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Friday evening, as Danny and I drove to Las Cruces for the wedding rehearsal, we chatted quietly. She lightly and affectionately stroked my arm. Traffic was always slow at the border crossing and, as we inched along, we happened to glance over at the car traveling beside us. Danny sharply gasped, tightly clutching my arm. 

Police Chief Justin Ferris was driving a patrol car and Nate Potter, his brother, was in the backseat. Although Nate was surrounded by metal-plated unbreakable windows, Danny didn’t feel safe. She gasped again and gripped my arm tighter. 

Neither of us could believe what we were seeing. It was unthinkable, and yet, there he was. Judge Davis had warned me that Nate would transfer to the States to serve out his sentence, but I never expected it to happen today. I hadn’t received a warning from the visions and I felt sick about it. The incident was a complete and utter shock, it was the worst of misfortunes!

As if some alarm went off in his head to signal Danny was nearby, Nate saw us at the exact same moment. His fierce response was instantaneous. He violently slammed his fists into the glass with such force I thought the impact would shatter the window. Again and again, he furiously smashed handcuffed fists against the surface. We heard the clang of metal against the window each time he hit the glass and each impact caused Danny to shudder. Nate snarled at Danny; his teeth bared ferociously like a wild, savage animal.

She cried out as if he struck her in the face, but fascinated by his bizarre actions, neither of us could tear our eyes away. We continued to watch as Nate shouted and hammered against the rear window. His face twisted in a snarling nasty grimace. I couldn’t hear what he said, but I could easily imagine the threats made. 

Justin turned to look in the backseat, trying to understand what had set his brother off. When he took his eyes off the road, he unconsciously turned the steering wheel. The patrol car came into our lane, nearly colliding with Danny’s side of the SUV. I swerved to avoid the near collision and then looked at Danny. She was deathly white with both arms wrapped tightly around the baby bump. 

Too late, I thought to slow down. It allowed the patrol car to pull ahead. When it was out of site, I pulled over on the median and then reached for Danny. She threw herself into my arms, sobbing hysterically.

“He wants me dead, James, and he’ll never leave me alone, never!” Danny cried. 

I could feel the hard, stress-induced contraction beneath my hands. I pushed angry thoughts of Nate’s transfer away in order to fully concentrate on my wife and babies. I soothed Danny in a soft whisper while I caressed the knotted mass, but the contraction refused to relax. She continued to sob uncontrollably.

“You know I’ll always protect you, Danny. I’ll take care of Nate Potter when the time comes. Trust me, darling. He’ll leave you alone. I promise,” I whispered as I soothingly stroked the baby bump.

“No, James; even you can’t protect me. I was doomed from the first day I met him, the day he first walked into Dad’s storage business. No one can protect me. He won’t let me have my happily-ever-after. He’d rather see me dead,” Danny hopelessly moaned against my chest.

“Don’t say such things, Danny. I’ll protect you, darling. Have a little faith, please. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you safe.” I took her face in my hands, looking intently into her eyes, “I’ll never let him get close enough to hurt you! Never!”

Even as I comforted my wife, I wondered if Nate Potter had successfully ruined Danny’s childhood dreams. Only a short while ago, she’d expressed fear that something would happen to prevent her from meeting me at the altar. Had she sensed this disaster? 

Even though I hadn’t seen anything in the visions, did she dream this moment? Would the hard contractions subside or would Danny go into premature labor? I continued to soothe the contractions as well as my wife, but the thought remained—did Nate Potter spoil Danny’s wedding dreams?
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​​Chapter 2
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After the contraction finally subsided, we continued to the church to meet Reverend Bishop. Jillian was there. She whisked Danny away to repair her tear streaked face. When Danny returned, she went through the motions, but she was in a state of fugue. I’d never seen her this way. 

“She hasn’t said a word, James,” Jillian advised. “We don’t have time for you to tell me either. For now, take over for her. Explain everything to the minister. You have to keep going because she might recover at any moment.” I nodded and prayed that Danny would return to me. 

Reverend Bishop greeted us warmly and then summarized his understanding, “James, you promised Danny a formal wedding even though you’re already married.” I nodded while Danny stared at her hands. “Will you want traditional vows?” he asked. 

I looked at Danny briefly for confirmation, but she didn’t respond. She was still lost in the trauma of the earlier event. Knowing Danny the way I did, I answered for her, “Yes, we’ll want traditional vows.”

