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Prologue
    I sit at a desk in a small room. Two detectives in black suits face me, their expressions stoic and unchanged since I came in.
    They’ve asked me one question that’s paralyzed me. I can’t think straight. My head is spinning.              
One of the detectives clears his throat and repeats himself. “Mrs. Kennedy, tell us what happened.”
    What happened.
    What happened?
    How do I even answer that question? Where do I start? How much of the truth should I tell them?
    I glance down at my hands. I notice in horror that at the tip of my white sleeve is stained with dried blood. My face drops.
    I manage to look up at the detective and meet his stoic gaze, breathing in deep. “I thought I had a happy marriage.”



CHAPTER 1
    How to plan the perfect wedding.
    One.
    Plan everything that you can ahead of time.
    As I look around the room, I see all the happy faces of the wedding guests. I pass a couple who are still talking about how much they love the theme of the wedding.
At first I wondered how I would pull this one off.
    The Kensingtons had so much confidence in me that they gave me a task I had never attempted. Make their wedding a carnival.
    As a wedding planner, I’ve had many different requests, but this one took the cake.
    The couple first met at a large carnival three years ago. Their first kiss was during a fireworks display that night.
    “Please, Cathy!” the soon-to-be-wife, now Mrs. Sarah Kensington, pleaded. “Whatever you can do, please make this happen.”
    I accomplished more than what was expected. I called every vendor I could within the Hillsborough, California area until I found one open to a conversation about me about renting all of their carnival rides for one night only.
    Money helped that conversation.
    There’s a reason being a wedding planner for the wealthy is easier. Their money. It opens more doors and offers more ways of ensuring I can deliver what my customers want.
    What the Kensingtons wanted was their perfect day. A day to recreate falling for each other.
    Sometimes I think of myself as a storyteller. My job is to retell how this newly married couple fell in love for everyone invited to see for themselves.
    Soon the fireworks are going to start. An additional twenty thousand, with the cost of the pyrotechnician and state approvals needed.
It doesn’t matter to Mr. and Mrs. Kensington, at least not tonight.
    What does matter is that their love story unfolds again. And they get to have everything they ever wanted, in one night.
    I look over at my handsome husband. He’s grabbing a drink at the open bar. He tends to come to the wealthier couples' weddings to network. He’s a financial planner, the type to annoy all of his friends and family with financial help for a fee. Luckily for him, he’s charming and handsome, so many are open to his assistance. He also adds to the illusion that the wedding planner has the perfect husband herself. This illusion has only helped my business.
    If only they knew the truth.
    Two.
    Things will happen that you can’t plan for. Act accordingly.
    You can’t expect the unknown. For instance, tonight, I had no clue the best man was a drunkard. After his slurred wedding speech, he waddled off the stage, directly into the cake table. When he picked himself off the ground, his tux would be forever stained with custard filling.
    Mrs. Kensington was justifiably horrified. For a brief moment, I could read her thoughts: My night is ruined!
    I thought quickly and came up with a solution. There are many halls in this area, with many other happy brides and grooms celebrating their special day.
    I got my assistant, Diana, to find the largest weddings that night and pay the married couple several thousand to take their wedding cake. Diana had to travel, but thankfully found a willing couple.
    That brings me to number three.
    Have help.
    Don’t plan a wedding by yourself. Don't decorate the halls by yourself. Don't be in charge of everything. Delegate.
    Diana Behrand is the best assistant I've ever had in this business. She can literally read my mind. When I told her we needed a new cake after the drunk destroyed the Kensingtons’, I looked at Diana for only a moment and we came up with how to fix it.
    In less than an hour, she’s come back with a U-Haul, a few of the groomsmen from the wedding she hijacked the cake from, and a decently sized cake to feed so many people.
    Diana gives the keys to one of the groomsmen after they unload the van and thanks him.
    “No, thank you,” the man says with a wide smile. I put my arm around Diana as we watch them drive away.
    “What would I do without you?” I say.
    “I’m not sure.” She laughs. “But I think we need to talk about a raise.”
    “I have a feeling we’re going to get tipped well for tonight. How’s half the tip sound?”
    Diana turns to me, her mouth gaping open. She has an idea of how well my wealthy customers tip, and the Kensingtons are amongst the wealthiest I’ve ever had.
    She hugs me tightly. “Thank you so much!”
    I hug her back. “I mean it. I don’t know what I’d do without you.” I look down at my watch and notice it’s nearly time for the fireworks to start.
    I let go of Diana and remind her. “I’m on it,” she says. The best thing about Diana, I don't have to tell her what that means. She already knows. She’ll talk to the fireworks pyro. She will remind the rides coordinator, so that we can get everyone off the carnival rides to watch the fireworks.
    My job will be to talk to Mrs. and Mrs. Kensington to let them know. They’re going to be front and center as they go off on a specially made platform adorned with flowers I had made for tonight. As the finale of the fireworks begin, the two will share a kiss, just like they did the first night they met.
    Their love story will be retold for everyone to see.
    That reminds me of the last step in how to plan the perfect wedding.
    Remember why you’re doing this.
    Planning anything can be stressful. That’s why my job exists. Many can't afford someone like me to take that stress off, but that doesn't mean my life is easy. It’s not stress-free putting together a night like tonight for all the rich guests to see. If I mess up, there goes my business. If something terrible happens, it's on me in the end.
    Whenever the stress of that haunts me, I remind myself why I do this job. I know the beautiful story I told of Mr. and Mrs. Kensington is going to be beautiful. And I’ve made that happen.
    Me.
    Their love for each other fuels me. The happiness I've seen in her eyes tonight has made the months leading up to it worth it.
    The money they pay me after certainly makes any lingering frustration vanish as well.
    I've been approached by other engaged couples at this event already. They’ve seen what I can do, and now they want me to do the same for them.
    When couples experience something I’ve put together, that's better than any commercial I could ever make for my wedding planning business. Diana has already scheduled a first meeting with a couple I met today for next week.
    They seem like a lovely couple too. They’re my favourite type of customer: extremely wealthy. The wife doesn’t seem too hard to get along with at first impression. I’ve worked with some monsters of soon-to-be-wives and husbands though.
    This couple seemed fine, although the woman asked me what my wedding was like.
    “As a wedding planner,” she had said, “you must have had the perfect wedding.”
    I smiled and nodded, but changed the subject quickly.
    My wedding, if you could call it that, was far from perfect. A drunk night in Vegas with Desmond should barely count as a legal marriage, but it did. That night I became Mrs. Cathy Kennedy.
