harlan, Derek had to be removed. There was no going back… 
 
    “Mrs. Hampton?” a soft voice called out as Victoria marched to the refrigerator and pulled the door open.  
 
    “What?” Victoria sighed as she reached inside and grabbed a bottle of red wine.  
 
    “The dishware has arrived; do you want them to unload it out back?” a skinny woman asked, sweat beading her brow.  
 
    “No, let’s just leave it out front and get bird shit all over the plates and glasses!” Victoria smirked sarcastically as the young woman nodded and spun around, dashing out of the kitchen.  
 
    “Good God,” Victoria groaned as she bit onto the loose cork and pulled it off between her teeth. Victoria spit the cork out, sending it flying into the air and into the sink, as she tossed her head back and took a long sip from the bottle.  
 
    “Starting early?” Harlan asked as he walked into the kitchen, his muscular body covered in a fitted white tuxedo.  
 
    “Look at you,” Victoria smiled as she placed the bottle onto the center island and walked towards him.  
 
    “Just giving it a test run,” Harlan grinned, two dimples forming on his cheeks. Victoria stepped up to him and grabbed his tie, adjusting it in her hands…tilting it to the right.  
 
    “Are you nervous?” Victoria whispered as she glanced to the large windows looking out to the chaotic back lawn.  
 
    “Is everything set?” Harlan asked as he gulped.  
 
    “Yes, I have everything set up in our room. Just make sure you’re in plain sight when it goes down. Remember to just be normal,” Victoria said softly as she looked into Harlan’s eyes.  
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” Harlan asked quietly as he looked down to the floor.  
 
    “Do you not?” 
 
    “No…I just…there’s no turning back, Victoria. This is our last chance. We can leave…we can get out of here and just go.”  
 
    “You know that’s not an option, Harlan. We already discussed that. This is the only way,” Victoria said as she shook her head, stepping back from him. “If you’re not in this, you need to tell me NOW. I’m not going to risk getting caught because you have a sudden change of heart.”  
 
    “I’m not going to say anything. You know I would never do that to you,” Harlan said, shaking his head, as he stepped closer to Victoria. “I just wish it didn’t have to be like this. I wish I didn’t have to lose anyone.” 
 
    “Who would you rather lose, Harlan? That’s the real question.”  
 
    “No one,” Harlan said softly.  
 
    “Harlan,” Victoria sighed as she slammed her hand onto the counter. “You knew this was coming. You know that isn’t an option. You can’t just go back on your word now. If we don’t do this…Elle will ruin us.”  
 
    “I just wish…everything could be different. This isn’t fair,” Harlan said sadly.  
 
    “Well, sweet…sweet boy. Life is not fair,” Victoria said as she gently tapped her hand against Harlan’s cheek. “The sooner you realize that; the sooner you realize you have to take what you can get in this world, the better off you’ll be. Don’t cross me, Harlan…because that’ll be the last thing you’ll ever do,” Victoria said, her jaw tight, as she ripped her hand from his cheek…and winked.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    Lillian stared into the full-length mirror that sat in the corner of her bedroom as she turned to her right, staring at her reflection. Lillian winced in disgust as she ran her hand over the tiny bulge of her stomach…pressed tightly against the corset of the white lace dress. She was starting to show…and fast. It wasn’t going to be long until Tatum started asking questions.  
 
    “You look beautiful,” Tatum said as she walked into the bedroom behind Lillian. Lillian spun around, her white stilettos clicking on the hardwood, as she looked at Tatum from head to toe. Tatum wore a white pantsuit…her short hair, straightened perfectly.  
 
    “Lies,” Lillian giggled nervously as she spun back around, staring into the mirror, as she ran her hands through her long, curly brown locks.  
 
    “I’d never lie to you,” Tatum smiled as she walked up behind Lillian and wrapped her arms around her, Lillian’s back pressing tightly against her breasts and stomach. “You know you’re my whole world, right?” Tatum whispered in Lillian’s ear as her warm breath tickled her neck. Lillian slowly turned, draping her arms onto Tatum’s shoulders, and kissed her softly.  
 
    “Are you sure about…about Kylie?” Lillian asked softly.  
 
    “Lillian,” Tatum sighed as she stepped back, rolling her eyes.  
 
    “Babe, stop. I’m just…worried. It’s hard for me to trust her again.”  
 
