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“It’s beautiful,” Remington said dreamily, staring at the gorgeous white dress Miles was holding up. “You’ll look great in it, Mom.”

Phoebe raised her eyebrows. “Who are you, and what have you done with Remington?” she asked. 

Remington chucked a pillow at Phoebe and said, “Hey, just because I pretty much grew up on the streets doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate beautiful clothes.” 

The big day was finally arriving. Miles and McKinley had been planning their wedding for months and they had settled on the perfect day. February 16th. A few months deep into winter, so that they could enjoy Christmas at home, but still have their coveted winter honeymoon. 

The girls had been eagerly waiting to see Miles’ wedding dress, and despite her wanting to save it until the day of the wedding, she had finally conceded after Remington and Josephine’s continuous pestering. 

Erica, Josephine, Phoebe, and Remington were all piled on Miles’ couch, admiring the dress. Miles had picked it out months before and kept it tucked safely away in her closet, away from prying eyes. 

“Two days,” Josephine said. “I can’t believe you’re getting married in two days.” 

Miles smiled and said, “I almost can’t believe it either. After everything’s that happened in the past few months, it was starting to feel like this day would never come.”

“Who’s going to be in charge of the police station while you guys are on your honeymoon?” Erica asked. 

“Wesley,” Miles said. “He is the senior officer, after all, and I figured it was only fitting to put him in charge. And I’ve also put him in charge of training Officer Damon.”

Officer Sybil Damon was the second female police officer to be part of the Greensboro police department. She had passed with flying colors at the academy, and after everything that had happened with Winston, McKinley had officially made her part of the police force. There was still lots of training that needed to be done, however. 

There was another event happening, however. Since naturally, Josephine and Remington weren’t going on the honeymoon with Miles and McKinley, they would need a place to stay for the week and a half. 

Scott’s house didn’t have any extra rooms, except for Greg’s and, given his messy habits, neither Remington nor Josephine were very keen on staying in his room. 

Erica’s house also didn’t have any spare rooms. Erica had one room, her parents had another, and Lucy and Teddy shared the final room. And Josephine and Remington didn’t really want to sleep on the couch for an entire week. 

Adrian’s house was...huge and had plenty of spare rooms, but Adrian’s dad had just recently gotten a pet cat, and Remington was allergic to cats. If she even walked within 10 feet of a cat, she would start sneezing uncontrollably. 

That left...Phoebe’s house. Phoebe’s house did have an extra bedroom, and it even had a bunkbed in it, making it perfect for Josephine and Erica. The only thing was, Phoebe really wasn’t that happy about having houseguests for a whole week and a half. 

Sure, she loved Remington and Josephine, and she had nothing against them. She had settled her differences with Remington, but she just didn’t like the thought of houseguests. Her parents rarely had visitors, and Phoebe was just fine with that. The house was set up in just the perfect way and everything was organized to Phoebe’s liking. Her parents had gotten used to Phoebe’s particularity, but Phoebe wasn’t so sure that Josephine and Remington would be quite as understanding. 

But Phoebe didn’t want to be rude, and besides, her parents had already agreed, so she had to let Remington and Josephine stay with her. She had attempted to set some ground rules for them, but her mom had stopped her, telling her that she was sure that Josephine and Remington wouldn’t mess anything up. 

There was still two more days until Miles and McKinley left for their honeymoon, though, so that left Phoebe a few days to “prepare the house for guests”. 

After everyone had finished admiring the dress, Miles stood up and picked the dress up. She put the coat hanger back on it and brought it back to her closet where it was to stay until the wedding. As she was hanging it back up, Erica asked for a glass of water. 

“I need to take my medication,” she said. “It’s a lot easier to swallow with water.” 

Only a few months ago, Erica had been kidnapped along with Josephine. They had managed to escape, but Erica had almost died from dehydration before she and Josephine were rescued by Remington and Adrian. It was a traumatic experience, and Erica’s mind had blocked the memory of it, pushing it to the back of her brain. 

Except the memories would sometimes re-surface, causing to her have flashbacks in which she would see images and memories of the experience. The medication she was taking helped to nullify the memories, but if she forgot to take it, she would continue to experience the flashbacks again. She had regained some of her memory with help from Scott and Remington, but there were still parts that she couldn’t remember. 

“There’s a glass in the cabinet,” Miles said, hanging the dress back up in her closet. “Turn the small knob on the faucet to get filtered water.” 

“Thanks.” Erica headed over to the sink and got herself a glass of water. She swallowed the pill and headed back to the living room where everybody else was sitting. Miles stepped away from the closet and said, “Okay, well that’s all there is! You can all go back to doing your homework now.” 

“Oh, come on,” Remington said. “You have to tell us more!” 

“Nope, that’s it,” Miles said, smiling. “Sorry, but you four need to get back to work.” She pointed at Josephine and Remington’s homework sitting on the living-room table. “Stop procrastinating.” 

Remington sighed and stood up from the couch and Josephine followed suit. “Alright, if you insist,” Remington said. “I’ll see you tomorrow at school.” She waved to Phoebe and Erica as the two of them stood up and grabbed their backpacks. 