    None of my family and friends were there to celebrate it, like tonight’s event. I can plan the perfect marriage for someone else, but will never experience the same. It’s fair to say I can be jaded at times over that. Resentful even.
    I look over at the bar and roll my eyes when I see Des talking to two young women. One, a slender brunette, leans in and smacks her petite hand against his chest. The three of them laugh.
    I sigh and try to collect myself before walking up to them.
    “Hey, Des,” I say, sliding beside my husband. “The fireworks are about to start. Can you come with me?”
    His charming smile leaves his face for only a moment before it returns. “Of course, dear.”
    “Oh my god,” the young brunette woman says with a scowl, “they even have fireworks tonight? What show-offs.” She smiles at my husband, and he returns a glance at her.
    “I love it,” the blond woman says. “It’s perfect. You’re Cathy Kennedy, right? The wedding planner?”
    I nod. “Yes, I am.”
    She smiles at me. “Well done. Tonight has been so much fun.”
    An older man comes up behind the blond woman and wraps his large hand around her waist. “Hun,” he says, “the fireworks are about to start. Let’s get a good place to watch.”
    She grabs his hand and stares at me. “Dear, this is Cathy Kennedy. She’s the person responsible for this amazing wedding tonight.”
    The man brushes his wavy salt and pepper hair back and shakes my hand. “I love what you did today. Truly, it’s been a beautiful event.”
    “Can we hire her?” the blond girl asks. I’m nearly taken back. You could almost assume he’s her father. I would place him around his early fifties, maybe fifty-five.
    The man smiles at her and kisses the side of her face. “Let’s have fun tonight. No more wedding talk. Tonight is not our night, hun.”
    “I’m sorry,” I say. “I don’t believe we’ve officially met before.” When I saw the women talking to Des, I automatically assumed the worst. Now that I’ve figured out who this young blond woman and her fiancé are, I can barely contain myself.
    The blond woman smiles again as she confirms who she is. “Well, I’m Tiffany White, and this is my fiancé, Jeffrey Reigns.”
    I try to hide the giddiness. I know exactly who they are. Hillsborough has some of the wealthiest citizens in the country. Jeffrey Reigns is the tippy top of that pyramid of money, followed close by the White family. Everyone in town has heard of the engagement of Jeffrey and Tiffany.
    “Pleasure to meet both of you,” I say, shaking their hands.
    I can already see the dollar signs but try not to get ahead of myself. They just got engaged a few weeks ago. This is likely the first wedding they’ve been to since he got down on one knee. They fell in love with what I’ve done for the Kensingtons, but that will fade away, unless I can book them a consultation soon.
    “Would you two like to book a meeting next week to discuss your wedding plans?” I ask them. Usually, I would warm a couple up a little better, but maybe out of anxiety or knowing that soon we won't be able to hear each other with the popping sounds of fireworks, I get straight to the point.
    Jeffrey smiles at me. “Thanks, Mrs. Kennedy,” he says. “We would love to talk to you someday, but we still need to talk more between ourselves before we ever bring someone with your expertise in. We have no clue what we want right now.”
    “I just want him,” Tiffany says with puckered lips. Jeffrey shakes his head and smiles, before she tilts her face and the two share a kiss.
    I smile and look at my husband, but his attention seems to be on the brunette beside Tiffany.
    I grab Desmond’s hand. “We have to get going as well,” I tell the couple, trying my best to not look at the brunette woman or else she’ll see the daggers in my eyes. I wonder how much Des has had to drink tonight. “I hope you enjoy the rest of the night, and again, congratulations.”
    Desmond and I hold hands as we get to our designated place before the fireworks begin.
    Just as we rehearsed the day before, the Kensingtons are on the raised platform. The fireworks are going off behind them. Soon, the finale starts and the happily married couple share their kiss, to the applause of the large group of family and friends.
    It’s the perfect moment.
    Desmond lets go of my hand. I look at my husband. I had hoped the love the Kensingtons displayed would be infectious enough for him to want to give me attention tonight. A special kiss of our own.
    I was wrong.
    I’ve been wrong many times about my marriage.
    I lower my head as the last few fireworks go off. The applause of the crowd grows louder as the Kensingtons share more passionate kisses.
    Des leans into me, brushes his face against my ear. “I give it three years before they divorce.”



CHAPTER 2
    “Of course, Mr. Reigns,” I say, trying not to scream in joy. “I’m excited to meet with you and Ms. White to talk more about your special day.”
    “Looking forward to it, Cathy,” Mr. Reigns says, “and please, call me Jeffrey. I feel much older when you call me Mr. Reigns.”
    I laugh. I’m not sure how to respond. I could flat out tell him he’s a fox of a man for his age but somehow that seems not very appropriate for our first talk. There’s a reason why Tiffany White fell in love with him.
    “Thanks again, Jeffrey, for your call,” I say. We exchange goodbyes and hang up. I immediately let out a scream of happiness and jump up and down in my office.
    The wedding of the century, and it’s mine!
    This will make my business, I know. If I do well with this, I’ll have customers lined up for years to come.
    I check my pulse, realizing my heart is about to beat out of my chest, and try to calm myself. After a few breaths I immediately call Diana and share the news.
    “Ohhh my gawd!” she screams into the phone and now we’re both shouting in joy in unison.
    “I know! And they want to meet tomorrow.”
    “Tomorrow? That fast?”
    “I think we’re going to be super busy the next little bit,” I say. Diana was very happy with what she received for her bonus from the Kensingtons. Now a week later Jeffrey Reigns is calling me to plan his wedding. I don't even want to guess what a tip from him would look like.
    “Oh man, I need to celebrate!” Diana says. “You need celebrate!”
    I smile. This is a huge accomplishment.
    “I will,” I say. “I have to tell Des the news. He can wine and dine me tonight.”
    “And buy a new house after.” Diana laughs.
    We end our call, and I take a few moments to let the conversation with Jeffrey Reigns wear off. My excitement is through the roof.
    I leave my office and go down the stairs to Desmond’s in the basement. I’m about to knock on his door when I hear my husband on the phone. My excitement changes to something more like annoyance.
    Des sounds happy.
    I haven’t heard this tone in his voice since before we started dating.
    “Well, what do you want to do tonight?” he says playfully. “No, not what I mean.” He laughs, and I knock. “Have to go,” he says quickly in a hushed voice as I open the door. He gives me a thin smile. “I’ll call later.” He ends his call and stares at me blankly. “Hey,” he says. The enthusiasm in his voice has escaped him now that he’s talking to his wife.