    “Are you ready to love me for forever?” Tatum asked as she dug into her pocket and brought out Lillian’s cellphone.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “I set up a camera in the living room…that way you can see what’s going on at all times. It streams to your phone and your laptop…live,” Tatum smiled as she handed Lillian her phone. Lillian smiled as she stared down at the screen…to see Kylie and Gordon…sitting on the couch…watching television.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Lillian grinned as she looked up, wrapping her arms around Tatum.  
 
    “I figured it’d help you relax a little.” 
 
    “You have no idea how much this means to me,” Lillian smiled as she kissed Tatum once more.  
 
    “Now, are you ready to go, you party animal? I plan on getting wasted tonight. Are you game?” Tatum smiled. Lillian almost agreed…and then remembered the tiny little secret that hid behind her corset dress.  
 
    “Someone’s got to make sure you get home safe,” Lillian smiled, hugging Tatum tightly. She knew at some point…the truth was going to come to the surface…whether she liked it or not.  
 
    And it was only just a matter of time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly  
 
    Connelly tightened her grip on Silas’ hand as they stepped through the backdoor of the Hampton house and onto the crowded patio. The full moon shimmered brightly in the dark night sky as Connelly’s eyes scanned the patio; every adult resident of Magnolia Cove was present. A DJ stand was in the corner as a pop song boomed from two large speakers, the DJ running his fingers along the spinning records. A large canopy tent stood in the center draped with glowing strings of lights. Waiters dressed in all white suits walked through the crowd, balancing trays of champagne glasses and sushi. Everyone…dressed in all white…in their best gowns and tuxes.  
 
    “I already need a drink,” Silas joked as he snatched a glass of champagne from a tray as a waiter zipped in front of them.  
 
    “We won’t stay too long, I promise,” Connelly whispered into his ear, struggling to talk over the pounding music. Connelly tugged at her tight lace dress; her tan arms wrapped tightly in the transparent lace sleeves. Connelly reached forward, brushing a black hair from Silas’ white tuxedo jacket, as her eyes scanned the crowded patio…searching for Victoria and Lillian.  
 
    “Hey,” a soft voice rang out behind Connelly. Connelly spun around…to see Rebecca…her arm locked around Kendrick’s.  
 
    “Hi, Rebecca,” Connelly said with wide eyes. Thank God they showed…otherwise the plan…would be ruined. “You look amazing,” Connelly said with a smile as she eyed Rebecca’s short dress. A diving, v neckline draped her perky breasts, open all the way down…just above her navel. Her long, red hair was layered in loose curls.  
 
    “As do you. I believe we haven’t had the pleasure,” Rebecca smiled to Silas as she held out her hand.  
 
    “Yes, this is my husband…Silas Campbell,” Connelly grinned as Silas shook Rebecca’s tiny hand.  
 
    “Connelly didn’t tell me how handsome you were,” Rebecca winked as Connelly’s smile quickly faded.  
 
    “That’s a beautiful dress, Rebecca. I didn’t see that one in Dolce,” Connelly said with a nod.  
 
    “She probably got it at Baby Gap,” Silas whispered into Connelly’s ear as she smiled, struggling not to laugh.  
 
    “I didn’t even find anything, so I just wore whatever I had in my suitcase,” Rebecca smiled as she sipped from the champagne glass in her hand.  
 
    “How are you, Kendrick?” Connelly said, trying to keep her voice from trembling.  
 
    “I’m making it,” Kendrick said as his eyes narrowed onto Connelly. “You?” 
 
    “Have you heard anything new about Ally?” Connelly blurted out.  
 
    “Connelly,” Rebecca said angrily as she shook her head.  
 
    “What? I know Silas would be doing anything in his power to find out who killed me. He wouldn’t be at a party and downing shot,” Connelly said as her eyebrows arched.  
 
    “The department is working diligently to find out what happened; isn’t that right, Silas?” Rebecca smiled to Silas.  
 
    “Of course. It’d be a blessing if some people cooperated,” Silas said coyly as he sipped from his glass, his eyes staring into Kendrick.  
 
    “Well, it was good seeing you guys,” Rebecca said, abruptly ending the conversation, as she grabbed Kendrick’s hand and lead him into the crowd. Connelly turned with Silas as they both watched Rebecca and Kendrick disappear into the crowd dancing along the patio.  
 
    “I need something a little stronger than champagne; you want anything?” Silas asked as he made his way towards the canopy where the bar was set up.  
 
    “I’m good; I’m going to find Victoria and Lillian,” Connelly nodded as she turned, making her way through the crowd and towards the tables sat up in the right corner of the patio. Connelly pushed around a dancing couple…as her eyes settled onto Victoria and Lillian standing at a table, sipping their wine.  
 