“See ya,” Erica said, zipping her backpack up and heading to the front door behind Phoebe. 

“Wait, hold on, Erica,” Miles said. “I wanted to talk to you about Teddy and Lucy. Are they ready? Do they know what they have to do?” 

Teddy and Lucy were the ringbearer and flower-girl, respectively. Mrs. Feldman and Miles had picked out Teddy’s suit and Lucy’s dress already, but Teddy seemed to be unable to grasp the simple concept of holding a ring. 

“So...I can’t toss the ring to Mr. McKinley?” Teddy had asked. “That would be super cool!” 

After Erica and her mom had “patiently” explained to Teddy that all he had to do was carry the ring down the aisle and hand it to the wedding officiant, Teddy seemed to understand. Or not. 

“Okay, but what if I performed a magic trick or something?” he asked. “Like if I made the ring appear out of nowhere? That would be awesome!” 

“Teddy, listen to me,” Mrs. Feldman said. “This is not a magic show or a sports game. The only thing you need to do is walk down the aisle, holding the ring, then hand the ring to the best man.” 

“Boring,” Teddy had muttered, but he eventually promised that he wouldn’t do anything crazy. Lucy, on the other hand, was much easier to handle. For the most part. She was perfectly content to throw rose petals and walk down the aisle. But she hated the dress that Miles and Mrs. Feldman had picked out. Or, more accurately, she hated all dresses. 

“Why do I have to wear a dress?” she complained. “What’s wrong with pants and a t-shirt?” 

“It’s not formal,” Erica said. “Come on, you wear a dress to church every Sunday.” 

“That’s different,” Lucy said. “They aren’t all flowy and ridiculous like this one.” She held up the dress and looked at it. “I’m going to trip over this and fall flat on my face.” 

Erica and Mrs. Feldman sighed at the same time. “You’ll be fine, Luce,” Erica said. “It’s only for one day, and you’ll never have to wear it again.” 

“Well...maybe not never again...” Mrs. Feldman said. “It was an expensive dress.”

“Not helping, Mom,” Erica said. “Look, Lucy. It’s Officer’s Miles and McKinley’s special day and they’ve asked you to be a part of it. It’s a big honor and all you have to do is wear a slightly uncomfortable dress.” 

Lucy bit her lip and looked at the dress again. “Okay, fine,” she said. “But once this is over, that dress is staying in my closet forever.” 

“Yeah...they’ll be fine,” Erica told Miles. “Just, uh, tell the best man to ready his catching arm.” 

Miles chuckled and said goodbye to Erica. “I’ll see you in a couple of days.” 

Erica waved goodbye and headed out the door, jogging to catch up with Phoebe. 
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Two days later, almost everything was in order. Refreshments were on the table, and everyone was dressed and ready. Mostly ready, anyway. 

“This dress is so awful,” Lucy complained to Erica. “When can I take it off?”  

Erica sighed and looked at the clock on the wall. “You’ve been here for all of 20 minutes,” she told Lucy. “The reception hasn’t even started yet. I doubt most of the guests are here yet.” 

The Feldmans had shown up to the wedding early, since Mrs. Feldman and Erica both knew what a pain it would be to get Lucy and Teddy to do everything just right and they needed time for them to quickly rehearse. 

“Erica, I’m going to take the twins to the back, okay,” Mrs. Feldman said, grabbing Lucy’s arm. “I might need your help, though, so watch your phone for texts.” 

“Got it, Mom,” Erica said, as Mrs. Feldman pulled Teddy away from a table before he stuck his finger into the chocolate dip for the strawberries. Erica sighed and looked around. The place was mostly empty, but there were a few people here and there, none of which Erica recognized. 

“Dang, who knew Mom had so many friends,” a voice from behind Erica said. Erica spun around and saw Remington examining the room. 

“Hey Remington,” Erica said. “Where’ve you been?” 

“I was helping Mom set things up,” Remington replied. “I didn’t realize that Mom knew all these people.” 

“Do you know them?” Erica asked. 

Remington shook her head. “Nope. I’m guessing most of them are family members, but I’ve never met any of my...err...cousins, aunts or uncles. I mean, they’re not technically my family members, but I guess I can call them that.” 

“Some of them might be McKinley’s family members and friends as well, you know,” Erica said. 

Remington bit her upper lip. “You’re right, I didn’t think of that. You know, this is weird. McKinley is going to become my adoptive father. I’m not really sure how I feel about that.” 

“What do you mean?” Erica asked. 

“Well, it’s...actually, I’m not really sure what I mean,” Remington said slowly. “You might not understand what I’m trying to say, but I don’t really know how to...I don’t know...live with actual parents.” 

Erica thought about what Remington had said. “I guess I sort of know what you mean. Not fully, but somewhat.” 

“After all, I’ve spent most of my entire life living without parents,” Remington continued. “My dad never cared what I did, and since my mom...well, it’s probably better if we don’t talk about my mom. You know, after everything that happened...and now I’m going to have two parents that actually care about how I’m doing in school, and whether or not I’m home by midnight.”

