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For my lovely ladies.


Thank you for holding me up in the worst year of my life.


I'm still here because of you.
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Foreword




This eight chapter novella is an excerpt from a larger work in progress that will hopefully become book four in my Port Russell romance series. As these chapters come from the second half of the book, there are a few things that will help you orient yourself before you read. 


	Emmy Huong is a long-standing standing citizen of Port Russell. She is an RCMP officer and has been a side character in the previous Port Russell books.


	Mike Newton is married to Emmy and is the father of her two boys.


	Emmy and Mike's boys are Parker (age 10) and Oliver (age 8).


	Rafaela (Rafi) Ortega is an RCMP officer who fills temporary positions as needed. She is friends with Josh Cameron (the male main character in Resistance) and travels to Port Russell to fill in when Josh has to leave suddenly.


	Rafi comes to Port Russell at the beginning of September, and because of the housing crunch in Port Russell, ends up staying at Emmy's house. 


	This excerpt begins in mid-November and ends on Boxing Day.














  
  

Chapter 1: Rafi- November 12
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Despite a late bedtime and the urge to sleep in, Rafi was awake and eager to start her day at eight the next morning. The house was quiet, with Emmy’s boys away at their sleepover. Normally, the sound of Saturday morning cartoons would drift down the hall to her room. Even when Oli tried to keep his voice down, he was loud. At eight, he still hadn’t learned how to work his inside voice. Parker was even louder when he was trying to get his younger brother to quiet down. She remembered herself at ten with her younger sisters, and how she’d mistaken the volume for authority. She chuckled, thinking of how both boys had wormed their way into her heart since she’d accepted Emmy’s offer of a room to rent in September. As she threw off her covers and stretched on the side of her bed, she realized she missed them. And she missed their mother. 

As she entered the kitchen, she found Emmy on the phone by the sink, looking out at her misty backyard. Her wavy black hair pulled back into a messy ponytail, her curves just right. Rafi flashed to the night before. The feel of Emmy’s lips pressing against hers, much too briefly. Even though she’d imagined kissing Emmy many times in the last few weeks, she’d been surprised when Emmy had pulled her closer and laid her pillowy soft lips on hers. Touching her own lips absently as she shuffled toward the island, she hoped there would be more kissing this morning, even if it changed everything. The familiar, homey kitchen filled with the rich scent of freshly brewed coffee, a stark contrast to the murky November weather outside, and Rafi’s mouth watered.

“Thanks Tan, I appreciate you negotiating this,” Emmy said as Rafi retrieved a mug out of the cupboard, resisting the urge to sidle up to Emmy and place a butterfly soft kiss on the side of her neck. “Especially the later time.” Emmy flashed a nervous smile up at Rafi, leaning forward as she concentrated on listening to her lawyer. Quelling a flare of disappointment, Rafi quietly poured a cup of coffee. “Sounds good. Talk to you later in the week.”

Emmy turned and leaned back against the counter, sighing as Rafi doctored the coffee with a slosh of milk. Emmy was having a hard time meeting her eye, and Rafi’s stomach fluttered. Was she regretting what happened last night?

“Morning. I think you need this more than I do,” Rafi said, handing Emmy the steaming mug. Emmy smiled, though it didn’t reach her usually warm brown eyes. Clearly, she was worried about something more important than a kiss. Brow wrinkling, deflecting the wave of protectiveness that suddenly washed over her, Rafi reached into the cupboard to retrieve another mug. Emmy was a grown woman; she didn’t need Rafi riding in to save her. Rafi focused on pouring herself coffee.

Emmy took a sip of coffee and exhaled in relief. “I hardly slept last night. I was so worked up about getting the boys all the way to Mike’s by noon. But while we were at the Remembrance Day ceremony yesterday, Tan negotiated a change in the visitation structure.”