    “I thought you ditched out on us!” Victoria smiled as Connelly rushed up to them.  
 
    “God, you look amazing!” Connelly grinned as she stared at the long, white Prada gown that hugged tightly around Victoria’s thin frame.  
 
    “Please,” Victoria rolled her eyes as she hugged Connelly quickly. “Where is Silas?”  
 
    “He took his chances with the crowd to get a drink. A lot of people showed this year,” Connelly smiled.  
 
    “Right? I kind of wish they didn’t,” Victoria said as her eyes scanned the chaotic patio.  
 
    “Where’s Tatum?” Connelly asked as she turned to Lillian beside her.  
 
    “I’m afraid she is suffering the same fate as Silas; she’s on one tonight,” Lillian giggled.  
 
    “God, I hope she stays away from the tequila; we don’t need a replay of New Years,” Victoria joked.  
 
    “Hello, my love,” a deep voice rang out from behind Connelly. Connelly turned…as she watched Derek Hampton rush up to Victoria’s side, wrapping his arm around her.  
 
    “About time; I thought you forgot about me,” Victoria smiled as she turned, placing her hands on his shoulders, and kissing him.  
 
    “Dan Mathis was talking about one of his clients, so I was trying to help him out,” Derek smiled to Victoria as she kissed him.  
 
    “How about we go inside? Get away from the party for a second?” Victoria smiled as she gently bit his bottom lip. Connelly stepped back, confused, as she watched Victoria’s tongue flick the tip of his nose. She was never this touchy feely in public with Derek. She usually hated showing any sort of public affection. There must be something in the wine tonight. Connelly and Lillian watched as Victoria grabbed Derek’s hand tightly and led him towards the patio door in the distance.  
 
    “What the hell was that about?” Lillian asked as she smirked to Connelly.  
 
    “With this crowd, I wouldn’t be surprised if she got slipped something,” Connelly said as she shook her head. Connelly’s eyes scanned the crowd…to see Rebecca and Kendrick nowhere in sight.  
 
    “So, when do we do it?” Lillian asked, her voice trembling.  
 
    “Follow me,” Connelly whispered to Lillian as she made her way down the side of the patio and along the edge of the pool. Connelly pushed through the crowd, Lillian holding her hand behind her, as they made their way around the edge of the patio and towards the privacy fence door in the corner.  
 
    It was now or never.  
 
    Kendrick and Rebecca could return home at any given second. They had to return before anyone realized they were missing. Their time was limited…and it was already running out.  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    Lillian and Connelly quickly rushed up the walkway towards the Cunningham house, their heels clicking loudly along the concrete as the cool summer breeze danced through their dresses.  
 
    “Please be unlocked, please be unlocked,” Connelly whispered as she rushed up the front porch steps, Lillian right behind her. Connelly rushed to the front door…grabbed the handle…and turned.  
 
    It was open.  
 
    “What an idiot,” Lillian smirked as Connelly stepped into the Cunningham house. Lillian quickly rushed in behind Connelly as she shut the door tightly. Connelly slowly turned, staring into the massive, dark foyer.  
 
    “Where do we even start?” Connelly said as she walked deeper into the foyer.  
 
    “The basement?” 
 
    Connelly swallowed hard as she inched through the foyer and stepped through the kitchen doorway. Lillian stepped up beside her…as their eyes scanned the dark abyss surrounding them. Connelly looked to her right…to see the basement door in the corner…closed tightly. Connelly inched forward, her heart pounding in her chest, as she grabbed the door handle and pulled the door open.  
 
    Lillian and Connelly squinted in the darkness…staring down the set of dusty steps. Connelly quickly unlocked the screen of her phone, turning on the flashlight. Connelly held the phone in front of her, the beam of light illuminating the first few steps below.  
 
    “Are you ready?” Connelly asked nervously as her eyes looked to Lillian beside her.  
 
    “No,” Lillian said, shaking her head. They didn’t have time to waste. No matter how scared they were…no matter how terrified…they had to move fast. Connelly slowly stepped onto the first step as the wood creaked beneath her white stiletto. Lillian inched into the darkness beside her, both of them making their way down the basement stairs slowly. The phone in Connelly’s hand trembled in front of her, the light moving softly along the dusty stairs.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Lillian said as tears filled her eyes.  
 