I hoped Danny would regain her composure when the family arrived. And yet, how could I blame her for this reaction? The man she feared most was only a few feet away less than an hour ago. Worst of all, I failed to protect her. I’d promised to keep her safe, but when she needed protection most... there wasn’t a damn thing I could do.

It sickened me.

Somehow, we managed to get through the mock ceremony. As Sands and Patty crowded around Danny, I gave Jillian the short version of the traumatic event. Then, Reverend Bishop, Jillian, and Juliet excused themselves from the small group to allow for a private discussion. It was obvious to everyone that Danny terribly distressed. 

“Danny, this isn’t like you at all,” Judge Davis finally spoke up. “This is supposed to be the happiest day of your life and you aren’t even present. I want to know what’s caused you such dismay and distress. Tell me what’s going on.”

Danny sat down in a pew near the back and pulled me down beside her. Patty sat next to her sister, but the other members of the wedding party took places in the pews behind and in front. Those in front turned around while those in the back leaned forward to listen to the explanation. Everyone wanted to hear the details. Her face turned very pale as she recounted seeing Nate Potter.

“You can’t let him get away with destroying the joy of your wedding,” Sands softly said after the story concluded. Thankfully, Danny began to feel better after many hugs and soothing words of encouragement. Judge Davis looked at his watch.

“It’s true, Danny. You can’t let him spoil this momentous occasion. He’s safely locked away for now and can’t do anything else to ruin this affair. Lock him out of your mind, my dear. Soon, you’ll have the wedding you’ve always wanted and, with that in mind, there’s a celebration waiting for us at La Posta. I love that place! Come on! We don’t want them to give our reservation to someone else because we’re late. I suggest we move our party to a more relaxed atmosphere,” the Judge urged as he softly patted Danny on the side of the face and placed a kiss on top of her head.

We proceeded to La Posta Restaurant in Historic Old Mesilla. It was located two miles southwest of the city. We were more than a few minutes late, but seated immediately in a lovely alcove, private enough to celebrate the upcoming nuptials. Danny looked around at the soft lighting, great friends, loving family, and her husband. Then, when she finally smiled, I knew the night was saved. She’d successfully pulled it together enough to enjoy the wedding camaraderie.

––––––––
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​In the meantime, Justin Ferris sat in the parking lot of the Southern New Mexico Correctional Facility in Las Cruces to have a long and earnest talk with Nate Potter. He’d pulled some strings to keep Nate out of the State Penitentiary in Santa Fe and didn’t want his manipulations to jump up and bite him in the ass. 

“I’m under FBI investigation... the drugs and weapons found in your mustang are linked to the evidence locker,” Justin explained. 

“You can thank James Lewis for that,” Nate gritted out. 

“We have to be careful and patient,” Justin admonished. “We have too many eyes on us to fuck this up, Nate. In time, we’ll follow through with our lifelong plans for retirement.”

“Look, I know you mean well,” Nate growled. His voice, filled with hatred, took on a life of its own. The grating sound sent a chill through Justin as he recalled that his brother had always been near the edge of insanity. “I just saw that fucking bitch and the bastard she married at the border crossing. They’re out having good times while I’m locked in that fuckhole. Don’t even begin to think I can be patient after what I’ve been through. I’ve had the past few months to plan and devise vengeance and retribution. Now, I have the opportunity to settle the score.”

Justin was worried that his brother had slipped over the edge, but he didn’t want to believe it. He continued to share what he knew about James Lewis. That momentarily got Nate’s attention. Together, they silently watched the video footage Buck Haddler had taken of James as he had successfully defended against various threats. In each clip, the man had adeptly escaped every confrontation thrown his way. Always protecting Danny, always there to deter any attempted assaults.

“You’ll have your chance for revenge, little brother, but you must be patient or it could spoil our plans,” Justin reasoned.
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​​Chapter 3
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Sunday, we arrived at the church in time to dress for the wedding. Jillian quickly ushered Danny to the dressing room where Patty waited to assist her. My tuxedo was in the men’s room across the hall. I was ordered to dress quickly and then wait in the sanctuary. None of the women, especially Danny, wanted to take any chances that I’d see my bride before the ceremony.