    “Hi,” I say shyly. “Who was that you were talking to?”
    “Scott. We’re talking about getting together to watch the game.”
    “Oh yeah? Who’s playing?”
    He scoffs. “As if you would know the team I’m talking about. We’re… going to a bar, though. Going to leave soon.”
    “Okay,” I say. From the way he responds and his wide-eyed expression, I wonder how truthful he’s being. I can’t imagine him talking to Scott in the playful cadence he was when he was on the phone. It sounded flirty, if anything.
    Is he lying? Was he speaking to a woman? He promised he wouldn’t. He said he wouldn't do that to me again.
    “I have some news,” I say, attempting to stop my brain from thinking the worst.
    “What’s that?” he asks with a deadpan voice. He stands up from the couch and wipes some potato chip crumbs off his jeans. He doesn't seem enthused as to what I have to share. I get the feeling he just wants me to blurt it out so he can leave to watch the game with Scott.
    “I just got off the phone with Jeffrey Reigns. Do you remember him from the party?”
    He takes a moment before nodding. “The oil tycoon guy, right?”
    I nod back. “Well, guess who’s planning his wedding? Me!”
    Des looks at me blankly. It doesn't seem like my life-changing news has had any impact on him whatsoever.
    “Well, happy for you,” he manages after some time. No smile on this face. No shared enthusiasm like with Diana.
    Just happy for me.
    “Yeah,” I say, giving a thin smile. “It’s sort of a big deal. It’s going to be a huge wedding. This could really make my business larger. Maybe I can even make Diana a co-manager. We could each hire an assistant. Double our weddings in a year, easily.”
    Des manages to finally give me a smile for a quick moment before his neutral face returns. “That’s exciting.” He walks up to me, and for a moment I think he’ll give me a hug or a kiss because of this huge accomplishment.
    Instead, he walks past me. “I’m going to take a shower,” he says, not stopping as he starts up the stairs. “I’ll be back late tonight.”
    “Okay,” I call out to him, as I hear his footsteps recede.
    What was that about?
    This is huge for my career, and yet he couldn’t care less.
    I walk up the stairs and hear him turn on the shower in the bathroom. I go into our bedroom and on the nightstand is his phone.
    Des was never the type to bother with creating a password.
    He said he was talking to Scott before I interrupted his call. Ever since I heard him, I’ve been disconcerted. It doesn't feel right.
    Something’s off.
    Something has been off with our marriage for some time, but this feels different.
    I could easily check his phone right now. Check who he spoke to. It would only take a moment.
    I walk closer to the nightstand and pick up his phone. I click the button on the side of it and the screen lights up. I’m about to swipe it open when a feeling of dread washes over me.
    What has happened to our marriage?
    What have I let it become?
    Is it because I’m now a successful wedding planner that I haven't had more time with my husband?
    The reason our marriage is where it is now is because of me. My success was our downfall.
    It’s only going to get worse with taking on Jeffrey and Tiffany’s wedding planning as well.
    I’ll take a break after this one, though. I can let Diana handle more of the daily operations. She has essentially become a mini-me now anyway. It will be a good test to see if she can be a future manager.
    It’s time I start putting my marriage above my career, and after this next wedding, I can afford to do it.
    I look at Desmond’s phone in my hand. I think about how cold he’s been to me lately.
    Taking in several deep breaths, I slowly lower my hand, and the phone, until it’s back on the nightstand.
    I’m not that kind of wife who sneaks onto her husband's phone to see if he’s up to no good. If I do that, where does it stop?
    I need to trust my husband. If I don’t, our marriage will never get better.



CHAPTER 3
    I sit at a table facing one of the wealthiest women in town. Her handsome, even wealthier, fiancé sitting beside her. They’re holding hands and giving each other endearing pecks on the lips as we continue to talk about their wedding day and night.
    At first I was taken back by how much older Jeffrey Reigns was compared to Tiffany. He’s extremely wealthy, so the obvious angle would be that Tiffany is in it for the money, but her family has a lot of that as well.
    Then I met Jeffrey. Not only is he handsome but very charming, funny even. I’ve worked with many rich men, and they can have an ego. You don't get that from Jeffrey though.
    It’s easy to see why Tiffany fell in love with him.
    “Those are some of the more important aspects of my wedding day that I want,” Tiffany says with a smile. “What about you, darling?”
    Jeffrey smiles back. “I just want us to have the best day, and for people to enjoy themselves on that day.” He kisses her lightly on the lips.
    Tiffany laughs. “So modest, dear. That’s why I love you. Me, on the other hand, not so much.” She looks at me. “We loved the work you did for the Kensingtons. Loved it! We want you to do the same for us… but our wedding has to be better.” She laughs and Jeffrey shakes his head with a thin smile.
    Some of the ideas Tiffany has for better include for the hall to be decorated like an enchanted forest. It’s a common theme for weddings and nothing special, but this is the entire hall. They want their night to have a fairy tale ending. Not entirely easy, but doable. All of the ideas Tiffany has are extremely doable. I need to think of ways to elevate this night though, to make it stand out from the rest of the enchanted forest-themed weddings people have attended.
    Jeffrey clears his throat. “We do need to talk about something very important first, though.” He looks at Tiffany cautiously before continuing. “I know this will be difficult, but we need to get married in a month.”
    “Sooner, if you can manage it,” Tiffany says.
    Jeffrey clears his throat again. “The reason for the urgency is my mother. She’s… getting older, and not well at the moment. I worry she won’t be with us much longer.” Tiffany puts her hand in his lap. Jeffrey lowers his head a moment, before looking at me. “It’s important for me that she’s there on our day.” He smiles at Tiffany.
    I nod back. “I'm so sorry to hear that.” I feel for him. I can empathize with what he’s saying. My parents weren’t at my wedding.
    Nobody was.
    I wish they were though.
    “This won’t be a problem for us,” I continue. “It doesn't give us as much time, but we will make it work. I’ll try my best to look at what you both want from your special day and what I can arrange with the time I have.”
    “Please,” Jeffrey says, “whatever you can manage, that would be great. That’s why we wanted to work with you.”
    Tiffany leans towards me. “Money is not an issue either. Whatever it takes.”
    “I know I can make your day as perfect as I can,” I say confidently.
    Tiffany and Jeffrey stand. Diana and I do the same.
    I put out my hand and shake both of theirs. Diana follows. We exchanged a few more pleasantries before making another date to meet.