    “What?” Connelly asked as she followed Lillian’s gaze…to see the beam of light…illuminating the concrete floor of the basement. They knew how Ally died. They knew the details…but to see it…was almost too much.  
 
    Connelly covered her mouth with her free hand as tears filled her eyes. Connelly shook her head as they both stared down at the large blood stain…stretched out along the cold concrete floor at the foot of the stairs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    Victoria closed the bedroom door behind her and spun around, wrapping her arms around Derek’s waist and plowing her lips into his. The sound of the music pounding from the back lawn bumped through the room, vibrating the walls gently.  
 
    “I don’t know how I feel about this with everyone downstairs,” Derek said between kisses as Victoria pushed him back, falling onto the center of the bed.  
 
    “That’s the fun of it; live a little, Derek,” Victoria smiled as she grabbed his belt, unhooked the buckle, and pulled it off; the long strip of black leather hanging from her hand.  
 
    “Aren’t you feisty tonight,” Derek grinned as Victoria leaped on top of him, straddling him on the bed…her long gown blanketed the edge of the comforter and over the side of the California king.  
 
    “You have no idea,” Victoria smirked as she leaned down, shoving her wet tongue into Derek’s mouth, massaging his with her own. Victoria moved back and forth on top of him as she felt his cock stiffen between her thighs just below her thrusting waist. “Sounds like you need a little liquid courage,” Victoria smiled as she flipped to her right, rolling off of the bed. Victoria kicked her heels off as her bare feet moved along the cold hardwood, making her way to the small minibar in the corner of their bedroom. Victoria snatched a scotch glass from the counter and pulled a bottle of whiskey from the shelf. Victoria glanced over her shoulder, her back to Derek, as she watched him unzip his white slacks…and lower them to his ankles…his erect penis standing up in his white underwear. Victoria glanced down to the glass on the counter as she reached into the neckline of her dress…and pulled out a tiny glass bottle; the poison… 
 
    Victoria quickly twisted the cap off and poured the small amount of liquid into the bottom of the glass, covering the clear base. Victoria grabbed the bottle of whiskey and poured into the glass…as the clear liquid mixed with the brown liquor. Victoria spun around, the glass in her hand as she strutted back towards the bed. Derek sat up as Victoria climbed onto him, straddling him on the edge as she motioned the glass to his lips.  
 
    “Maybe after…don’t want to lose it while I’ve got it,” Derek smirked, referencing his poor excuse of an erection. The whole four inches…what was left to lose? Victoria sighed as Derek leaned up further, kissing the right side of her neck…his warm lips traveling down towards her perky breasts. This was the last time he’d ever have her…she might as well give him the ride of his life. Victoria grinned as she reached to her left, setting the glass onto the side table. Victoria then pressed her hands against Derek’s chest, pinning him onto the California king.  
 
    Victoria’s polished fingers traveled up his dress shirt, popping open each button, revealing his hairy chest beneath the fabric. There was no turning back now. One more quickie to suffer through…and then…Derek would be just a memory. Victoria reached down between Derek’s legs, cupping his solid cock in her hands…as she spread her legs around him and lowered herself down. Victoria’s nails clawed into Derek’s chest as she felt his short, stumpy penis slide into her. She threw her head back, exaggerating the pleasure…as her dark eyes stared down at him.  
 
    “Tell me you love me,” Derek said breathless as his hands tightened on Victoria’s thighs. Victoria smiled coyly…as she leaned down, her lips inches from his right ear.  
 
    “Till death.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lillian 
 
    “I’ll just be a couple seconds,” Lillian said as she walked up the driveway of her home and towards the house.  
 
    “I’ll be out here…I need some air,” Connelly sighed. Lillian wanted to check on Gordon. Sure, she had the feed from the hidden camera set up to her phone…but she still didn’t trust Kylie…not at all. After everything she had pulled, she had to be sure that Gordon was alright. She had to be sure that Kylie wasn’t pulling any more hideous stunts. Lillian turned the handle of the front door and stepped inside, shutting it behind her. Lillian’s eyes scanned the dark and deserted foyer of her home…listening to the cryptic silence.  
 
    “Hello?” Lillian called out…as her eyes glanced down…to see a large black duffel bag placed in the corner beside the front door. What the hell was going on? Where were they? Lillian rushed forward, her heels sounding off on the floor, as she made her way up the staircase. “Gordon? Kylie?” Lillian called out, taking two steps at a time. Her car was still here…so they were in this house…somewhere. Lillian stepped into the second level hallway and rushed to Gordon’s bedroom door at the end of the corridor. Lillian quickly turned the handle and stepped inside… 
 
    To see Gordon’s bed, empty.  
 
