From the Desk of
Senator William R. Baxter
“Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to witness the union of William Reid Baxter and
Elizabeth Marie McNeal in the bonds of holy matrimony.”
Every nerve inside my body was electrified. To the right of me stood my brother and
Kristin. On the left, my gorgeous bride, dressed in a flowing white dress that accentuated her
blooming breasts and small but prominent baby bump.
My baby.
My almost wife.
There wasn’t a man alive who could claim to be happier than I was at that moment.
Everything managed to work out, somehow, which, I won’t lie, shocked the hell out of
me. Sitting in that living room with Victor Knolls was probably one of the most gut wrenching
moments of my life. I could’ve easily strangled him for attempting to ruin me. Throughout that
whole conversation I managed to maintain my composure, but afterward, there was a certain
vase that once resided in the Harper Family Estate that would now give Humpty Dumpty a run
for his money. No one, and I do mean no one, was putting that thing back together again.
“It is a union of two people founded upon mutual respect and affection,” the judge droned
on.
I shifted my gaze to my beautiful bride. My Elizabeth. Her blonde hair hung down her
shoulders in smooth waves. As always, her makeup was pristine. In all my life, I’d never known
a woman who looked as put together as Elizabeth. That’s saying something since I’d actually
met the president. Yet even up against the President of the United States, I’d swear my Lizzy
was perfection. Her full pink lips pursed in a hint of a smile. And her light brown eyes danced
with joy. I was in awe of her from the first moment I saw her. Call me a glutton for punishment,
but the way she commanded the room and treated me, had me determined to ruffle her a bit. She
was poised and sarcastic. My blood boiled at her disapproval, yet it yearned to kiss that know-itall smirk right off her face.
Nothing could ever take away the memory of her stalking around me that first night at

Lone Star Ranch.

My mouth went dry at the sight of the blonde bombshell sashaying toward me. I tugged
at my collar and shifted my stance. This moment was vital to my future, to my career, and there I
was locked in the gaze of the most beautiful creature I’d ever laid eyes on. The way that little
black dress hugged her body made my groin tighten so fast it was painful. And those sultry,
fuck-me eyes, had me crawling out of my skin. It’d been a long time since a woman caught my
attention like that, and never had the attraction been so intense.
When our hands touched, I could’ve sworn something bit me. Her soft skin against mine
sent a wave of magnetism shooting through me like a rocket out of a cannon. Her tongue darting
out over her lips was my undoing. I had to remind myself to be professional because the thoughts
running through my mind were anything but.
She turned her back on me, presenting me with a magnificent view of her firm ass. She
probably spent hours on an elliptical to get her body that tight, which meant she was
perfectionist. I already liked that about her.
“Please tell me this is a joke,” she snarled.
Bye-bye erection.
Hello confused and peeved.
“I beg your pardon?”
The woman ignored me. She went off on a tyrannical rant about the possible republican
candidate and how Harper suggesting me had to be some sort of a joke. This woman didn’t know
me. Hell, most people didn’t know me. I was the young, ambitious dark horse. I liked it that way.
And while I was well aware that she had no clue who I was, I knew her. Elizabeth McNeal had a
reputation of a pit bull in the political circles. She was revered. While I might’ve played dumb
about my knowledge of her when Harper suggested her, I couldn’t deny the nervousness I felt at
finally meeting Elizabeth McNeal, the Queen of Politics. Never in my life did I expect her to be
drop-dead gorgeous. I expected older, wiser, and far less attractive. I also didn’t anticipate a
world-class bitch. I guess I should’ve, though.
It was said she’d be the reason the Antichrist rose to power. She was fearless and knew
everyone who was anyone. The woman wouldn’t back down from a fight. She was hard as nails
and could squash a scandal before it attempted to make a mark on a politician’s reputation. Most
of my colleagues on the Hill feared but worshiped her. Her advice was gospel and anyone who
caught her attention was certain to be elected.
So, it was fair to say I had been warned.
However, this was a chance of a lifetime for me. To work with the best. Up until her
tirade about my inexperience, more so my age, I was stoked about working with her. She had the
tongue of a viper, filled with venom. Her lack of respect for me had me ready to turn her over my
knee and show her how forceful I could be.
The more the prattled about me, the angrier I felt. I was good at what I did. Damn good.