“That...is a good thing, right?” Erica asked. 

“Of course,” Remington said. “I just don’t really know how to handle it. Just imagine your whole life being completely turned upside down in the span of a few months.”

“I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” Erica reassured Remington. “And I’m sure that Miles and McKinley will be completely understanding.” 

“I hope you’re right,” Remington said. “It’s been a few months and I’m still not used to having Miles as my mom.” 

“What about Josephine?” Erica asked. “Did she adjust quickly?” 

“Oh, of course,” Remington said. “She’s used to switching parents, since she been in foster care before. And, you know, it strangely didn’t take that long for us to get used to being sisters.” 

“Oh yeah, I’ve been meaning to ask you a question about that,” Erica said. “Why didn’t Miles ask Josephine to be the flower girl?” 

“Josephine can’t handle audiences,” Remington said. “Even if they aren’t looking at her, being in front of a big crowd makes her really nervous.” 

Erica nodded. “Yeah, I know how she feels.” 

“You do?” Remington asked. “Don’t you play sports in front of an audience all the time?” 

“I do now,” Erica said. “But I used to be absolutely terrified of crowds. I remember my first soccer game. I was supposed to be playing goalie, but as soon as I saw all the parents watching from the stands, I completely froze. My mind panicked and I just stood there and watched as people kicked the ball towards the goal.” 

“Sooo, did you just let all the balls go into the goal?” Remington asked. 

“Well, I let two goals through, and then I got benched,” Erica replied. “Took me a while to earn the team’s trust and actually get to play again. And then, the next game, it happened again. I was goalie and I froze as soon as I saw the crowd.” 

“And you got benched again?” Remington asked. 

“Actually, I got kicked off the team.” Erica said. “I was in the elementary school soccer league and I was the first and only person to get kicked off the team. Who knew 6- and 7-year-olds were so competitive?” 

“But you’re like the best soccer player in our high school now,” Remington said. “How did you go from being kicked off the elementary school soccer team to absolutely kicking butt in the high school team?” 

Erica shrugged. “I don’t know. It just went away. I tried joining the soccer team again in middle school and suddenly I wasn’t terrified of the audience anymore. I don’t know what changed. Maybe I just got older.” 

“I’m not sure if that’s how it works,” Remington said. “Usually, fears don’t just go away by themselves.” 

“Are you speaking from experience?” Erica asked, jokingly. 

“Of course not,” Remington laughed. “I’m not afraid of anything.” 

“Nothing?” Erica asked, tilting her head suspiciously. “I don’t know about that...” 

“Remington!” Josephine said, walking behind Remington suddenly. Remington jumped and looked behind her with a scowl. 

“Don’t do that, Josephine,” Remington said. “You scared the daylights out of me.” Remington turned around quickly and held her finger up at Erica. “Not a word.” 

“Okay...” Erica said, chuckling. “Mrs. Not-Scared-Of-Anything.” 

“Enough,” Remington said. “Josephine, what’s the matter?”

“Not sure,” Josephine said. “Mom said she wants to talk to you in the back.” 

“Alright, be there in a second,” Remington responded. “Erica, can you do me a favour? If any guests come in, just make sure that they don’t start picking at the refreshments before the reception starts.” 

“You got it,” Erica said. “I’ll protect these sandwiches with my life.” 

Remington chuckled and headed off with Josephine, leaving Erica alone with the sandwiches and random guests. She looked around the room and tried to spot someone else that she knew. She turned to the window and suddenly felt a headache beginning to start. 

Erica recognized the symptoms and knew that she was about to go into another flashback. She pulled the bottle of pills out of her pocket and quickly swallowed one. 

‘Weird,’ Erica thought. ‘I could’ve sworn I took one last night.’ The pills were supposed to last at least 24 hours, and they had always worked before. 

Erica shrugged it off. ‘Maybe I just forgot when I took it last,’ she told herself. She turned back to the sandwich table just as Phoebe and Scott walked through the door. 

“Phoebe! Scott!” Erica called out, gesturing for them to come over to the table. They noticed Erica, and Scott waved as the two of them headed to the table. 

“Trying to sneak in a snack before refreshments are served,” Phoebe said, teasing Erica. Erica laughed. 

“Hey, I’ll have you know that Remington personally assigned me to watch over these sandwiches,” Erica said. “If you want some, you’ll have to go through me!” 

Scott rolled his eyes, then laughed with Erica. “I could totally beat you in a fight!” he said. 

Erica gave Scott a side-eye. “You sure about that?” she asked. 

“Positive,” Scott said, half-joking, half-serious. “In all seriousness, I have a height advantage and I’m a boy.” 

“And you have no idea how to fight,” Erica said. “You would lose against Teddy.” 

“Oooh, you take that back,” Scott joked. “I’ll meet you outside right now and we’ll settle this easily!” 

“Are you kidding?” Erica said. “In this dress? And you’re wearing a suit.” 

Everybody had dressed up for the wedding, including Phoebe, who had decided not to wear a pullover sweater for once. Erica was wearing a light blue dress with black flats and Phoebe had on a pale green dress with plain black shoes. 