I glanced around the reception hall. It was beautifully decorated with an abundance of white flowers and other wedding touches. A massive amount of twinkle lights hung from the ceiling and every available surface, giving the room a spacious ‘under the stars’ effect. A warm fire glowed in the kiva, adding a special ambiance of its own. 

A buffet was arranged against one wall. Although the food hadn’t yet arrived, stacks of white plates and napkins, gleaming silverware, and crystal glasses were set out in preparation. Long and short tables were covered in white linen cloths, beautiful flower arrangements, and hand-printed place-cards to indicate seating arrangements.

After I changed, Sands and Juliet were waiting. Sands adjusted my tie. “James, you look very handsome. Any woman would be proud to meet you at the altar,” she affectionately said before sending me out the side door to the sanctuary. Juliet hurriedly took her position with the camera crew to narrate the wedding. Many guests had already arrived and there was a hushed murmur of anticipation.

“Hello, James,” a familiar voice said.

“Joe!” I exclaimed as I clapped my good friend on the back. Joe gave me a bear hug in return, making his presence a solid reality. It was the first time we’d met since the near fatal car crash.

“I knew you’d be here, but I couldn’t spoil Danny’s surprise,” I softly admitted.

“I figured she couldn’t get this past you, but I let her revel in the assumption,” Joe replied with a grin. “Though I’ve yet to meet her, your lovely wife called with the invitation some time ago. Sands arranged my flight and picked me up at the airport yesterday. I’ve been staying at that huge mansion with her and Patty since I arrived. They insisted and wouldn’t let me keep the hotel reservations I’d made.”

“They’re great people,” I acknowledged. “Joe, I can’t begin to tell you how happy I am that you’re here.”

We talked quietly, but animatedly, for a while before soft music filled the sanctuary. It was a signal for the wedding to begin. Joe took a seat with Jesse and the others while I stood at the altar facing the door that led to the reception hall.

Patty entered first, exactly as rehearsed. She looked lovely in the pink, tea-length dress and walked slowly, allowing Juliet to describe her attire in detail. When in the assigned position, she also turned towards the door. Sands, dressed in a beautifully-tailored, white evening-length suit, entered next. She walked slowly, as directed, and stopped to stand beside me. She also turned towards the door. Judge Davis entered the sanctuary and stood to the right side of the doorway, waiting. The wedding march began and Jillian held the door wide to get the full skirt through the doorway as Danny entered. 

When I saw the bride of my dreams, the mother of my children, and the love of my life, I inhaled sharply. Danny took the Judge’s proffered left arm and then walked slowly towards me. She was positioned so that the guests and camera crew had a full view of her wedding gown. Although the sight of her took my breath away, the guests also sent up and audible ‘Aah’ when she came into view.

Like a princess floating to her prince.

Danny glowed with happiness and joy, but she was also the most beautiful bride I had ever seen... anywhere. The wedding dress was stunning with its tightly fitted bodice and full skirted dress that billowed out beneath her breasts. She not only looked like a princess, from the smile on her face, I could tell that she felt like one as well. 

In that particular dress, Danny didn’t look pregnant at all. I was certain that in the dreams of her wedding day, not once, had she imagined herself as an expectant mother when walking down the aisle. Now, only those closest to us knew that she was pregnant with twins. She was radiant and smiled as I took her hand.

The minister began and the ceremony concluded quickly, as once again, I placed the ring on Danny’s finger and kissed my bride. She threw her arms around me and the wedding guests whooped and hollered their approval. Reverend Bishop announced the reception in the adjoining hall and it was there, after appropriate photos were taken, that we greeted our guests as bride and groom. 

The photographer had taken pictures all along, allowing the final photos of the wedding party completed quickly. The finale, for the El Paso Times and Las Cruces Sun, was a photo of Danny posed before the altar with the dress and train arranged in its most becoming fashion.

Soon, the wedding party and newly married couple joined the others in the reception hall. Joe finally met Danny in person. Until now, she had been only a pleasant voice at the end of the telephone receiver. He was stunned by her loveliness, but it wasn’t only that she was physically beautiful—she had an inner beauty that couldn’t be denied.