And I didn’t give a rat’s ass if she was the best. No one, especially some hot as hell, high on an
ego trip, blonde was going to treat me like I didn’t exist.
“Where do you get off?” I growled, my fingers twitched at my thighs. She needed a good
spanking and I was the man who could give it to her.
She whipped around to me. “Look, I’m sure you’re a nice guy, and maybe even a great
Congressman, but this is the big leagues, kid, and I’m afraid you’ll be eaten alive.”
Kid?
Are you fucking kidding me?
She had the audacity to call me a kid?
I was a thirty-four-year-old man who was not only a successful attorney, but a former
Captain in the Army. I’d served my country both overseas and on home soil. This woman had no
right to discredit me.
I stepped forward, ready to give her a piece of my mind. “I don’t know what makes you
think you have the right...”
“Years of experience,” she popped off. Smugness oozed from her. They weren’t kidding
when they said she didn’t back down. We moved in closer, somehow almost nose to nose,
neither wanting to give an inch.
I opened my mouth to rebuttal, but she turned back to Harper, wafting her hair in my
face.
Damn she smelled good. Like coconut and spice.
Closer I moved into her, drawn to this ferocious woman who incited a spark of savagery
inside of me.
I imagined that taut ass, bare and draped over my lap, as my palm cracked down across it.
I could almost see this strong woman submit to me, and I loved the image.
But instead me spanking her, she backhanded me right in the chest. Not that it hurt, but it
did startle me.
“He’s barely reached puberty.”
Talk about hitting a man below the belt.
That was it. Elizabeth McNeal might be the queen, but I was no court jester.
I pressed my body against her back and glared at an arrogant Harper. From the day I met
him, I didn’t particularly care for him. He was conceited, and as with most rich men, he believed
the world would bow to his wishes. The day we met, I’d bumped into him coming out of
Congressman Marcos’ office. We barely said two words to each other but something I did
seemed to impress him. He contacted my office a few times. Took me to lunch once or twice. It
was nothing I wasn’t used to. What shocked me was when he invited me to his ranch in Texas
where he proceeded to persuade me to run for the soon-to-be vacated senate chair. I knew it was
a long shot, that I’d be the dark horse, but he was adamant that I could win with the help of his
friend, Elizabeth McNeal.
His friend. The very woman who was making my body tingle and throb, yet my blood
boil with rage.

I scrunched my eyes and watched how he looked at her. There was something going on
between them. They were close, that much I knew, but how close?
Were they lovers?
Nah.
Her reactions to Harper were too much like Kristin’s were toward me. They were simply
friends.
But he wanted more. It was in his eyes. The way he looked at her.
Hmm. This was interesting.
“I know you said she’s the Queen of Politics, but I’m not taking this ageist crap from
anyone. I don’t care if it’s the Pope himself. I appreciate your support, Mr. Harper, but I’m out if
it means I have to work with someone who’s as prejudice as she is.”
Ha! Let her stick that in her pipe and smoke it.
On the heel of her shoe, she pivoted around to me with her teeth barred tight. I couldn’t
stop the smirk that spread across my face. I’d knocked the Queen to her knees.
“Ageist? Prejudice? I’ll have you know I’m neither of those things, but what I am is a
person with a great deal of experience. I was running high-profile campaigns while you were
discovering hair in awkward places. How old are you anyway? Thirty? Thirty-one?”
I glanced up at Harper and back at Elizabeth. She was fuming, but then again so was I.
“Thirty-four.”
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she let out a huff of frustration. “And that
right there is my point. The odds are already stacked against you being a Democrat in Texas. Not
to mention the fact you’ll most likely be running against a well-known politician, where no one
even knows your name. Those two issues alone put us in the weeds, but you add being under
forty to the mix and we might as well kiss that seat goodbye.”
Everything inside me burned with fury. And while I felt anger boiling hot under my skin,
I found myself staring down at her tempting lips. The urge struck me once again to grab her by
the arms and kiss that snappy mouth of hers until she succumbed to me. She should know how a
real man feels, and that my age didn’t mean shit when it came to the things I could do to her.
And in the Senate seat, which was actually the point of the conversation.
But fuck, those lips.
I blinked back the lust and gathered my wits about me. “Lady, you don’t know me. So
don’t pretend to. I might be young but I’ve got a lot of experience under my belt and I won’t
allow some know-it-all consultant tell me I don’t have what it takes to serve the American people
because I’m not old enough.”
It was my turn to bury her in a diatribe that would’ve made the senate floor stop and
listen. I slung my words, weaving elegance around how age didn’t matter and I was the right
man for the job. I couldn’t believe those words were coming out of me. I was a think on my feet
kind of guy, the Army has a way of making a person do that, but this was beyond my training.
This woman, in all of her smug, sexy bolster managed to create something inside me that made
my chest puff with pride. It was clear to see why she was the queen of politics.