Scott straightened his suit jacket and said, “Okay, but we have to settle this argument eventually.” 

“Scott would get his butt kicked,” a voice from behind the three of them said. “Argument settled.” Adrian, holding Katie’s hand, walked into the reception hall and laughed at Scott’s slightly annoyed face. 

“Hey Adrian,” Erica said, smiling. “Where’re your parents?” Phoebe and Scott’s parents had walked in with them, but left to help Miles and McKinley. Adrian’s parents were nowhere to be seen. 

Adrian frowned. “They’re not here,” he said. “They’re going through some stuff and they couldn’t come.” 

“What kind of stuff?” Scott asked, looking concerned. 

“It’s a long story,” Adrian said. “They told me to take Katie to the wedding while they sorted out some issues.”

“Oh. Well, I hope they are able to sort things out quickly,” Erica said. 

“Believe me, I do too,” Adrian said. “Every minute in our house feels like a war-ground. Both my parents are so tense all the time.” 

“Where’s Lucy?” Katie asked, tugging on Adrian’s arm. “I want to see her dress.” 

Adrian looked towards Erica. “Can you take Katie to Lucy?” he asked. “I don’t mean to dump her on you, I just really need some time away from her.” 

Katie frowned and looked pouty. Adrian said, “Katie, you’ve been hanging around me all the time after school for the past week. You’ve got to give me some time with just my friends.”

“But I like spending time with you,” Katie said. 

Adrian sighed. “Well, I’m flattered, I guess,” he said. “But you have your own friends too. You’d hate it if I interrupted you whenever you were playing with them.” 

“I’ll take you to see Lucy’s dress,” Erica offered. “Don’t worry, Adrian. It’s not a bother.” 

“Okay,” Katie said, instantly forgetting about what Adrian had said and followed Erica to where Lucy was. Scott chuckled and said, “Wonder if I was like that with Greg.” 

“She’s not usually this clingy,” Adrian said. “Lately she’s been trying to get me to spend as much time with her as possible; more than usual. I think she’s scared that our parents are going to get divorced.” 

Phoebe bit her lip. “It’s that bad?” she asked. “What happened?” 

Adrian shook his head. “The tension is real, but my parents aren’t getting divorced. You know how little kids’ minds are. They blow everything out of proportion.” 

“Uhh, you’re looking at the two of us who don’t have younger siblings, so...” Scott said. “Honestly, I don’t really spend much time around people who are younger than 10.” 

“Whatever,” Adrian replied. “Point is, whenever something bad happens, Katie instantly thinks of a worse-case scenario.” 

“But what’s going on with your parents?” Phoebe asked. “Do you know why they’re fighting?” 

“I tried to avoid getting involved as best as I could,” Adrian said. “But from what I could tell, Dad hasn’t been managing the finances the way he was supposed to. Now we’re a few months behind on our mortgage and stuff like that.” 

“A few months? Ouch.” Scott said. 

“Yeah, I know,” Adrian said. “I’m sure my parents will figure it out, though. Let’s just enjoy the wedding.” He eyed the sandwiches that Erica had left unguarded. “I could go for some food...” 

Adrian reached for a sandwich, but Phoebe swatted his hand away. “Uh-uh,” she said. “Those are for when the reception starts.” 

“Nobody’s going to notice one sandwich,” Adrian joked. “Don’t be such a scrooge.” 

“Hands off,” Phoebe said, her face half-serious. “I’m taking over the role of sandwich guardian for Erica.” 

Adrian shook his head. “I might not be able to beat Erica in a fight,” he said jokingly. “But I could easily beat you.” 

“Brain over brawn,” Phoebe said. “I challenge you to a battle of wits.” 

“Wait, actually?” Adrian said, looking away from the sandwiches. “Because I’m up for that if you are.” 

Phoebe checked her watch and said, “Well, there’s still 30 minutes until the reception starts, so why not? Scott, do you want to be the moderator?” 

“Um,” Scott said. “I’m not exactly sure what I’m supposed to do.” 

“Just quiz us,” Phoebe said. “Let’s pick a topic. How about science?” 

Adrian shook his head. “No way. That’s your specialty. Completely unfair. Let’s do history instead.” 

“Talk about unfair,” Phoebe protested. “That’s your specialty. We need something we’re both equally good at.” 

“Or equally bad at,” Scott said. “How about movie and TV trivia?” 

“What? No!” Phoebe said. “I don’t know anything about movies or TV.” 

“Exactly,” Scott said. “And neither does Adrian. You both suck at that topic, so it’s the best way to have a battle of wits.” 

Adrian shrugged. “Scott’s right,” he said. “It’s the only topic that we’re both equally good, er...bad at.” 

“I am not bad at that topic,” Phoebe said. “I just don’t see the need to indulge in pointless entertainment such as movies and TV.” 

“Ah, now that’s where we differ,” Adrian said. “I don’t watch movies and TV because I don’t have time, not because I don’t want to.” 

“Aw, that’s a load of hooey,” Phoebe said. “You have nothing else to do except homework.” 