    “Oh, my God,” Lillian said, covering her mouth, as tears filled her eyes. It was way past Gordon’s bedtime. His nightlight wasn’t even on. Something…was terribly wrong. Lillian spun around and stormed into the hallway, making her way towards her and Tatum’s room. Lillian pushed the bedroom door open…to see Kylie and Gordon…no where in sight. “Gordon!” Lillian cried out as she rushed to the side table beside their bed…and pulled the drawer open…to see Tatum’s handgun inside.  
 
    Enough was enough.  
 
    Lillian snatched the handgun in her trembling hands and turned the safety off…as she inched into the hallway…her eyes scanning the darkness surrounding her.  
 
    That’s when she heard it… 
 
    The footsteps…echoing from downstairs. She…was taking Gordon. Lillian quickly rushed forward, running down the hallway and towards the stairs just a few feet ahead. Lillian quickly sped down the stairs…leaping into the foyer…as she heard the footsteps echoing to her right. Lillian rushed through the living room doorway…as her eyes widened… 
 
    To see Kylie…carrying Gordon in her arms, his tiny body wrapped in a blanket; his eyes, closed tightly…he was fast asleep.  
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” Lillian snapped, the gun shaking in her hand.  
 
    “Lillian, put the gun down,” Kylie demanded.  
 
    “I’ve got a better idea…put my son down…now,” Lillian ordered as she raised the handgun, pointing it at Kylie’s face.  
 
    “OK, OK…just calm down,” Kylie said, her voice trembling, as she lowered Gordon’s sleeping body onto the couch. Kylie slowly turned towards Lillian and raised her hands…surrendering.  
 
    “Were you going to take him? Is that what you were doing?” Lillian asked as tears flooded her eyes.  
 
    “Lillian, just let me explain,” Kylie said as she stared back into the barrel of the gun pointed at her.  
 
    “You come into our house…and we give you one more chance…and this is what you do? How fucking sick are you?” Lillian growled as she shook her head, her eyes locked onto Kylie.  
 
    “You have no idea…how long I’ve been searching for him,” Kylie cried, her hands trembling in the air.  
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Lillian asked, the gun still locked onto Kylie.  
 
    “Gordon…he’s my son, Lillian. He’s my son,” Kylie cried, warm tears trickling down her face. 
 
    “What?” Lillian asked, her voice trembling. “You’re crazy. You’ve lost your mind.”  
 
    “No, I’m not. I was sixteen years old when I had Gordon. I wanted to keep him…I wanted to raise him. But, my parents...they wouldn’t let me. They took that decision away from me, Lillian; ripped it right out of my hands,” Kylie sobbed. “I searched records…orphanages…everything to find him. And then…I finally tracked him down…here.”  
 
    “He’s not your son, Kylie,” Lillian cried, shaking her head.  
 
    “He is, Lillian. I’m not leaving without him. I’ve been waiting for this…for so many years. He doesn’t belong here with you…he belongs with me…his real mother.” 
 
    “I AM his real mother!” Lillian snapped, inching towards Kylie, the gun aimed at Kylie’s forehead.  
 
    “You can tell yourself that all you want…but he didn’t grow inside of you. My blood runs through his veins…and all you have is a piece of paper,” Kylie growled, wiping her tears from her cheeks. “You don’t understand the strength of a mother’s love…not yet.”  
 
    “What?” Lillian asked, confused.  
 
    “Your doctor called a few hours ago. She wanted to set up some more tests,” Kylie smiled coyly. “I know about the baby.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lillian lied as she placed her finger onto the trigger.  
 
    “If you don’t let me leave with him…I’ll tell Tatum; about the sick and disgusting affair you’ve been having behind her back…and with a man, at that.”  
 
    “You don’t know what you’re talking about, Kylie,” Lillian cried, shaking her head.  
 
    “Was she not enough for you, is that it? Did you miss cock too much? So, you had to go behind her back and get it from whatever guy would slip it to you?” Kylie asked angrily, her fists tightened at her sides. “How could you do that…to someone like Tatum…to someone as amazing and caring…as her.” 
 
    “Shut up,” Lillian snapped, her jaw tight.  
 
    “You’re disgusting, Lillian. Gordon would be better off without you. If I had it my way, I’d take Gordon and Tatum. God knows they’re both better off with me; with a real woman…who will love them…cherish them…and never hurt them.”  
 