    I thank Mr. Reigns again before leaving. He gives me a charming smile and thanks me for wanting to work with him under the conditions they put on my company. It’s true it’s going to be a stressful month. We’ll have to move around some other things that are happening, but it will be worth it.
    As we leave Jeffrey Reigns’ home, Diana and I talk about the meeting.
    “What do you think?” I ask her bluntly.
    “This is going to be a crazy month.”
    I nod. “We pull this off and this business is set for years to come.”
    Diana smiles. “I have to tell my boyfriend not to expect to see me for the next four weeks.” We laugh until I spot Tiffany White scurrying up the hallway towards us.
    We stop walking and wait for her.
    “Hey,” Tiffany says. “There was one more thing I wanted to ask about… sort of a fun request.” Diana opens up her notepad and waits for her to speak.
    “Of course,” I say.
    “I’m hoping to surprise Jeffrey with this one too,” she says with a small laugh. “Is it at all possible for us to have some sort of large cake that I can pop out of?” She laughs again. “As a boy, Jeffrey was obsessed with Marilyn Monroe. I got a special wardrobe to dress like her for part of the party and wanted to surprise him.”
    Diana laughs. “What a fun idea!”
    I smile back. “Well, I haven't done that one before.”
    Diana makes a note. “It's a good thing you have such a thin figure. We wouldn't need a large cake.”
    Tiffany waves her off. “Oh, you're too sweet.”
    “I’ll look into this right away,” I say. Tiffany thanks us again before we leave.
    Diana and I compare our notes from the meeting before getting into our separate cars.
    This is going to be a crazy month. Diana’s words are more than true.
    When I arrive home, I throw my purse on a side table and hang my jacket in the closet. I hear movement in the kitchen and Desmond comes out wearing a nice button-up white shirt and dress pants.
    “Hey, darling,” I say.
    “Darling?” he repeats with a smirk.
    I laugh. “Just got out of the meeting with Tiffany White and Jeffrey Reigns. They want their wedding to happen in less than a month.”
    Desmond walks up to me, and as he gets closer, I can smell his captivating cologne. I wait for him to embrace me with a kiss. Instead, he brushes past me to the closet and takes out a jacket.             
    “Going to Scott’s house tonight,” he says. “Poker night with the boys. I’ll be back late.”
    “Uh, okay. Do you have to leave right now?” I ask. “I wanted to tell you about my day, catch up a little.” I cringe at my own words.
    Catch up?
    Why am I talking as if my husband is an old acquaintance I haven’t seen in a while?
    Des smiles. He walks up beside me and kisses my forehead. “We can catch up tomorrow.”
    Without another word, he opens the front door and leaves. I watch him as he gets into his car and drives down the road.



CHAPTER 4
    “He’s cheating on me, I know it!” I cry into the phone.
    “You don't know that, Cathy,” Diana comforts me. “He could be just playing poker with his boys, like he said. My boyfriend does that all the time too.”
    I breathe out, trying to calm myself, and failing miserably. “I don’t think he is. I’m so scared. I feel like I’m one of those crazy people who looks through their partner's phone.”
    Diana laughs. “Hell, I do that all the time.”
    I manage to laugh with a tear coming down my cheek at the same time. “Really?”
    “Oh yeah, girl, of course. I don't know my man that well. I need to make sure he’s loyal to me before I continue to give him my time.”
    I think of the other night when I had Des’s phone in my hand.
    “Well, he took his phone with him,” I say. “I feel like I’m dying right now.” I think of his office downstairs. “He has his laptop here though.”
    “Oh! Even better. Do you know his password?”
    I shake my head at my husband’s stupidity. “He wrote it down and keeps it beside the laptop.”
    “Well, he’s just asking for this.” Diana laughs. “Listen, don't feel bad about this. You won't do it all the time. Remind yourself that. You just need to alleviate your mind right now.”
    “Or pack a bag and leave him now,” I manage, but the thought destroys me inside. I’ve been with this man for over ten years of my life. My stomach feels sick again at the thought. “Ugh, this is killing me.”
    Diana continues to support me as I go into Des's office and open his laptop. When the prompt for password comes up, I stare at the post-it note with his password before entering it.
    Desmond123!
    I roll my eyes at his terrible password choice.
    I type it in the computer but don’t hit enter. I feel like once I do, there’s no turning back.
    “Are you in?” Diana asks.
    I breathe and hit enter. “I am now,” I say as his home screen loads.
    “Good, now look for any emails or folders with pictures in them.”
    I take my time searching his private documents and emails and find nothing. Suddenly I start to feel like a terrible wife, but Diana continues to encourage me to keep searching.
    “Nothing,” I say. “There’s nothing here.” I smile. “I mean, there could be something on his phone, but—”
    “Well, all that matters is you feel better,” Diana says. “Now you can relax, knowing that your husband is where he says he is.”
    I think of how cold Des has been to me the past while. “There’s one more thing I should check.” I click on an internet browser.
    “What’s that?” Diana asks.
    “His search history,” I say, clicking at the browser settings.
    “Oh, I don’t know about that one,” Diana says. “You could find some weird porn or something.”
    That would be a blessing at this point.
    I breathe in deep as I start to look through his search history. “I want to see if he’s been looking up stuff on divorce.”
    “That’s so smart,” Diana says.
    I scroll down the history.
    “Anything?” Diana asks.
    “So far no weird porn stuff.” I laugh. Diana laughs louder.
    I continue to read through his net history until one search on Google stops me. I stare at the words in disbelief. The next few searches after are even worse. I lower my cell phone from my ear and stare at the screen.
    “How to kill someone and get away with it.”
    “Can you go to jail for a murder if no body is found?”
    “How to frame someone for murder.”



CHAPTER 5
    “This is crazy,” Diana reminds me. “You don't just need to leave Des; you need to run away from him.”
    I continue to drive down the dark roads as I get closer to his friend Scott’s house. Desmond is supposed to be playing poker here tonight. I need to know if that's true.
    “I’m almost at Scott’s,” I let her know. 
Diana sighs loudly through the Bluetooth on my car. “Seriously, girl,” Diana says again. “Those are not normal searches anyone makes on Google.”
    I sigh now. “Maybe he’s been… researching and writing a book. He used to talk about being a writer. There could be many reasons why that search was there. I didn’t find anything either that says he’s cheating. I need to give my husband the benefit of the doubt.”
    “You need to run far away is what you need to do. This is scaring me now.”
    I take a sudden right, nearly missing the street. “I’m on Scott’s road now.”
    “And?”