And I was under her spell.

“Repeat after me. I, William Reid Baxter, take this woman to be my lawfully wedded
wife.”
Facing Elizabeth, I smiled. Soft light danced over her face. Happiness. Pure,
unadulterated happiness emanated from her.
The way she looked, the expression on her face, brought to mind how she appeared to me
in the hallway of the university after I told her I wasn’t giving up on us. Her little game was over.
I’d won. Yet she continued to fight the pull we had toward each other. I understood her need to
keep distance, but I didn’t want it. Who cared if I was her client? Most of all, who cared that she
was older than me? I sure as fuck didn’t, and I made that perfectly clear when I found her
dodging me.
She could run, but she couldn’t hide.

Once again I found myself infuriated by this woman.
That kiss!
God, help me that kiss burned a hole inside my brain. All I wanted was to whisk her away
from the trail and claim her once and for all. Instead, I got the cold, rigid Elizabeth who was
sporting a jealous streak a mile wide.
I hated her doubting my connection to her. I hated that she might think something was up
between Kristin and me. Most of all, I hated the great divide that was once again between us.
Elizabeth had a knack for pushing people away. I’d watched her closely. Everyone was held at
an arm’s length. I didn’t take her for jaded, not really. Though I could see how she might be. I
wasn’t clueless to what politicians were like. I worked with them day in and day out just like she
did.
Politicians are ruthless, dirty, and perpetual liars. On any given day, I am lied to a half
dozen times before I can finish my first cup of coffee. From the day Aaron talked me into
running for Congressman, I’ve hated the lying in this world. But I also knew how to play the
game, bend the truth, and dodge bullets.
Elizabeth didn’t dodge bullets, though. She faced them head on. She was riddled with
bullet holes and she didn’t trust me. I had to fix that.
Ten seconds. That was all I needed to clear the air.
But those ten seconds weren’t possible. Not with Harper taking her off into my bedroom.
Harper.
That bastard was becoming a thorn in my side, and Elizabeth noticed nothing. All she
saw was her childhood friend. For a woman who could smell out dirt the way she did, her senses
were off when it came to him. Harper oozed with confidence in her presence. A peacock on the