Judge Davis was introduced to Joseph Talbot of the FBI and also to El Capitán Rodriguez, the military commander of the Juarez Prison System. Although Danny and I were busy welcoming other guests, I noticed that the three men spent a great deal of time together. When El Capitán Rodriguez finally made his way along the reception line to greet us, he bowed deeply and kissed Danny’s hand with respect and admiration before presenting his wife and daughter. Danny smiled and responded with dignity and decorum, allowing the anger at her husband’s incarceration to stay in the past where it belonged. El Capitán Rodriguez was now a trusted ally.

The wedded couple was hugged by their immediate family and friends and congratulated by all the other guests, many from Juarez. I didn’t know all attendees, but I was grateful to see Jesse, Amanda, Peaty, and Susan, along with the other employees, including Candy and her date, David Epps. 

Abuela, José, and the members of their family were also there, along with Señora Santiago with her husband, Señor Ramirez with his wife, and Ortega and his wife. These were the friends I considered family and there were so many more, including Dr. and Mrs. Kline, Gabby White and her partner, Harry Poole and his wife, Tomás and his current girlfriend, and Mane Stewart with his wife. 

Everyone who had touched our lives was there for the celebration. It was a great gathering and an intimate affair, even with cameras rolling and Juliet’s commentary. I was surprised most by the uninvited guests outside the church and reception hall. They’d come to get a glimpse of the bride. 

Many were customers from the shop or avid art fans, but the surrounding lawn was filled with others desiring inclusion in the festivities. At Juliet’s urging, I escorted Danny to the front steps so she could wave at the fans gathered on the lawn. The crowd went wild and crazy when we appeared, cheering and tossing rice or birdseed. I quickly whisked Danny back inside and away from the pelting melee. 

We danced the first dance and Joe danced with both Sands and Patty. Soon, the other guests joined in. The reception was also exactly the way Danny had always imagined it would be. She smiled joyfully as toasts were made and guests dined. 

“Oh, James, thank you,” she whispered against my lips, “I know I fought you at first, but the wedding and reception were simply perfect. It’s all simply perfect.”

The guests began to leave and the television crew packed up their equipment also. When patrol cars arrived to direct traffic, the mob of visitors outside dispersed as well. Juliet was pleased with her performance and stayed behind with Jillian to ensure the reception hall was returned to its previous state.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Chapter 4
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I drove to the Hotel Encanto Las Cruces. Danny was surprised and giggled when I carried her across the threshold, but she couldn’t deny that she loved tradition. The lovely suite of rooms boasted a king size bed and a huge Jacuzzi in the massive bathroom. 

I unpacked the bag and laid out the sexy teddy. Danny handled the white, lacy garment, feeling the silky material and then smiled at me. After I helped her unlace the ties and undo the buttons on the back of the wedding dress, Danny slid the sheer lingerie up her body. The lacy top covered her full breasts and the solid, stretchy-satin bodice fit comfortably over the baby bump, ending in a fitted lace panty. 

“You like it,” she stated and then smiled seductively.

“I like you better,” I replied, “so it wouldn’t matter what you wore, I’d like it. You were so beautiful tonight, Danny, but you always are. You looked like a princess and you made me feel like your prince,” I said softly as I kissed her face and then nibbled at the lobe of her ear. 

Danny leaned in and pressed her body tightly against mine. I easily lifted her onto the king size bed and then quickly undressed to join her there. It seemed a shame to strip her of the beautiful lingerie but, much to my amazement, it snapped at the most appropriate place. I caressed her body until passions flared and she lifted up to me. Danny reached the peak and I felt the gush of hot liquid. Inflamed by desire, she begged me to enter her. She wanted penetration to consummate our union. 

I was gentle, but Danny wanted more. She straddled me and arched her back in ecstasy. I felt the waves release again and again... until it was done. At the culmination, Danny laughed out loud. Then, she leaned forward to passionately kiss me. I raised my head to meet her.

“Oh God, I needed that,” she admitted with an exhausted sigh. “Not that our lovemaking doesn’t satisfy me... it certainly does. But, I’ve really missed that part,” she giggled again before asking, “Do you like the way I am, James?”

“I thank the Universe and my lucky stars every day for the way you are, Danny Lewis,” I passionately and fiercely replied.

“As I do you,” she said and then kissed me again. “Run the water and let’s take advantage of the Jacuzzi.” I rolled off the bed and went to do as she asked. The tub was nearly filled when Danny took my arm to step into the warm bath. After she was situated, I joined her. “This feels so nice after all the excitement,” she said. “I bet I’ll sleep like a baby tonight.”