    I bring my car to a slow crawl, trying to see the numbers on the dark houses. Many don’t have front porch lights on, and I can’t read them. I’m not entirely sure which is Scott’s.
    I look around the empty road. “I don't see many cars here. I don't see Des’s car either. The houses are all dark… I don’t think Desmond is here.” Now I can’t restrain myself. My tears are freely falling from my eyes. “He’s cheating on me, isn’t he?”
    “Cathy,” Diana says comfortingly. “It’s going to be okay. Don’t drive back home. Don’t go back. Trust your gut, and mine too. His search history is not right.”
    “No,” I say in anger. “It’s my house, not his. If he’s cheating, this marriage is over, and the house will stay with me.”
    “Cathy, please—”
    “No! I’m not leaving my home.”
    Diana signs into the phone. “Well, I don’t have a spare bedroom, but my couch is always open to you, you know that, right?”
    I look around the empty street, hoping to see Des’s car magically appear. When it doesn’t, I lower my head and thank my friend for her support tonight.
    I suddenly raise my head. “I don’t know if he’s actually cheating, though. For all I know, him and the boys decided to go to a bar instead of poker. They could be out right now together.”
    “Cathy, just come over to my house tonight,” Diana says. “Let’s crack open a bottle of wine. We can talk about the big wedding.”
    The thought of a wedding and happy married couples makes me cringe. “No, I need to know where my husband is… his credit card!” I shout.
    “What?”
    “We have a joint one. I can call the credit card company and see the last charge. If he’s out, he likely used it. He lost his debit card a long time ago and never bothered getting a new one. He never carries cash.”
    Diana sighs again. “Listen Cathy, I’m worried about you. Are you sure you want to be alone doing this? Tell me where you are. I can meet up with you and we can figure this out together.”
    “No, it’s okay. I’ll make this call to the credit card company and if there’s nothing weird there, I’ll take you up on that bottle of wine. I’ll need it for what I’ve done to myself tonight. I have to let you go, though, so I can call them.”
    “Call me back right away, okay?” Diana asks in a soft voice.
    Her comfort nearly brings me to tears again. “Thanks,” I say. “For everything. This is going above and beyond what a boss would ever ask someone to do.”
    “Cathy, stop. You know you’re my friend too. I would be here for you no matter how much you pay me… which needs to be more now.” She laughs and I do too.
    I take out my credit card and look at the number on the back. My smile vanishes immediately. “Okay, I have to go now.”
    We end our call, and I enter the credit card phone number on my cell. It feels excruciatingly difficult going through the AI voice prompts until I can actually talk to a human. When a customer service woman speaks into the phone, my heart beats faster.
    “How may I help you tonight?” she asks.
    “Hi,” I say, managing the friendliest voice I can even though I feel like I’m dying inside. “I think I lost my credit card, and I’m worried if there are any recent purchases on it.”
    “I’m so sorry to hear that,” the rep says in a friendly voice. “Let me check the history for you right now.”
    I thank the customer service woman and wait patiently.
    “When do you think you lost your card?” she asks.
    “The last time I remember seeing it was a few hours ago,” I lie.
    “I see,” she says. “Well, there is a charge from a little over an hour ago.”
    “Oh no,” I say, feigning concern. “What was it? Please don't tell me someone bought something expensive with my card.”
    “Well, it’s not that expensive but concerning. There's a charge of $87.49 to the Starlight Motel.”



CHAPTER 6
    “This was a bad idea,” I say to Diana over the phone as I turn into the Starlight Motel.
    “You shouldn’t be alone right now, Cathy,” she tells me.
    The place looks like a trashy motel where people pay per hour instead of overnight.
    I peer around the parking lot and feel my heart sink. “Oh god.”
    “What? What happened?”
    “His car is here.” Des is at this motel. Somehow I know that he and his boys did not rent a motel room for a night for poker.
    “I feel like my heart is going to burst out of my chest,” I say to Diana.
    “What are you going to do?”
    It’s a good question. What should I do? I could pretend I’m a guest and go up to the front desk and ask which room Mr. Kennedy is in. What if they won't tell me?
    I could bang on every door of this shitty motel and speak to each guest until I find Desmond.
    “I’m just going to sit in the parking lot,” I tell Diana. “I can see most of the rooms from here.”
    “You’re seriously going to wait until you spot Desmond coming out of a room?”
    “I don't know… Yes, I guess so.”
    “Okay, that's it, I’m coming down there. I’m sitting in the car with you.” Diana scoffs, “I can't let you stake out a motel by yourself.”
    “No, don't. I’ll be okay.”
    “Nuh-uh,” she says defiantly. “I’m going to come. You need someone right now. I’ll be there for you. Just give me thirty minutes or so. I do have one question for you, though.”
    I look around the rooms, waiting for movement. “What is it?”
    “Do you want me to kill Desmond for you? Or do you want the honors yourself?”
    I don’t laugh. I’m not sure if I’d rather cry or just drive away. This is a bad idea. If I see Desmond open one of those doors, and I see someone come out with him, my heart will literally break in two.
    “Maybe I should just go home,” I say. “Maybe this was a bad idea.”
    Diana is silent for a few moments. “I think now you need to know. There’s no going back now, hun. Cathy, I’ll be there soon, okay?”
    I breathe out slowly. “Okay…. Thanks.”
    We end the call, and I wait patiently in my car, every so often looking up at the motel to ensure I don’t miss anybody coming or going. After twenty minutes of staring at nothing, the terrible feeling in my stomach has only managed to intensify.
    This is stupid. There has to be a better way than this. I should just confront him with what I do know.
    Desmond will lie, though. He’s so good at that. I’m so stupid that I’ll let him and continue with our marriage.
    How long has this been going for? How many others?
    I’ve stayed loyal to our marriage. I’ve never broken our vows. How many times has he broken his to me?
    I pick up my phone and call Diana again.
“Hey!” she calls out. “Sorry, running a little later than I thought. GPS says I’m like ten minutes away.”
    “Let’s just go to your house,” I say. “Wine sounds good.”
    “Are you sure?” she asks.
    “Yeah, I think so.”
    The universe must have heard me, as on cue one of the motel doors opens. After a moment, Desmond steps outside.
    “I see him,” I say softly.
    “Oh,” Diana says quietly. “Are you okay?... You can do this.”
    I wait to see someone leave with him, but instead Des turns off the light in the room and closes the door. A wave of calmness comes over me.
    I’m about to tell Diana when the door swings open again, and a petite blond woman leaves the room as well. She smiles at my husband, and he leans in, kissing her.