mating prowl. His intentions were as obvious as my height, and still she turned a blind eye.
Had Harper decided to join us to the university, I might’ve exploded. It was bad enough
that I was on edge during the rally. I delivered my lines as practiced, but all the while my head
rolled around the scoreboard Elizabeth had been keeping of us. It was open when I picked up her
tablet on the chair. There, in black and white, were the tabs she kept on our flirting.
I’d always been the kind of guy who took things to heart, especially when it came to
women. A relationship wasn’t a game to me, and here Elizabeth had turned our interactions into
just that.
After the rally, I watched her every move. It was as if she was doing whatever she could
to avoid me. My assumptions were proven correct when she dodged me in the university
hallway.
At first I almost walked away. If she wanted to avoid me so badly then who was I to force
myself on her? But the competitive nature in me wouldn’t allow myself to back down.
Okay, maybe it was libido.
Or my heart.
Whatever it was, I gave in to the chase.
I dashed the other way and snuck in behind her. I was done with her avoidance. I was
winning her little game once and for all, because no one, not even Kristin or Taylor, had touched
my soul the way Elizabeth had.
From the corner, I watched her. She was tense. Her body taut. She blew her bangs out of
her eyes and pushed off the lockers. I almost laughed when she glanced around the adjacent
corner. She was looking for me.
This game was on. I was at the three-point line ready to land the winning basket.
Careful not to make a sound, I walked up behind her and moved my lips to her ear.
“Looking for someone?”
From her side profile, I caught the deer in the headlight look that displayed over her
features. I’d startled her.
Good.
That gave me the upper hand.
She twisted around, almost bumping into my chest. She plastered on her cool persona,
but that look in her eyes screamed reckless and wild. And when she pursed those lips, it took all I
had not to grab her and kiss her right then and there.
Play it cool, Baxter.
I moistened my lips with the tip of my tongue, as she stammered over my name. It was
fun to watch her squirm under my gaze. I took a step closer to her, closing any distance between
us, and I tucked her hair behind her ear.
Just like the night on the bus, I felt her unravel before me. Elizabeth, the control freak,
became putty in my hands.
With my best game face, I dropped my voice to a husky whisper. “Look at me,
Elizabeth.”

Her eyes popped up meeting mine, and I knew I was about to win this game of hers once
and for all.
For all her bolstering and control, Elizabeth McNeal wanted nothing more than to have a
man take charge of her. If she didn’t know it before, she knew it now. I was that man.
“So I guess that means you’re avoiding me then? I mean, you’re the one ducking around
corners, after all.”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
Ha! A weak attempt at playing coy, but I let her go on with her charade. If she thought
she had the upper hand she’d drop her guard even further. I was banking on her being completely
open and willing to whatever I wanted before I let her escape my clutches.
And my wager paid off. She did exactly what I wanted and while she went off about how
she was doing her job, I maneuvered her back against the lockers, blocking any escape she might
have.
The locker rattled has her head hit the metal. I pressed my hands against the cold steel,
caging her in.
She pressed her hands against my chest. “Liam, we can’t do this here. What about the
media?”
I stepped in closer. “I don’t care,” I growled, watching her shake at the tone of my voice.
She tried to argue her way out, but I had to know, “You were jealous of Kristin this
morning.”
Like she had any reason to be jealous. Kristin had a thing for this girl named Jennifer
Gordon. I’d had the chance to meet Jennifer and thought highly of her. She was a good match for
Kristin, but as long as Kristin hid who she really was, a woman like Jennifer would eventually
slip through her fingers. They always did, which I hated for my friend.
“And what makes you think that?” Elizabeth croaked.
Oh, yeah. She was jealous.
I leaned in, moving my mouth close to her ear. “Because it’s exactly why I reacted to
Harper the way I did. Tell me that asshole didn’t touch you in my room.”
She wiggled against my chest, sending vibrations of desire funneling through my body.
How easy it would’ve been to wrap her legs around my waist and thrust up into her warmth
where I knew we both wanted me to be.
Control, Baxter. Show her who’s boss.
“You...you were jealous of Harper?”
The quivering sound of her voice made my dick strain against my pants. I flicked my
tongue against her earlobe and breathed, “Yes. Insanely jealous.”
She shivered as I trailed hot kisses behind her ear and down her jaw. I let her yammer
about how nothing had happened between them. I believed her. Her reaction to me was evidence
enough that she was telling the truth. She was a woman who ached to be touched by a real man.
Not some wimp who’d thrown his chance at having her away time and time again.
Which would also explain why she was running away from me. What I represented