    “Get out of my house.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to see the look on Tatum’s face when I tell her…about the disgusting little secret that’s growing inside of you right this very second. Do you think she’ll cry…or scream? I hope you enjoy living on the streets after she finds out what kind of deceitful little cunt you are.”  
 
    “I said GET OUT!” Lillian yelled, inching closer to Kylie, the gun trembling in her sweaty hands.  
 
    “I hope you know…that what you put out into this world…comes right back to you. With your record…I’d be scared if I were you,” Kylie said sternly. “You’re going to lose your son…and your wife…and it’s all because you couldn’t keep your dirty little legs closed.”  
 
    “Kylie, get out,” Lillian said once more. She was running out of patience. She wanted to pull the trigger…and end this once and for all. She couldn’t let Kylie tell. She couldn’t let her take Gordon and destroy everything that she had been working so hard to build these last eight years. Not today. Not ever.  
 
    “Just…let me take my son…and you’ll never hear from me again. That’s all I’m asking, Lillian. I am giving you an out here…an out to save what’s left of your pathetic little marriage! If you let me take him tonight…it’ll be over. I won’t say anything…I’ll take it to my grave.”  
 
    “I’m counting on it,” Lillian said through her tears…as she closed her eyes tightly…and pulled the trigger.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Victoria 
 
    Victoria rolled off of Derek, collapsing onto the bed beside him as her chest heaved up and down beneath her dress. Victoria glanced to Derek beside her…his eyes glued to the ceiling as a drop of sweat trickled down his brow.  
 
    “You wore this old man out,” Derek laughed as he looked to Victoria beside him. Victoria smiled as she turned onto her stomach, resting her head against his shoulder.  
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Victoria laughed as she slowly sat up onto the bed. It was time. Enough waiting. Enough beating around the bush. It was now or never. “How about that drink?” Victoria grinned as she reached forward to the side table as Derek sat up onto the bed. Victoria wrapped her hands around the glass and turned, motioning it to Derek as he buttoned his dress shirt.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Derek smiled as he grabbed the glass and brought it towards his lips…just a few more inches.  
 
    A set of loud knocks then sounded off on the bedroom door as Victoria and Derek’s eyes darted towards it.  
 
    Of course… 
 
    “Victoria! Are you in there?” Connelly’s voice called out through the door as Victoria sighed. Could she not just kill her husband in peace?  
 
    “What is it, Connelly? I’m a little busy!” Victoria screamed at the door as she walked towards it. Victoria glanced back…as she watched Derek place the glass back onto the side table…pulling up his white slacks quickly.  
 
    “I need you! NOW!” Connelly begged through the door. Victoria sighed as she grabbed the handle and ripped the door open, staring back at Connelly.  
 
    “I’m a little busy right now,” Victoria said sternly, her eyes burning into Connelly.  
 
    “Not too busy for this,” Connelly said as she reached forward, grabbing Victoria’s hand, and dragging her into the hall.  
 
    “Just wait her, Derek!” Victoria called out behind her…as Connelly dragged her out of the room and into the hallway. Derek quickly grabbed his tuxedo coat from the bed…and pulled it onto his arms, securing it around his chest and torso. Derek turned, grabbing the glass…and made his way towards the bedroom door. Derek stepped into the hallway and made his way down the staircase…as he watched Connelly drag Victoria out through the front door…and out of sight.  
 
    Derek stepped into the empty kitchen as the music pounding from the back patio grew louder and louder. Derek stared through the large windows looking out to the back lawn, examining the massive crowd dancing and chatting along every inch of his property. Derek sighed…as he brought the glass to his lips… 
 
    “Dad, where is Victoria?” Elle called out as she stepped into the kitchen behind him. Derek lowered the glass from his lips and sat it down onto the center island countertop. Derek’s eyes widened as he looked Elle up and down, studying the short white cocktail dress that was wrapped tightly around her body.  
 
    “I thought I told you not to wear that,” Derek winced in disgust.  
 
    “Did you not see that Rebecca girl’s dress? I could be wearing that…so be thankful,” Elle said as she crossed her arms over her chest.  
 
    “I don’t know where she went; she took off with Connelly…girl issues, I’m guessing,” Derek shrugged as he made his way towards the glass patio door.  
 
    “Did she say when she’d be back?”  
 
    “Since when do you care where Victoria is?” Derek asked, confused, as he glanced back to Elle at the center island.  
 
    “We’ve…settled our differences,” Elle smiled as she watched her father turn the handle…and step out onto the chaotic patio. Elle sighed…resting her elbows onto the countertop.  
 