Adrian frowned. “That is not true,” he said. “I have lots of stuff to do after school. I’m part of the speech club, I-”

Adrian trailed off and Phoebe smirked. “Told ya,” she said. “You just don’t want to admit that you’re as nerdy as I am.”

“Nobody is as nerdy as you, Phoebe,” Scott said. “Now are we doing this quiz or not?” 

“I guess so...” Adrian said. “Just note, if I lose, it doesn’t mean I’m not as smart as Phoebe.” 

“No, of course not,” Phoebe agreed. “We’ll all just think that you aren’t, though.” 

“Blah, blah, blah,” Scott said. “Are you two ready? Can I ask the first question?” 

“Go ahead,” Phoebe and Adrian said together. Scott readied his question, but before he could ask it, Remington interrupted him. 

“Hey, you three,” she said. “You’re going to want to come look at this.” 

“Seriously, Remington?” Phoebe complained. “Adrian and I were just about to have a battle of wits. Can’t this wait?” 

“No, get your butt over here!” Remington said. “I’m not kidding, you need to see this.” 

“Fine, whatever,” Phoebe sighed. “We’ll have to reschedule this battle for later.” 

“Yeah, yeah, great,” Remington said. She grabbed Phoebe’s arm and pulled her towards the drink table while Adrian and Scott followed. “Look over there.” 

She pointed to a man standing in the corner, wearing a button-down shirt, jeans and a fedora, which partially covered his face. He wasn’t dressed informally, but compared to everyone else at the wedding, he was underdressed. He was pouring himself a cup of water, and his head was turned off to the side.

“Are you kidding me?” Adrian asked. “You called us over to look at some random guy? This felt slightly oversold to me.” 

“Are you blind or something?” Remington asked, as the man put down the cup of water. She pointed to his face. “Recognize him?” 

Phoebe squinted behind her glasses. “Hold on, is that-”

Remington nodded and raised her eyebrows to Adrian and Scott. “Look familiar?” 

“Is that Hubert Pickens?” Scott asked, staring at the man. “What’s he doing here?” 

“I don’t know,” Remington said. “I assume that Mom didn’t invite him.”

“Well, let’s go confront him,” Scott said, getting ready to walk over to him, but Phoebe grabbed his arm and pulled him back. 

“Are you nuts?” she asked. “He might be dangerous!” 

Scott rolled his eyes. “He’s a pawn shop owner, Phoebe. How dangerous could he be? I just want to figure out what he’s doing here.” 

“Fine, if you insist,” Phoebe said. “But all four of us are going over to him.” 

Adrian cleared his throat. “Erm, three, you mean.” Remington and Scott looked at him. 

“Don’t be a wimp,” Remington said. “I mean, you’ve been kidnapped and shot at, but talking to a pawn-shop owner to just absolutely terrifying?” 

“Yeah-I mean, no,” Adrian said quickly. “It’s just that if he does prove to be dangerous, somebody needs to stay behind so they can tell Miles or McKinley.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Scott said. “Look how many people are around. What on earth do you think he’s going to do? Blow us all up?” 

Adrian shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe.” Remington rolled her eyes and grabbed Adrian’s arm. “Let’s go,” she said. “Before he walks away.” 

“Okay, okay, fine,” Adrian said, pulling Remington’s hand off his arm. “But why don’t we just ask your Mom or McKinley about Pickens?” 

“Because it’s their wedding day, dummy,” Remington said. “Would you want to be interrupted like that during your wedding day?” 

“I think that took quite the jump,” Adrian said. “My wedding day-”

“Oh, enough,” Remington interrupted. “Just go.” 

Adrian sighed and headed along with Scott, Phoebe, and Remington over to where Pickens was standing. Remington tapped Pickens on the shoulder, and he looked up at the four of them. 

Pickens gave a friendly smile. “Hey kids,” he said. “What can I do for you?” 

Remington thought it was strange that Pickens didn’t seem to be at all surprised to see them, especially if he wasn’t supposed to be at the wedding. “What are you doing here?” she demanded. 

Pickens looked confused. He raised his eyebrows and said, “What do you mean? I was given an invitation to come to the wedding.” 

Remington looked at Scott, Phoebe, and Adrian. “What invitation?” Adrian asked. “Why would Miles or McKinley have invited you?” 

“Hey, I don’t know, man,” Pickens said. He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and showed it to the teenagers. Pickens’ name was written on the back of it, in what Remington recognized to be Miles’ handwriting. Inside the envelope was indeed one of the wedding invitations that Miles and McKinley had sent out, also with Pickens’ name written on it. 

“What the heck?” Remington asked. “Mom didn’t invite you; why would she?” 

Pickens shrugged. “I don’t know. I found it in my mailbox, so I figured I might as well go. After all, it’s only polite to go to a wedding that you’re invited to.” 

Phoebe scowled. “You wrote that invitation yourself, didn’t you?” 

“Hey, that’s not how I am,” Pickens said. “What kind of monster tries to crash a wedding? I wouldn’t ever do something like that!” 