scared her and all her independent glory. And though I knew the answer to the question, I asked
it anyway, just to see how she would react. “Are you avoiding me?”
“Yes,” she squeaked.
Honesty. I loved that about her.
“Why?”
“Because I can’t resist you anymore.”
And the winner is ─ William Baxter!
“Then don’t,” I encouraged, knowing she was a goner.
And even still she tried to wiggle out of our connection one last time, but I wouldn’t have
it. The game was over. I’d won, and I was claiming my prize. I pressed my lips to hers, not
waiting for her to accept or deny me. I was taking...everything. Her mouth. Her body. And most
of all, her heart.
Elizabeth McNeal would no longer deny me.
Yes, I’d take things slow. I wouldn’t force her over the brink too fast. I’d wait until we
were back in DC before I stepped things up.
Patience was a virtue and I had it in spades with extra to spare.

And waited, I did.
Even though I was stuck with a serious case of blueballs, watching her get annoyed every
time I put on the brakes was worth it. There was no telling how many times I’d jacked off just to
relieve the pressure of our make-out sessions, but I wasn't about to give into her wiles while on
the road.
For Elizabeth that would’ve made things too easy. She needed to work for something to
make it important. No matter how much I pursued her, if she didn’t believe the choice was hers,
she would never give it her all.
So, when I showed up at her home that night in Alexandria, I only wanted to test the
waters. I never expected to find myself submerged. The days to follow were a whirlwind and
while I knew I was deeply in love with her, I had to tread lightly. Elizabeth would spook easily
and I wasn’t about to lose her over something as silly as a word.
Once my scandal broke, I was sure I’d lost her. She told me things were only temporary,
but I saw the bigger picture. She wanted to distance us so she could find a way to break things
off. She was so worried about me losing the race that she’d do whatever it took to ensure my
winning. Even if that meant letting go of the one thing we both knew would kill us.
But it all managed to work itself out. For here I stood, facing the woman I loved as the
officiant proclaimed, “I now pronounce you, husband and wife.” The judge tilted a smile in my
direction. “You may kiss your bride.”
I cupped her face in my hands and pressed my lips to those of the woman who was now
my wife.
My beautiful wife.

She was mine for all eternity and I’d never let anything or anyone hurt her again.

I more than nailed my interview with Masters. He was practically eating from the palm of
my hand when I was done. After the show he followed me to the green room and practically
begged me to tell him about Taylor.
I obliged, determined to keep him in my back pocket. The story wasn’t an easy one to
tell. Taylor had been my law school sweetheart. She was sixteen months older than me and a
year ahead of me in school. On her graduation night, I planned on asking her to marry me. I’d
picked up the ring while running errands for her graduation celebration. The setting was perfect.
Everyone we knew and loved was going to be there. When I arrived home, however, she was
sitting at the table with a letter in her hand.
I inquired as to what it was, and she informed me she’d been offered a job at a reputable
firm in California. I sat down stunned. I had no idea she’d applied for jobs that far away. The
ring in my pocket became an anchor when she said she was taking the job. I rambled about long
distance relationships and how I could move after I graduated. That was when she told me we
weren’t working for her. So, rather than celebrate a commitment of our love, I spent the night of
her graduation moving out of our apartment and on with my life.
Masters was speechless. Known as a man who was legendary for breaking politicians and
I’d brought him to tears.
He wished me luck on my debate for the following evening and told me to get to
Elizabeth as quickly as I could. The man even set me up in his limo so that the media wouldn’t
follow me. It was on my way to the ranch that I listened to Elizabeth’s message. The driver
kindly obliged when I asked him to turn around and head south to Elizabeth’s Dallas home.
When I arrived, I was worried. About a million reasons flooded my head as to why
Elizabeth sounded so upset, but I didn’t expect the one to be Harper.
After she told me everything, I was livid. I’d put up with that man’s shit long enough. It
was one thing to come after me. It was a whole other thing to betray the woman I loved.
If my career was over, I was going down in a blaze of glory, and I was taking Guy Harper
with me.
Elizabeth pleaded with me not to leave, as I rushed out to Masters’ awaiting vehicle and
instructed the driver to take me to Lone Star Ranch.
Text after text came from Elizabeth, imploring for me to turn around. According to her he
wasn’t worth losing the election over, but I begged to differ. Harper supposedly loved Elizabeth,
that part of the story I believed, but for him to leak photos because he was jealous, that was too
far-fetched even for him.
At the ranch, we found the front gate open. I informed the driver to wait for me, because I
didn’t intend on being too long.
Anger surged through me. I stormed into the house, uncaring of anyone who might try to
stop me. As a man on a mission, I dared them to try.