    I immediately recognize her.
    “What’s going on?” Diana asks.
    I’m speechless. I can’t find the words, until I see my husband and the woman kiss again.
    “He’s with Tiffany White.”



CHAPTER 7
    I didn’t run like Diana pleaded with me to do. I didn’t leave Desmond.
    I didn’t even stop planning the wedding of Tiffany White.
    If I do that, my wedding planning business will be over. When my huge break came, it came with a heavy price: my marriage.
    How long has Desmond been sneaking out with Tiffany?
    What on earth makes him think it’s okay to plan for the wedding of the woman he’s sleeping with?
    I have so many questions, and all of them enrage me.
    Diana thinks I’ve gone mad. I should have kicked him out of the house. Instead, three weeks have passed, and I’ve pretended like nothing has happened.
    Des and I speak to each other, but now I’ve matched his level of enthusiasm. I avoid him at all costs if I can. I barely speak to him. When I do, it’s for small talk.
    He’s almost become that annoying co-worker. I say hi to him as we pass each other at home but I’m thankful that he doesn't want to stop and chat with me,
    Work makes that easier, although knowing it's for Tiffany makes it harder.
    How am I supposed to plan the special day of a woman who’s ruined mine?
    It’s been weeks since I found out about Des and Tiffany. For weeks I’ve given my husband a small peck on the lips before going to bed, pretending nothing’s happening. Weeks of still talking with Jeffrey and Tiffany about their wedding day, trying to not murder Tiffany while sitting so close to her.
    I’m not giving up the only thing I have left in this world because of Desmond. My business will be all that matters after we’re through.
    And we will be through… at some point after the wedding of Jeffrey and Tiffany.
    How could he do this to me?
    I try not to think of it as I sit in my home office stewing over everything, while also working on a seating chart for Tiffany’s wedding.
    I want to burn the chart, and Tiffany.
    There is too much work to get upset, though. Tomorrow Diana and I meet with Tiffany and Jeffrey at the hall to go over everything we have. Workers have already started construction of the forest.
    I hate myself for doing this. I can’t wait for this wedding to pass.
    The only thing that puts a smile on my face is daydreams of me telling Jeffrey Reigns what his pretty young wife is up to behind his back.
    Why are they even getting married? She’s already cheating on him.
    Was it one more good time with a young man like Desmond before marrying a much older man?
    Although I’d be naive to think it's only been one time between Tiffany and Des.
    A knock on my office door startles me. Desmond is watching me, a thin smile on his face that I wish I could slap off. The more I see my husband, the more I daydream about hurting him.
    It's the only thing that stops me from bawling my eyes out.
    “Hey,” I say. “What's up?”
    “Just going out again to Scott’s house,” he says. “Poker night.”
    “Aw,” I say, unimpressed. I’ve heard this line before. “I hope you win the jackpot, or whatever they call it?”
    Of course, there is no jackpot, and there is no poker game. The only jackpot Des will be in tonight is the dirty hole between Tiffany's legs.
    “Me too,” Des says with a wide smile. “May stay overnight at his place if the game goes too long.”
    I nod and look down at my paperwork again, ignoring him. How can I respond to him? “Have a good time,” would probably be the usual response but I don't exactly want to encourage him any more than I can help.
    If anything, I hope they have the worst time imaginable. I hope he can’t get it up. I hope he realizes what a two-timing piece of scum he is for doing this to me.
    I know none of these realizations will hit him. He’s going to have an amazing time with a gorgeous, wealthy woman, while I stay up late planning her wedding.
    Des leaves my office and heads toward the front door.
    I think about where he’s going. No doubt the same motel he was at last time. I imagine myself driving there and confronting them both before he fulfills another night of infidelity.
    I told myself I wouldn't say a word about what I know until after the wedding, but it's boiling inside me and beginning to come over the top.
    I now hate this man I once loved.
    I put the pen down firmly on the desk and rub my face harder than I should.
    I can’t do this anymore.
    I storm into our small foyer where Desmond is still putting on his shoes.
    “Tell Tiffany I say hi,” I say bluntly.
    Des’s face drops. “What?”
    “You heard me,” I say sternly. When he doesn't respond I raise my hands. “How could you? With her? I’m planning her wedding! Meanwhile you're going to screw her brains out! How could you do that to me? I know you don't love me anymore, I know that now, but what you’re doing to me hurts! You loved me at one time. How can you do that to someone you loved?”
    He lowers his head. I wait for him to come up with some crappy story or excuse.
    Whoops, I tripped and fell into this pretty woman's vagina.
    Instead, he looks at me and apologizes. I ask him to repeat himself.
    “Sorry,” he says again. “I don't know why she approached you to do her wedding. It wasn't supposed to be that way. She was supposed to call it off. That's what she told me she would do.”
    I shake my head in disbelief. “So, what, you’re the victim here? Poor you? My slutty side girl is making my wife plan her wedding? I mean, how vindictive is this woman?” When he doesn’t answer, I yell some more. “Of course, you didn't know. You're just a pawn, right?" I shake my head. “How could you do this to me? Again, even?” Des stays quiet. This is probably the best decision he’s made in a while. “You cheated on me last year, and what did I do? Take you back. You promised me never again. You promised me you loved me. That you’d stay true to me.”
    “I did!” he shouts back. “Until I realized I was just some prop for you to show me around. Look at my perfect marriage. Look how happy we are. You make me parade around weddings like I’m some business card for you. Some sideshow to get more clients.”
    “You liked helping me with my wedding planning,” I say.
    “I’m done pretending.” He opens the front door and steps outside.
    “Des!” I shout. He turns to look at me, his eyes almost as fully enraged as mine. “I’m done pretending too. I want a divorce!”
I slam the door in my husband's face.



CHAPTER 8
    “I kicked Desmond out of my house,” I say to my phone.
    “Good! Great!” Diana shouts.
    “I think… I’m divorcing him.”
    “Even better!” Diana exclaims. “So, I guess we can call off the run-through tomorrow.”
    I sigh. “No, business as usual tomorrow. We meet with Jeffrey and Tiffany as planned.”
    There’s a long pause. I’m about to check if the call was dropped when Diana finally finds words. “What are you doing to yourself?”
    I sit in my bedroom, by myself, laying on the bed that my husband and I shared for years, and wonder the same. “I can’t,” I say.
    Thankfully, Diana as usual is able to read my mind without me having to say anything.