“But buying stolen goods wasn’t out of the question for you,” Scott said. 

“Oh, that was months ago, dude,” Pickens said. “Look, I know you guys don’t like me, but maybe Miles invited me because she’s trying to get me to turn over a new leaf.” 

“Only thing you’ll find under a leaf you turn over is worms,” Remington said. “If my Mom invited you, then I guess it’s fair enough that you’re here. But you’d better not do anything to disrupt the wedding.” 

Pickens held his hands up. “Don’t worry, I’ll leave you all to your own devices. Not trying to mess with anything, I promise.” 

Remington frowned, but walked away from Pickens, leaving him to finish his cup of water. The other three tailed behind her and Scott asked, “You think Miles really invited him?” 

Remington bit her tongue. “I doubt it,” she said. “But I didn’t help Mom with the invitations. Josephine did. She’d know if Mom actually sent that invitation out or not.” 

“I mean, it looked like her handwriting,” Adrian said. “And I honestly can’t see any reason for Pickens to try and crash the wedding. He’s still just a pawn shop owner.” 

“It’s her handwriting...” Remington said. “But Pickens used to be a document forger. It would be child’s play for him to forge a fake invitation to this wedding.”

“Geez, take a few steps back, Rem,” Scott said. “I mean, why on earth would Pickens go through all that trouble. I’m sure Miles just sent him an invitation to be polite. We can ask her later.” 

“For the second time, Scott, you don’t ask people stuff like that on their wedding,” Remington said. “If it turns out that she didn’t invite him, then she’s going to try and figure out how he got an invitation and mess up the whole wedding.”

“So, let’s just forget about it,” Phoebe said, looking over at Pickens, who was having a conversation with another wedding guest. “It’s not like he’s bothering anyone or anything.” 

Remington watched Pickens and then sighed. “I guess you’re right.” She pulled her phone and checked the time. “The reception is starting soon, anyway. We can ask Josephine if she remembers Mom writing an invitation out to Pickens.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Adrian said, turning to Phoebe. “Now, about that contest.” 
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“Luce, it looks great,” Erica said, helping Lucy re-tie the sash on the back of her dress. “Trust me, not that many people will be paying attention to you.” 

“I look like an idiot and this dress is too tight,” Lucy said, pulling up her left stocking. “Honestly, why couldn’t Officer Miles have picked Katie to be the flower girl. Or Josephine.” 

“Yeah, why didn’t she choose me?” Katie demanded. “I’d make a perfectly good flower girl.” 

“I don’t know,” Erica said, pulling the sash tight. “You’ll have to ask Miles. I’m sure she had her reasons.” Erica stood up and fluffed out Lucy’s dress. It was light pink, with embroidered flowers all along the seam and top. The skirt was ruffled and flowed out when Lucy spun slightly. 

“How am I supposed to eat in this dress?” Lucy complained. “I hate weddings. Can I go back to wearing sweatpants?” 

“It’s just for a few hours, Luce,” Erica said, sighing. “I’m going to go check on Teddy. Please, don’t mess up the dress.” 

“Fine,” Lucy said grumpily, picking her book up off the mirror stand and opening it. “Tell me when the reception starts.”  

Erica shook her head in exasperation and left Lucy alone with Katie, heading into the room where Teddy was putting his suit on. 

“Well, you look dapper,” Erica said. “No, seriously, you look cute in a suit.” 

Teddy frowned. “I’m eight. I don’t want to look cute. I want to look manly.” 

Erica laughed. “You’ll have plenty of time for that when you get older,” she said. “Right now, you still look cute. But you might want to button the bottom button on your jacket.” 

Teddy shook his head. “Uh-uh. I want to leave it like that. It looks better that way.” 

“Whatever you say,” Erica said. “Listen, the reception is about to start. Do not get food on your suit when you eat. Also, do you know where Mom is?” 

“Yeah, I think she’s with Officer Miles and Josephine,” Teddy said. “She helped me with my suit and then left to help Miles.” 

Erica nodded. “Alright, I’ll see you outside when the reception starts,” she said. “Remember, you and Lucy need to leave the reception hall about 20 minutes before everybody else so you can take your place in the procession train.” 

“I’m still not sure what I’m supposed to do,” Teddy said. “Do I just walk down the aisle, holding the rings?” 

Erica nodded. “That’s exactly what you do. Trust me, Teddy, it’s not that big of a deal.” 

Teddy sighed. “But people will be looking at me, right?” he asked. 

“Yes, but you’re used to that,” Erica said. “You play sports all the time and people watch you play.” 

“Oh no, I’m not scared of people seeing me,” Teddy said. “I just don’t want to ruin the wedding because I do a bad job as the ringbearer.” 

Erica laughed. “You’re overthinking this, Teddy,” she said. “You don’t have to worry about ruining the wedding. Even if you were to drop the ring, the worst that would happen is that people laugh.” 

“Sooo, does that mean I can throw the ring to the best man?” Teddy asked hopefully. 

“No!” Erica said quickly. “Just get your sister and head to the reception hall.” 

“You’re right here,” Teddy said, gesturing at Erica and grinning.