I rushed into Harper’s office. On the sofa, he sat with a photo album laid out on his knees
and a bourbon in his hand. I was sickened by the sight of him.
“Who the hell do you think you are?” I demanded, marching toward him.
Harper jumped at the sound of my voice, but he recovered quickly. He closed the book
and placed it along with his glass on the coffee table in front of him. “Liam, you need to calm
down.”
“Calm down? Are you fucking serious?”
Harper stood up and raised his hands as if he were trying to tame a wild horse. That did
nothing but infuriate me further.
“I admit, I made some mistakes. I handled things wrong, but if you’ll just hear me out.”
I laughed, good and loud. There was no hearing him out. I was there to give him a piece
of my mind and leave.
“Fuck that. I know what you did. You betrayed me. But worst of all you betrayed her.”
Harper inched closer to me. “It was an accident.”
He thought moving in might give him the upper hand ─ he thought wrong.
I crossed the distance between us and dared him to try something. Anything. I wanted
him to give me a reason to punch him.
“No,” I sneered, poking him in the chest. “That wasn’t an accident. You had those
pictures taken for a reason. You had her followed. You sick, perverted bastard. How dare you
treat her that way?”
“I didn’t want her to get hurt by you!” Harper yelled. “You’re nothing more than a
crooked politician. She deserves better than that.”
“I’m crooked?” I sniffed. “I’m not the one releasing incriminating photographs to the
press of a woman I claim to love.”
“No, but because of you, her career is over. She’s now going to be scrutinized by
everyone. She’ll have to give up her role in all of this. And for what? A romp with a playboy
who’ll fuck any old bird he can find.”
My fists balled at my side. I gritted my teeth, my nostrils flaring with anger. “You listen
to me; Elizabeth’s career isn’t over any more than mine is. And contrary to your twisted beliefs, I
have never fooled around. I love Elizabeth.”
Harper took a step back. That was better than if I’d actually struck him. “You don’t even
know what love is. You screwed a married woman,” he snarled.
I clapped my hand over my face. The stupid bastard actually believed the rumors. But
then, I shouldn’t have been surprised. Those who wanted to burn me in effigy believed I could
actually have an affair with Anita Cole.
“Let me tell you about Mrs. Cole. She’s a smart, witty, and amazing woman, and I hold
her in the highest regard, but I have never and will never sleep with her.”
“Pff. Right. You expect me to believe you?”
I nodded once. “I do. You see, I first met Anita through her husband while I was in the
JAG Corp. The reason those pictures Victor had made us look so cozy is because we’re old