Rafi sipped her own coffee. She had a thousand questions but reminded herself to simmer down. Emmy clammed up when she became overwhelmed. She glanced at the clock on the microwave. 8:15. If Emmy had to be in Langford for noon, as dictated by her soon-to-be ex, Mike, she’d have to leave Port Russell by 10:30 at the latest. Rafi thought it was absurd that he had demanded the boys be delivered to his doorstep since he split in September. She was glad Tan thought the same and had done something about it.

“A change? How so?” Rafi pulled out a stool at the breakfast bar and perched on it as she sipped her coffee.

Emmy pulled out her own stool. “He got Mike to agree to meet me halfway, instead of driving all the way to Langford, and he negotiated a later meeting, at two rather than noon.” She sighed again, running a finger around the rim of her mug.

“You don’t sound super happy about the change. What’s going on in there?” Rafi asked, concern knitting her brows together. Since Rafi arrived a little over two months ago, ironically, the same day the cowardly Mike Newton had left his wife and two kids for a twenty-eight-year-old receptionist at his company, Rafi had watched Emmy bend over backwards to accommodate the dick. She’d never met the guy, but she knew he was a pendejo; only a straight up asshole would abandon someone as amazing as Emmy and mess up the lives of two amazing kids. An affair with a subordinate ten years younger than him? Idiota.

Emmy’s head snapped up, her face twisted with guilt for a second. “I’m glad I don’t have to drive to Langford, but now he gets them until after dinner on Sunday. Which means a late night and a drive in the dark. They get to stay at the sleepover later today, but they’ll miss their soccer game tomorrow afternoon because Mike said he has tickets for some event and can’t take them.” Emmy rubbed her hands over her face and growled.

“You should maybe let Tan know,” Rafi started. Mike hadn’t set foot in Port Russell since he’d left a “Dear Jane” letter and split. Coward. Afraid someone would call him on his shit, probably. Rafi put her money on Norma Merrick. She’d never met a woman less likely to suffer a fool.

Emmy cut her off. “No. It’s the situation, not Tan. I hate everything about having to figure out shared custody. It feels wrong on so many levels. I’m already tired of having to deal with Mike and his power trips. Tan is making the best of a shit situation, and I’m grateful to him for that. I never envisioned myself having to share my kids like this. It’s so unfair. Because their father can’t keep his dick in his pants, we all have to suffer!” Emmy stood, her stool scraping against the floor, and stalked to the sink, pouring her coffee down the drain.

Rafi smiled into her coffee, her skin tingling. She’d never tell Emmy, but she was cute when she got worked up like this.

“I’m glad to see the anger has kicked in, querida. I was worried you were going to give that cabron a pass forever. This situation is on him, 100%. He could have done so many things differently- most notably actually talking to you about how he was feeling- instead he took the coward’s way out and chose to betray you, and the boys.” Rafi joined Emmy at the sink and reached for her hand. Rafi gazed down into the swirling depths of Emmy’s dark chocolate eyes. “Querida, I’m here with you. How about I tag along today, and you show me some more of this beautiful island of yours?”

Since she’d accepted Josh Cameron’s parental leave in September, she’d had little time to explore Vancouver Island. And she and Emmy had had very little opportunity to spend time one-on-one when they weren’t on duty together. Given that even that would change if this went any further- they wouldn’t be able to shift partners anymore- she needed to make the most of the time they had together. Rafi’s chest ballooned with hope, even as a voice said, It’s not a date. She was supporting a friend, that’s it. Despite the kiss last night, that’s all she would expect. At least until they could talk about what was going on between them. Emmy slid her small hand into Rafi’s, sending sparks up Rafi’s arm straight to her heart, and smiled genuinely, her face the sun in the early morning November gloom. Rafi concentrated on keeping her feet on the floor.

“It’s a date.”