“Your other sister,” Erica said. “And you know what I meant.” She shook her head in exasperation and left to find her mother and Josephine. She ran into Josephine just as she left the dressing room. 

“Josephine, have you seen my mom anywhere?” Erica asked, tapping Josephine on the shoulder. 

Josephine nodded. “She just left for the reception hall,” she said. “She’s with my Mom.” 

“Thanks,” Erica said, heading off to the reception hall. As she was looking around for either Josephine or her mom, she ran into someone unexpected. Her “good friend” Bert Pickens. 

“What are you doing here, Bert?” Erica asked, scowling. “You weren’t invited.” 

Bert looked at Erica, slightly annoyed. “Well, if it isn’t the thief,” he said. “I still haven’t forgiven you for almost getting my dad thrown in jail.” 

Erica snorted. “That’s rich,” she said. “First, you come to a wedding that you weren’t invited to, then you blame me for your dad’s stupidity. I understand why Scott punched you now.” 

“I don’t understand you,” Bert said. “Why do you keep saying I wasn’t invited? My dad said that we both got invitations. Look, see?” Bert reached into his pocket and pulled out a flowery invitation, identical to the one that Erica’ family had gotten from Miles and McKinley. 

Erica grabbed the invitation and looked at it. It looked legitimate, and given that she had seen Bert’s handwriting before, she knew he certainly didn’t write the invitation himself. Annoyed, Erica handed the paper back to Bert and asked, “Is your Dad here also?” 

Bert nodded. “He is, no thanks to you. Like I said, we both got invitations.” 

Frowning, Erica said, “I just refuse to believe that Miles or McKinley would have invited you or your Dad. You’re both criminals and honestly, you should be in juvie.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Bert said. “Remind me again who it was that broke into people’s houses, then sold my dad stolen goods? Was it me? No wait, it was you, wasn’t it?” 

“I was kidnapped and forced to rob those houses!” Erica said. “And I didn’t sell your dad stolen goods. The people who kidnapped me did, and you know this.” 

“Only thing I know is that the only person who should be in juvie is standing right in front of me,” Bert said. “Because of you, my dad has a bad reputation and the police are always watching him.” 

“Your dad used to be a document forger and he runs a pawn shop that knowingly purchases stolen goods!” Erica exclaimed. “You can call me crazy, but I’m pretty the sure that any police officer would consider him a suspicious person.” 

“What, just because he’s not that educated?” Bert asked. “He didn’t know those things were stolen, and he already served his time for forging documents. But since he’s not rich or friends with the police officers, like somebody I know, he’s always the first suspect in cases.” 

“Listen, you idiot,” Erica said. “Your father is a low-life, no good, criminal. He’s lucky that Miles and McKinley haven’t arrested him and shut his pawn shop down for good.” 

“You-” Bert started, but Erica interrupted. 

“You’re just too hard-headed and narcissistic to think that you or someone from your family could ever do something wrong,” she continued. “So, you blame me for all your Dad’s problems, and even though he’s a scummy criminal, you think I’m the one who should be in jail because you can’t accept that he could ever be capable of committing a crime. Am I close to home yet?”

Bert’s eye twitched and he stared at Erica. “Take that back,” he said. “I’m warning you, take what you said about my dad back.” 

Erica shook her head. “It’s true and you know it,” she said. “You’re just too cowardly to admit it.” 

Bert reached towards his side, and suddenly yanked a pocket knife off of his waistband. “I told you to take it back!” he demanded. 

Erica jumped a took a step back as she noticed the knife. “Bert...put the knife away,” she cautioned. “Don’t do anything stupid.” 

“Then apologize for what you said about my dad!” Bert said. “You know he’s a good person. He’s not a criminal; you are. Admit that you’re a thief and that what you said was a lie!”

Bert had more rage in his eyes than Scott had had when he punched him, and Erica knew he had every intention of stabbing her if she didn’t tell him what he wanted to hear. She looked around the hallway for any sign of someone entering, but the doors to the reception hall were closed and they were pretty far down the hallway, anyway. 

“Okay Bert, look,” Erica said. “I’m sorry I called your Dad a scummy criminal, alright.” 

“Admit that you’re a thief and should be in jail,” Bert insisted, brandishing the knife in a threating manner. 

Erica shook her head. “I’m not doing that,” she said. “I’ll apologize for what I said before, but I’m not admitting to something that isn’t true.”

Bert blinked. “You won’t?” he asked. “You’re not going to apologize?” 

“No,” Erica responded. “Now, just put the knife away, and-”

It took two seconds. Erica didn’t even finish what she was saying, when Bert lunged towards Erica with the knife. She saw it coming, but the only thing she could do was hold up her hands to protect herself as Bert stabbed her in the arm with his knife. 

Time seemed to slow for Erica. She looked down at the knife in her arm, suddenly realizing what had happened. Something clicked in her brain, and adrenaline surged through her body as she leapt onto Bert and tackled him to the ground, despite her injury. 