    What if Victoria changed her mind?  
 
    What if she wasn’t going to go through with it? If everything was going as planned…her father would be dead right now. She didn’t know the details…but she knew that the party was almost over…and time was running out. Elle’s eyes then darted down to the filled liquor glass on the counter that her father left behind.  
 
    “Score,” Elle grinned widely…as she grabbed the glass and walked out of the kitchen, taking a long sip of the bittersweet liquor inside.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Connelly  
 
    Connelly pulled Victoria through the front door of the Sinclair house and slammed it behind her, turning the deadbolt. No one could come in. No one could know.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” Victoria snapped as Connelly dragged her forward, pulling her through the living room doorway. Connelly stopped by Victoria’s side…as they both stared forward… 
 
    To see Kylie’s dead body…laying on the floor beside the couch…a bullet hole in the center of her forehead. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Victoria yelled, covering her mouth in shock. “What the fuck happened?” Victoria asked as she rushed to Kylie’s side, staring down at the blood pooling around her head.  
 
    “You don’t want to know,” a soft voice rang out as Victoria and Connelly turned…to see Lillian standing in the doorway.  
 
    “You killed her?” Victoria gasped. “I told you to fire her, not unload a round into her skull! Where was the confusion there?”  
 
    “I had to do it, Victoria! She was going to take Gordon! She…she was his biological mother,” Lillian said, tears trickling down her cheeks. “She was going to take him and…I just couldn’t.”  
 
    “We need to call the police,” Connelly said as her stomach turned, staring down at the bright red blood trickling from the hole in the center of Kylie’s forehead.  
 
    “Are you crazy?” Victoria snapped, her eyes darting to Connelly.  
 
    “No, I’m not! A girl is dead!” Connelly snapped.  
 
    “I can’t go to jail, Connelly! I can’t leave Tatum and Gordon! If they find out that she was his birthmother, they’d bury me! I can’t…take the risk of a trial or anything. I can’t risk losing my family. I don’t…I don’t know what to do,” Lillian cried as she shook her head.  
 
    “There’s right and there’s wrong…and then there’s this, Lillian. You killed an innocent person,” Connelly said, her eyes filling with tears.  
 
    “Innocent?” Victoria smirked.  
 
    “You know what I mean!” Connelly snapped.  
 
    “I know I shouldn’t be asking this of you both. I know that I did something wrong…something terrible. But I can’t go back. I can’t let this…destroy my life. She has no family…she has no friends,” Lillian said softly.  
 
    “What are you saying?” Connelly asked, confused.  
 
    “You want to hide the body?” Victoria asked…as Lillian nodded softly.  
 
    “Are you crazy?” Connelly snapped as her wide eyes looked from Victoria to Lillian. “A girl is DEAD! A girl that you killed, Lillian!”  
 
    “What do you want me to do, huh? Flush my entire life down the toilet over…over this! Over this cold-hearted bitch who tried to take my child away from me? This isn’t about me anymore, Connelly! This is about my family! This is about my son! I can’t…I can’t do this alone. I need you. You know I’d help the both of you if you were ever in this kind of situation! We promised each other that we would always stick together…through thick and thin,” Lillian sobbed.  
 
    “I didn’t know that included homicide,” Connelly said softy, staring over at Kylie’s lifeless body.  
 
    “I’ll help,” Victoria said sternly.  
 
    “What?” Connelly asked, stunned, as she looked to Victoria beside her.  
 
    “We are family, Connelly. If we don’t have each other’s backs…we’re alone in this world. Don’t even stand there and pretend at some point…you didn’t think about doing the same fucking thing to Fiona,” Victoria growled. “I’m not going to sit here and let Lillian take the fall for this. I’m not going to be the reason she loses her family and spends the rest of her life in prison.” 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m hearing this right now,” Connelly said, shaking her head, as she rubbed her hands over her face…massaging her throbbing forehead.  
 
    “I know a spot…it’s out of town. We just…we need to get her body there. We need trash bags and a shovel,” Victoria nodded.  
 
    “Listen to yourselves! This is insane! If we just go to the police and tell them that Kylie was trying to take Gordon, they’d go easy on Lillian!” Connelly cried.  
 
    “I’m not taking that chance, Connelly! I’m not going to abandon my son! You know I’d help you with anything…you know I’d be there in an instant…as I always have been! I’ve never needed you more than I do now. I can’t do this alone. Please,” Lillian begged as she wiped her tears.  
 