    “The part of me that works for you understands, Cathy. I do. I love working for you. You’re the best boss I ever had. I understand what Desmond did to you, what Tiffany did, will ruin you if it comes out. But all that said, the friend side of me wants to slap you in the face. You deserve better than this.”
    I lower my head. “I know I do.”
    “So why do this to yourself?”
    I sit up in my bed. “I can't let him win. If I give up my business for Des, then he gets the last laugh in everything. He not only walks clean away from our marriage but with my life in a complete shambles. And to do it with a pretty new girl.”
    I tell Diana about the exchange I had with Des before I slammed the door in his face.
    “What if Des tells Tiffany that you kicked him out?” Diana asks. “What if she comes clean to Jeffrey?”
    “That could happen, but I don't think it will.”
    Diana sighs. “I’ll do what you want me to do here, I will, but I’m not happy. Not happy at all.”
    Join the club, I think. I haven't been happy for some time.
    “Do me one more favour,” she says.
    She pauses a long moment and I realize she wants me to actually ask her. “Okay, what?”
    “Stay at my house tonight. I’m still nervous about what you found on Desmond's computer. That’s not normal. You do get that, right?”
    “I’ll change the locks.”
    “No, just come to my house. It will be safer here. Have you seen my boyfriend? The man is like six foot four and two-fifty pounds. Desmond would never try anything while you’re here.”
    “And how long do I not live in my own home for?” I ask. “I won't live in fear like that.”
    Diana sighs again. “You’re killing me, Cathy. Okay, but get a security system. I’m surprised you don't already have one. My boyfriend knows a guy that works for a company. They do same-day installs. I could even get him to come by tonight. Install it in the morning before the run-through, or maybe even tonight. I’ll get him to call you in like five minutes. Please do me this itty-bitty favour at least.”
    Again, she pauses. “What?”
    “Pick up the phone when the security company calls. I know we have a lot going on tomorrow, but your safety is important, okay?”
    She pauses again until I agree. “Okay, I will. I promise.”
    Just as she promised, a man named Jimmy calls me and asks if he can come over for a quote for installation. Jimmy tells me that he can even get an urgent installation done tonight based on what he knows. I wonder how much Diana shared.
    He comes to my home, and I look over the packages he has available. I never planned on having a security system, but the live recording feature will work great for what I need. I buy the package that comes with an indoor camera. For an extra fee, I could have the camera system that records audio, but that isn’t going to work for what I want.
    After the installers leave, I text Diana to let her know I’ve fulfilled my promise.
    I go back into my office and sit at my desk, looking through the final plans for tomorrow. At the top of one of the papers signed by Tiffany White, I read her phone number.
    I pick up my phone and feel the urge to call her. I feel the urge to tell her how much I hate her. How she ruined my life. How I hope someday karma ruins hers.
    I remind myself that I don't have a vow to love Tiffany White. I had one with Desmond though. What happened was ultimately his fault.
    I put my phone back down on my desk and breathe out slowly.



CHAPTER 9
    Today's a big day. I’ll show Tiffany and Jeffrey their wedding venue and what’s decorated so far. We’ll finalize some plans for how things will go on the night next weekend.
    Despite everything in this wedding being last minute, I managed to find the most expensive hall I could manage. Of course, it took a little finagling. Someone else booked the place first. Jeffrey Reigns' money helped solve that dilemma.
    The other engaged couple agreed to take a smaller venue, and I paid triple the cost for the hall directly to them.
    I had to help them find a decent location for their needs. I couldn't live with myself if I left them without a proper venue for their wedding. The last thing I would want is for Tiffany White to ruin someone else's marriage.
    Diana and I have been running around all day confirming things with vendors, ensuring they’re paid their deposits for next weekend.
    I even managed to find a stupid large cake for dumb Tiffany to fit into. It’s already in the back. The vendor brought the hollow cake late last night from out of town. My job today is to sneak Tiffany into it without Jeffrey seeing, to make sure she fits. The vendor can then have their baker prepare everything for the day.
    I was sure Tiffany would fit into it. As Diana said, she was a slender woman, but it's better to be over-prepared than the day to come and a mistake occur. It's the small things that count when planning a wedding. You should never assume something.
    Everything has been going to plan today. The stars and the moon have aligned as there are no hiccups with any vendor. Everything will be ready for next weekend, except I have one large problem.
    The future bride and groom aren’t here. Diana has called Tiffany several times, but she hasn't replied. I’ve called Jeffrey Reigns, but it went straight to voicemail.
    “What if Tiffany told her husband about Desmond?” Diana whispers to me.
    I shrug. “I don't know what's happening. We better get paid for the deposits if this falls through.”
    I’ve dumped tens of thousands already into this wedding. If it falls through and Jeffrey or Tiffany’s family stiff me on my bill, I will be royally screwed.
    Diana nods her head. “Thank god, there’s Mr. Reigns.”
    I turn and see Jeffrey walking into the hall. He gives me a thin smile as he gets closer and looks around.
    “Has Tiffany not arrived yet?” he asks.
    “No,” I answer. “Sorry. We’ve been trying to call her but haven't heard anything back.”
    “Me too,” he says nervously. “Perhaps we should wait a little bit before we start whatever we’re doing here today.”
    I go over some of the details with Jeffrey as we wait for his fiancé. After thirty minutes she still hasn't arrived.
    “This all sounds beautiful,” he says. “I’m amazed at what you’ve been able to do so quickly for us. Thank you so much.” He looks at Diana. “Thanks to both of you.”
    Diana smiles. “You are very welcome, Mr. Reigns.”
    He waves her off. “Please, call me Jeffrey.”
    One of the managers walks up to me. “We really need you to move that cake thing out of our hall. We have another party unloading soon.”
    “Of course,” I say. “No problem. We’ll sort it out.”
    “Cake thing?” Jeffrey asks.
    I look at Diana with a thin smile and back at Jeffrey. “It’s top secret, Jeffrey. I can’t tell you as per your fiancé.”
    Jeffrey laughs. “What does she have up her sleeve now?”
    Diana smiles. “You’ll have to wait and see.”
    I beg our pardon and head towards the loading area where the hollowed-out cake is.
    “I didn’t think it would be this large,” Diana says, inspecting it. “It could easily fit Tiffany.” She looks at me. “Is it bad that I hope they bake it with her in it?”
    I look at her. “I’m trying to keep it together here.”
    Diana puts hand on my arm endearingly. “Sorry. I know this is tough. I could never do what you're doing. It’s only a few more days and Tiffany is out of your life.”
    “Yeah, and Desmond too.” I can feel a tear form in my eye.