“It was a beautiful ceremony,” I said.

“It was exactly the way I always dreamed.”

––––––––

[image: ]


​When I returned to the king size bed with a fresh coffee for each of us, Danny advised, “Jesse asked us to stop by for breakfast and I’d like to visit with Joe. Sands and Patty have had him all to themselves since he arrived.”

“There’s plenty of Joe to go around,” I teased. Then, I grew serious as I studied her face. I was concerned that she’d overtire herself. “Are you sure you don’t want to go to nuestra casa?”

“Ordinarily, I would, but today I think we should stop by the manor and visit. We might even stay the night since we have to be back tomorrow anyway.”

“Yes dear,” I responded.

“Do you feel more married to me now that we’ve had a formal wedding?” she asked.

“Danny, I don’t know how I could ever feel more married to you than I did before the first ceremony,” I honestly replied. “I’ve felt connected as your eternal soul mate from the moment I first saw you in the spyglass. Why? Do you feel more married to me after last night’s wedding of the decade?” 

“No, I can’t say that I do, but it was important nonetheless,” Danny softly admitted. “It fulfilled a dream. You’ve always been very good at fulfilling my dreams. So, are you ok with going to the manor this morning?”

“Yes, but please, don’t do this because of me. I already explained our schedule to Joe and he’s agreed to join us when we head home Thursday.”

“That’s wonderful, but I’m not doing it only for you,” Danny easily replied. “I want to know your oldest friend. Besides, someone needs to protect him from Sands and Patty. I bet they’ve already bombarded him with a million questions!” 

“It’s true; they’ll surely ply Joe with many questions and demand answers,” I agreed. “Now that I’m Magin James Lewis rather than the Mike, how will he tell stories of our past? It might get tricky. You’re right. We need to rescue him and you need to spend time with him.”

When we got to the manor, we found everyone waiting at the dining table. Jesse immediately handed Danny a plate and then offered to make eggs and bacon for me. “That sounds great, Jesse. Thanks,” I said while Danny joined the others at the table. “Who wants coffee?” I asked as I went to make a fresh brew. 

“I’d like a coffee, James, if it’s like the ones we used to get in New York,” Joe replied as he came to stand beside me.

“Don’t worry; I’ve introduced this family to good coffee.” We heard laughter coming from the table. The entire family unashamedly nodded, grinned, and eavesdropped on the conversation. 

“It’s only natural that we want to know something about you, James,” Sands sheepishly admitted. 

“He certainly hasn’t offered much about his past to anyone other than Danny,” Patty added. 

“We didn’t know what a good cup of coffee was until James came into our lives,” Danny interjected. “We’re all addicted to his particular brew by now.”

“Some families drink wine, some beer, or iced-tea. This family drinks coffee... and lots of it,” Jesse commented as she sat a plate of breakfast in front on the table for me.

“Joe, tell us something about James,” Patty said. Jesse sat down to listen.

“We went to college together many years ago and have been friends ever since,” Joe offered only a brief response at the interrogation. 

“He’s used to asking the questions, not answering them,” I commented and then chuckled.

“Yes, but tell us something in particular. How did you meet?” Patty persisted.

“We were in the same Political Science class at Columbia, but didn’t know each other. I’m from Vicksburg, Mississippi and I had a very southern drawl back then. I was also short,” Joe began. He paused briefly as he recollected the old days.

“You’re not short now,” Sands interjected. “You’re at least six feet tall, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m six feet one inch now, but way back then I hadn’t hit my final growth spurt. I sounded and looked like a short, country bumpkin lost in New York City. James helped me get acclimated to a new environment. I got picked on a lot. He was already six feet tall during our freshman year, but he was skin-eee,” Joe said, emphasizing the word before he laughed.

“I can’t imagine that,” Patty said.

“Really ladies, James was thin as a rail back then,” Joe explained. “He still towered over and intimidated most other freshmen and some upper classmen. When I was cornered one day, he came to my rescue. He asked about an assignment. When the two bullies turned to look at him, they skulked away. We became fast friends, forevermore.”

“I agree with Patty. It’s hard to imagine James as skinny,” Danny’s eyes caressed me softly. “He’s so big and strong... he’s all muscle.” She blushed at what she’d said and everyone chuckled at the pink flushed cheeks before she grinned too.
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