      ***They hit the road with the boys just after noon, having enjoyed a sumptuous dim sum feast with Ai, Bowen, Song and the rest of their Port Russell family. The early November weather was “beautiful” according to Emmy, with low, steely clouds touching the tops of the towering conifers and a strong westerly wind whipping the heaving waves into a white frothiness. It wasn’t raining, so that was a plus, but Rafi wished she’d worn a thicker sweater. How could eight degrees Celsius be cold? Back home in Edmonton, Rafi didn’t even wear gloves until it was five below zero.

“So, what was your favourite part of the sleepover Oli?” Emmy asked, as Rafi navigated the curves of the Juan de Fuca Highway.

“Mrs. Liu let us help in the kitchen, and I beat Mr. Liu in chess!” Oli answered. “And we got as many cookies as we wanted!”

“Hmm,” Emmy said. “I’ll have to ask her to tell me the secret of how to get you to help.” Oli giggled. “Parker? How about you?”

“I liked helping Mrs. Liu make wontons and Mr. Liu taught me and Callum the French Defense. He said I’m really good at it. What did you guys do?”

Emmy glanced over at Rafi, and they shared a secret smile. “Just boring adult stuff. Went to the pub. Talked.”

“Ugh. Adults are so lame.” Oli declared. “Who wants to play ‘Would you Rather’?”

The rest of the drive flew by as they played Oli’s game, then laughed until their bellies ached when Parker got them started on a knock-knock joke war. It reminded Rafi of all the car rides she and her sisters had taken with their dad when they’d first moved to Canada. He’d loved to check out new neighbourhoods and had a love of any giant roadside attraction. They’d sing Mexican folk songs, and he’d stop to buy French fries or let them choose candy if they stopped for gas. She hadn’t thought about those afternoons in years. Her chest grew tight when she looked over at Emmy and then at the boys in the rearview mirror. She was so grateful to be included now. Rafi spied the sign for French Beach Provincial Park and flicked on her indicator as she slowed for the turn, the mood in the car taking a sombre turn.

“I don’t want to go,” Parker said.

Rafi noted how Emmy stiffened in the passenger seat. “We discussed this, Parker. Your dad is really looking forward to seeing you.”

Parker scowled and crossed his arms over his chest.

“Well, I want to go,” Oli said. “Dad always lets us stay up late and he said he got tickets to Monster Jam. I can still go if Parker doesn’t, right Mom?”

Rafi drove down the short access road for the parking lot, as Emmy twisted in her seat to face the boys.

“Yes. You will always be allowed to see your dad, Oli.” Emmy’s voice cracked, and she swallowed before she continued “Parker, I’ll back you if you don’t want to go, but I want you to know that it means a lot to me, and your dad, for you to spend time with him. I know this is new for all of us, but we’ll figure it out. Okay?”

“I see dad’s car!” Oli crowed, breaking the spell.

Mike was an idiot. Rafi’s heart broke for Parker, and she hoped he appreciated Oli’s enthusiasm and didn’t betray his sons, like he had their mother. They deserved a father; hopefully, he was still interested. Sadly, Rafi held little hope. She’d attended too many domestics to put blind faith in a man as entitled and selfish as Mike Newton.

Rafi cleared her throat. “You guys will have a great time. I’ll teach you my favourite car game on the ride home tomorrow night. Sound good?” She caught Parker’s eyes in the rearview and winked. He slowly uncrossed his arms before nodding.

“Thanks,” Emmy said quietly, squeezing Rafi’s elbow. “Grab your backpacks guys. I’ll walk you over, I need to talk to your dad for a second.”

“Bye Rafi!” Oli said, jumping out of the backseat. Parker followed more slowly. Emmy took a deep breath before she followed her sons across the nearly empty parking lot to Mike’s black SUV, parked a row over and three stalls closer to the beach from where Rafi had pulled in. Rafi twisted just in time to see Oli launch himself into his father’s arms, scoffing her disapproval, when the man quickly set the boy down and patted him on the head, like a dog.

“Pendejo,” Rafi hissed into the quiet interior of the car.