friends.”
“Lies. All lies. And Elizabeth bought into them.”
I let out a half-hearted sigh. Elizabeth was right. Talking to Harper was a waste of breath.
He wouldn’t believe the truth because if he did then he’d have to admit he did everything for his
own selfish purposes.
“You know, I don’t get you. You came to me wanting me to run for this position. I was
content in the House. Why ask me if you didn’t believe in me?”
Harper stepped around his desk. He tilted forward and pressed his hands against the
hardwood, meeting my gaze. “Do you want the truth?”
“Generally speaking, that’s usually the best way to go.”
Harper’s mouth twisted into a terrible smirk. “You’re young. Impressionable. With you
in the Senate and in my debt, I could do whatever I wanted.”
There was the missing piece. “And hiring Elizabeth to run my campaign would ensure
my win.”
Harper plopped down in his chair. “Exactly.”
Energy built up inside me. I rested my hands on the back of the chair to keep myself from
pacing. I needed to show strength. “But there was a flaw in your plan. You never expected
Elizabeth to fall in love with me.”
Harper scooted forward, his nose wrinkled and the vein in his forehead popped. “She’s
not in love with you.”
“Oh, but she is.”
“If you knew her better, you’d know that wasn’t true.”
I pushed away from the chair and started toward the door. “If you knew her better, you’d
know how true that statement is.” I stopped at the entrance and turned to Harper. “And just so
you know, I’ll never be in your back pocket. Any donations you’ve made to my campaign will
be reimbursed in full.”
“That’s going to draw suspicions.”
I shrugged my left shoulder. “It might, but this close to the end, it’s not going to matter.”
Harper jumped up from his seat. “You’ll never be able to make her happy. I know her.
She won’t settle down. She didn’t with Russell and she won’t with you.”
“But she would with you?”
“She’s been with me the longest.”
Delusional.
“She was never with you, Harper. Remember that.”
“And trust me when I say, she won’t stay with you, either.”
The sad ramblings of a desperate man attempting to make his last coup.
“We shall see, but that’s more than I can say for you, because after the stunt you just
pulled, she’ll never forgive you.”
His smug demeanor dropped. I’d nailed his warrant to the door and there was no going
back.

“She’ll get over it,” he muttered.
“That’s where you’re wrong. You could’ve done almost anything, Harper, but attacking
her character is a game changer for her. You of all people should know that.” I rolled my
shoulders feeling the tension of a headache pulling at my tendons. I’d soon be with Elizabeth
again, and there I’d find my relief. “And I’m here to tell you right now, if you try to contact her
or Jordyn again, I’ll make sure everything you’ve done is exposed. Every illegal practice, every
manipulation, including the ones no one knows about. I know them and I will ruin you with
them.”
Okay, I was bluffing a little, but he didn’t need to know that.
I didn’t give him a chance to respond. I turned on my heel and marched out the same way
I came in. It felt good to put him in his place. Now, I had to deal with smoothing things out with
Elizabeth. She was going to be furious with me, but it was worth it to protect her.
Always for her.

There are moments in time that define a person. They’re forever ingrained into our
psyches. Putting Harper in his place had been one of those moments for me. A story as old as
time, I was a man determined to take care of my woman. Deep down, I knew the story didn’t end
there, though.
Hand in hand with Elizabeth, we faced the congregation of our family and friends who’d
come to witness our union. I placed my left hand, now donning a titanium wedding band, over
her stomach. My family, my life was here in this moment. My world was complete.
Off in the distance, a sliver of light flashed, brightening the dim room. I glanced outward
to catch a glimpse of the familiar departing entity disappearing behind the door.
Part of protecting the woman you love includes being the bigger man. Even though she
hadn’t spoken to Harper since that dreadful day, I wasn’t foolish enough to think she didn’t miss
him. That was most evident on election night. I wasn’t about to allow her to feel that way on our
wedding day.
Elizabeth looked up into my eyes, almost worried at what we’d both just seen. I nodded,
silently letting her know I’d invited Harper.
Harper, in a way, was my wedding present to her. Mistakes were made, wrong decisions
executed, but in the end there was a history that needed true closure. Elizabeth deserved that, but
then, so did Harper.
While I never expected him to take me up on the invitation, I was happy he did. To me, it
showed he cared and wasn’t a villain. He was simply a man who did a terrible thing. Good
people do stupid shit. That doesn’t define them for the rest of their lives. By opening this door, I
was giving Elizabeth a chance to let go of the past and start our future on a clean slate.
She smiled at me and whispered, “I love you.”
“I love you, too,” I mouthed back.
And I meant it. I’d have done anything to make her day perfect, and I would spend the

rest of my life ensuring she would always feel loved. And when the time came, I’d do the same
for our son.
Happiness and love filled my soul as the judge announced, “It is my honor to be the first
to introduce you to, Senator and Mrs. William Baxter.”
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