She punched, kicked, and fought Bert so hard that his protests and yells alerted guests in the reception hall. McKinley, along with Wesley came running out to the hallway. McKinley rushed over to Erica and Bert, pulling the two of them apart. He was about to demand an explanation, when he noticed the knife still in Erica’s arm. 

Erica’s mind still hadn’t entered back into reality, and she couldn’t even feel any pain from the knife. She wasn’t aware of McKinley’s presence and the only thing her mind was thinking was, “He stabbed me. Bert actually stabbed me.” 

Everything around her was a blur and she didn’t notice more people approaching. The only thing she saw was Bert’s ugly face and how much she wanted to break his teeth, or at the very least, his nose. She struggled towards him, not knowing that McKinley was holding her back.

“Erica!” McKinley exclaimed, trying to shake Erica out of her daze. Meanwhile, Wesley had Bert under control, and was busy handcuffing him. 

“Get your hands off of me!” Bert said. “She started the fight, not me. I was just defending myself!” 

“You stabbed her in the arm,” Wesley said, clamping the handcuffs and grabbing Bert’s shoulders. By this time, the commotion had brought Miles over, as well as a bunch of guests. Miles quickly took charge, trying to guide everyone away from Erica and Bert, except for Erica’s parents and the police officers. 

Eventually, McKinley was able to get Erica out of her daze. Her brain clicked, and she suddenly looked around the room. She looked up at McKinley, then down at the knife in her arm, which was starting to bleed profusely. 

“Find a first-aid kit, while we get an ambulance here,” Miles commanded Officer Harris, pulling out her cell phone. 

“No, no, I’m fine,” Erica said, wiping her arm with her shirt. “Don’t call an ambulance. Don’t ruin your wedding.” 

“Erica, we’re getting an ambulance,” McKinley said. He turned to Wesley and said, “Take Bert down to the station, and put him in a holding cell. We’ll deal with him later.” 

“Come on,” Wesley said, dragging a protesting Bert down the hall. “You have the right to remain silent; anything you say can and will be used you in a court of law.” 

“Don’t arrest me, arrest her!” Bert shouted. “My dad’s gonna get you for this! You’ll be sorry, Erica!” 

“Okay, the ambulance is on its way,” Miles said. “While Harris finds a first aid kit, you should take a seat somewhere. Also, maybe tell us what happened.” 

Holding her arm up, Erica walked over to an empty bench and took a seat. “I was looking for you, and then I ran into Bert,” she said. “We got into an argument, and he told me apologize for giving stolen items to his dad. When I wouldn’t say that I was a thief, he stabbed me in the arm.” 

“Why is Bert here, anyway?” Remington asked. She, along with the rest of the group had also made their way towards Erica. “His dad is also here. Did you invite them, Mom?” 

Miles shook her head. “No, definitely not,” she said. “They must have heard about the wedding from the grapevine and decided to crash it.” 

“I don’t think so,” Erica said, wincing as she started to feel the pain from the knife. It was only a short 2-inch blade, but Bert had stabbed it fairly deep into Erica’s arm. “Bert had an invitation with his name on it.” 

Officer Harris came back with a first-aid kit and started wrapping a bandage around the knife in Erica’s arm, since he wouldn’t be able to safely pull it out. 

“So did Pickens,” Scott broke in. “And Remington said it was definitely your handwriting on the invitation.” 

“Where is Pickens?” McKinley asked. “I’d like to have a word with him.” 

“Last we saw, he was at the drink fountain,” Phoebe said. “He said that he had received the invitation, but he didn’t mention anything about Bert being here.” 

“Well, you can let him explain himself,” Officer Kenton said, pulling a handcuffed Pickens into the room where they were all sitting. “Caught him trying to make a clean exit.” 

“Hey, look man,” Pickens said. “Whatever my stupid son did, I have nothing to do with it. We’re both here on invitation, so, can you, like, unhandcuff me? You got no right to arrest me!” 

“Okay, first of all, you’re responsible for what your son does,” Miles said. “He’s still a minor, and secondly, I didn’t invite you. I don’t know where you got the wedding invitations from, but I certainly didn’t send them.” 

“Dude, what’re you talking about?” Pickens asked. “They showed up in my mailbox, like, 3 days ago.” 

McKinley looked at Miles, confused. “Give me the invitation,” she said, gesturing for Pickens to hand over the invitation. 

“Bruh,” Pickens said, looking at his handcuffed hands. “What the heck do you expect me to do here? Levitate it out of my pocket?” 

Kenton sighed and reached into Pickens’ pocket. He pulled out the invitation, and handed it to Miles, who inspected it. She frowned as she looked at the handwriting. “This isn’t my writing,” she said. “It’s a good imitation, but they wrote the “I” and the “j” wrong. I curve my dots slightly when I write those letters.” 

“So, who sent them?” Erica asked. “And why?” 

“We’ll find out later,” Miles said, handing the invitation to McKinley and standing up. “The ambulance is here.” 

“I told you, I don’t need-okay, actually I do,” Erica said, as she noticed the blood starting to soak into the bandage. “But don’t stay with me at the hospital. I’m not going to ruin your wedding.” 
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