    “Do you want to be the reason Gordon loses his mom?” Victoria asked as her eyes burned into Connelly. “If you do, you’re not the friend I thought you were.”  
 
    “This is…this is so wrong, you guys,” Connelly cried, crossing her arms over her chest.  
 
    “You’re either with us…or against us,” Victoria said sternly, her fists clenched at her sides. “What’s it going to be?”  
 
    ~~~ 
 
    “Why couldn’t we have taken your car?” Connelly sighed as she tightened her grip on the steering wheel of her Tesla, gliding around a sharp curve surrounded with woods.  
 
    “Yeah, let’s just put her body between us in my coupe; that’s such a splendid idea, Connelly,” Victoria sighed, rolling her eyes in the passenger seat.  
 
    “How much further?” Lillian asked from the back seat as she stared out the window, the woods growing thicker and darker.  
 
    “About a mile…there should be a dirt road to the left up here,” Victoria said, pointing at the windshield.  
 
    “How do you even know about this place? I have no clue where we even are,” Connelly sighed as she squinted through the windshield, the headlights beaming through the darkness and along the pavement of the country road.  
 
    “Derek owns it. His parents left a lot for him. They used to camp out here when he was little…but no one ever comes out here now. Turn here,” Victoria said as Connelly turned the wheel, her Tesla turning to the right and moving down a dirt road…leading through the thick woods. Connelly’s Tesla rolled along the bumpy dirt road…the trees growing thicker and thicker around them…as she squinted forward…to see a small clearing of grass. “Stop here.”  
 
    Connelly put her car into park and stepped out of the car, Victoria and Lillian following behind her. Crickets chirped through the trees as Connelly stared up into the night sky, the branches shielding the view…the moonlight peeking through the leaves. Victoria moved to the trunk of Connelly’s car…and pulled it open…staring inside at Kylie’s body…wrapped tightly in a large black trash bag.  
 
    “I’m not touching her,” Connelly said sternly as she stepped up to Lillian and Victoria’s side at the trunk.  
 
    “Fine, then you get to dig,” Victoria smiled coyly as she dragged the shovel out from the trunk and thrusted it to Connelly.  
 
    “Bitch,” Connelly growled as she turned. “Where?”  
 
    “Good God, just pick a fucking spot! We don’t have all night! We need to get back as soon as possible before anyone suspects anything,” Victoria sighed as she and Lillian grabbed both ends of Kylie’s wrapped body…and pulled it out of the trunk. Victoria released the edge of the bag, dropping Kylie’s upper half onto the hard ground. Lillian gasped, her hands still around Kylie’s wrapped ankles.  
 
    “Victoria!” Lillian snapped.  
 
    “What? As if she felt that,” Victoria sighed as she rolled her eyes and stared down at Kylie’s wrapped body. 
 
    Connelly stabbed the blade of the shovel into the dirt as she glanced up at the large oak trees surrounding her. How the hell did they get here? First, they lost Ally…and now…here they were…being a group of cold-blooded murderers. If Ally could see them now…and what they had become. Connelly knew it wasn’t too soon to stop this…and to go back. She knew there was still time to call the police. But the truth was…she felt like she didn’t know Victoria and Lillian at all anymore…not after tonight. If they were willing to cover up the murder of Kylie, then they were probably more than willing to throw Connelly under the bus…and pin this whole bloody mess onto her.  
 
    Connelly glanced back as she listened to Victoria’s cellphone chime, the high-pitched ringtone echoing through the trees surrounding them.  
 
    “Hello?” Victoria said, answering her phone as she stared down at Kylie’s body. ‘Wait what? What the fuck do you mean?” Victoria gasped as Connelly stood up straight, the shovel in her hand. “God damn it!” Victoria snapped as she ended the call and looked to Lillian beside her. Connelly dropped the shovel…and stepped up beside Victoria and Lillian…as she watched Victoria slowly pace back and forth…her hands trembling.  
 
    “What’s wrong now?” Connelly asked.  
 
    “We need to make this fast. We need to get back, NOW,” Victoria snapped as she paced back and forth along the dirt road.  
 
    “What’s going on? Are you alright?” Lillian asked as she studied Victoria’s flushed cheeks.  
 
    “No, I’m not alright. I’m the furthest thing from alright!” Victoria growled as she stopped, placing her hands onto her hips. Victoria’s dark eyes slowly lifted, settling onto Connelly and Lillian in front of her. “It’s Elle…she’s dead.”  
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