She continued to watch as Parker approached his father. There was something off about how he greeted Parker; he reached out and pulled his older son toward him, making it look like a side hug. Parker was stiff. Clearly uncomfortable. Her gut twisted in warning. Emmy took a step back, her body language shifting, her hands lifted in a placating gesture while Mike’s chest puffed up, his face contorting into a condescending sneer. Rafi’s fingers tingled; her police instincts warning her that the simple conversation was about to morph into something ugly. She needed to do something.

When she opened her car door, Mike’s voice, raised to a shout, echoed off the damp pavement.

“You’re such a liar; I have the photo right here. You’re going to deny it, to my face, in front of our children?”

Emmy stood taller and reached out a hand to Oli, who was looking from his father to his mother, confusion creasing his forehead. Parker reached for Emmy’s hand, and she took it, her profile serene as she glanced down at her son before she turned back to address her furious, soon-to-be-ex-husband. Rafi couldn’t hear what she said, but it was clear from Emmy’s body language that she was employing the tactics she used every day as a police officer. Relaxed shoulders, non-threatening stance. Voice pitched low and slow to calm rather than incite.

All that vanished when Mike shouted again.

“I called your mother, Emmy. She confirmed everything. Dyke!”

The venom in the last word aimed straight at the heart. Rafi was moving, driven by instinct. Oli’s face crumpled as he cried. Emmy stepped back as if she’d been slapped, the confidence of seconds ago dissipating, her body crumpling inward as it did. Parker hugged his mother’s arm, trying to buoy her, panic clear on his face. Rafi announced herself as she grew closer, drawing Mike’s condescending glare.

“I think it might be best to have the boys out of ear shot for this conversation. What do you think?”

Mike sneered. “Fuck off. This is a family matter. My wife’s girlfriend doesn’t get a say.”

So, it was going to be like that.

“I’m concerned for the well being of Parker and Oli. I’m duty bound to intervene,” Rafi placed a gentle hand on Parker’s shoulder. “How about you and Oli wait in the car while your parents talk?”

Emmy snapped out of her daze.

“I think that’s a good idea Parker. Oli?”

Oli shook his head, reaching out to grab Mike’s leg. Disgust flashed on Mike’s face, and he pushed Oli away. The surprise and hurt on Oli’s face bruised Rafi’s heart. When Emmy held out her hand, Oli ran the short distance and threw both arms around her middle. She bent over and whispered something in his ear, before he reluctantly released his python grip, and both boys fled for the safety of the car. Rafi’s fingers itched as she resisted the urge to reach for Emmy’s hand. Emmy took a shaky breath, straightening her spine as she glanced over her shoulder to watch the progress of the boys. When they were safely inside, she released a slow breath. Rafi tried to catch her eye as she turned to face Mike once again, but Emmy avoided making eye contact.

“I should take my boys right now. I’m worried about them living under the influence of a person who could lie and betray her family so easily,” Mike said.

Rafi bit back the laugh that threatened to bubble out. Project much? God, he was such a clown. How was it possible Emmy ever saw anything in him? Puffed up like a peacock, a self-satisfied smirk on his fat face, like he’d just won the lottery. Catching himself, Mike’s face twisted into the parody of a concerned father. Had to control his image at all costs. Idiota.

“Your mother told me everything, Emmy. How you lied to me and trapped me into marrying you so you could hide your dirty little secret. My lawyer is going to have a field day with this! You’ll be lucky to get visitation when we’re through with you.” Mike’s voice was brittle with rage, underscored by a giant heap of entitlement. A bully getting off on the pain and suffering of their victim.

In her peripheral vision, she saw Emmy shrink back into herself. She wanted to shout at her to stand up for herself; the fuckwit didn’t have a leg to stand on, but his threats had caused her to overthink and freeze. Rafi was sure Emmy was hearing her mother’s horrible, critical voice in her head, calling her a disgrace to her family. There was no way she was going to let him get one over on Emmy.







OEBPS/images/15ea536e-dfa9-41cc-82fb-eaf517e6fad7.png