    Diana squeezes my arm. “The cake will fit Tiffany in it. I’ll arrange for it to go right away and talk to Jeffrey. Just leave, okay? I can take care of this today.”
    I nod. “Thanks, Diana, really. For everything. I don't know what I would do without you.” I give her a hug, but as we embrace, I see a red stain on the side of the cake. “What is that?”
    Diana turns and looks at the red. I notice not all of it is dry.
    “Is that paint?” Diana asks. She climbs up onto one of the first layers of the cake to examine it. She looks at the top part of the cake and back at me. I’m about to ask her what’s happening when she takes the top of the cake off, and covers her mouth.
    It takes a moment for me to register what Diana sees. Her screams make it real.
    The lifeless body of Tiffany White is inside.
    Diana’s scream catches everyone’s attention, including Jeffrey’s. When he walks into the loading bay, his handsome smile vanishes as he sees his fiancé.



CHAPTER 10
    I told the police everything, well, nearly everything.
    They know about my husband and Tiffany. I explained why I continued to plan for the wedding despite my discovery.
    I told them about the Google search history on my husband's computer. Me seeing them at the motel.
    There’s no hiding how much I hate Tiffany White. I’m probably the main suspect, and for good reason.
    The only question I didn’t answer truthfully was: did I know where my husband was?
    Desmond wasn’t home. I kicked him out last night. The police wanted to talk to him and needed to know where he was.
    I lied when I told them I didn’t know.
I knew exactly where he was. 
    The same sleazy hotel he was at the last time I saw him with Tiffany. I confirmed it late last night when I called the credit card company again.
    I could almost hear Diana’s voice calling me stupid for not telling the police what I knew. Diana doesn't understand though.
    As I exit the police station, Jeffrey Reigns is walking into the building. We share a mutual look of desperation as we pass. Jeffrey’s eyes are wet. Soon, he’ll find out about my husband and his fiancé. Soon he’ll find out about me keeping it secret.
    I drive home from the police station, thinking the entire time that my life was over. When I arrive home, I try my best not to think about what I’m going to do next in life.
    That’s if I have a life. I could be arrested any moment for the murder of Tiffany White. For a moment I think about calling the police and telling them where my husband is. I don’t have to go any further with my plan.
    Eventually, I do make a call, only it’s not to the police.
    I pace around my house, looking at my newly installed security system. I have an app on my phone and can monitor the three cameras that were installed. One facing the driveway to my home. One in the backyard. The last one in my living room, where I can see myself.
    Putting my phone back into my pocket, I try to take my mind off what’s happening and what could happen next. I manage to do some dishes and tidy the living room.
    Then I hear a car pull into the driveway. My heart stops beating as I take out my phone, and can see Desmond walking towards the front door.
    I hear the door unlock, and he walks in with a stern look on his face. I quickly hide behind the living room wall.
    He slams the door behind him. “Cathy!”



CHAPTER 11
    “Cathy!” my husband shouts again, walking into the living room.
    I scream and run into the kitchen, taking a moment to see the camera in the living room facing me.
    “What the hell are you doing?” he barks. “I have no time for these games. You said you wanted to talk. Well, let's talk.”
    I quickly grab my purse and run back into the living room to face Desmond. He looks angry and walks towards me. I reach into my purse until I feel the grip of the small handgun I keep inside.
    Desmond doesn't have a chance to react as I point it towards him and fire several times. He falls to the ground immediately, gasping for air.
    A pool of blood begins to surround him, as his look of rage quickly changes to surprise.
    He coughs out blood. “You shot me?” I take a small step towards him. He looks at the red light of the camera on the mantle and back at me.
    “I never wanted this,” I say, as I watch my husband bleed on the floor below me.
    Desmond coughs out more blood and looks at the camera. “Help!” he screams.
    I give a thin smile, making sure my face is out of sight of the camera. “There’s no audio on the feed, Des.”
    He looks back at me in shock. “Call an ambulance, please. Cathy—”
    “No,” I tell him in a hushed voice, taking another step towards him.
    He grimaces in pain and curls into a ball. His breath is getting slower and shallower. “Please.”
    “No,” I repeat. He looks up at me. His once bright brown eyes start to flicker. The pool of blood is getting larger. He doesn't have much time left. I kneel beside him, and grab his hand. “I want you to know that your beloved Tiffany will be waiting for you.”
    I watch as Desmond takes his last breath before standing up and calling the police.



CHAPTER 12
Six months later
How to plan the perfect murder.
One.
Plan everything that you can.
It was easy to make fake Google searches on my husband's laptop. I still laugh when I think about one of them, the one the police seemed most interested in: ‘how to frame someone for murder’.
    That was exactly what I did. Only the police believe it was my darling husband who tried to frame me for killing Tiffany White.
    Jeffrey Reigns was certainly surprised to find his fiancé stuffed in a cake. It wasn't exactly the perfect scene Tiffany wanted. She looked nothing like Marilyn Monroe when her body was found either.
    The night I kicked Desmond out of my house and demanded a divorce, I immediately checked with my credit card and confirmed that he got a room at the Starlight Motel again. I knew exactly where he was. I watched from my car as Tiffany entered his room. I watched from my car as Tiffany left again later that night.
    The last thing Tiffany saw was me, striking her near her car as she tried to leave. I had cased the motel prior to make sure I was in a spot with no cameras or surveillance.
    The beautiful part about motels is nobody pays attention to you. Everyone has their own reasons why they’re there, and watching each other isn't one of them.
    I paid for the security system with no audio on purpose. It was something I hadn't thought of getting, but when the security service rep came to my home, it seemed to fit perfectly with my plan.
    Plus, it will all come back to the conversations I had with Diana about concerns over my wellbeing.
    It was beautiful.
    I still reminisce about the last moments I shared with my husband and smile.
Two.
Things will happen that you can't plan for. Act accordingly.
    Initially, I wasn’t planning on murdering Tiffany, if you can believe it. I was going to try and be content with just murdering my husband. The night he left again for the Starlight Motel, I lost my cool.
    I went a little crazy.
    Stuffing in her in the cake was a last-minute detail. It felt right. Tiffany surprised me when I found out she was sleeping with my husband. I wanted to surprise the world with her body.
    Still, I felt bad when I saw Jeffrey’s reaction.
    Soon after, though, he would find out about what she did behind his back and maybe part of him could forgive whoever dealt with his fiancé before he ruined his life with her.
That brings me to three.
Have help.
Who better than Diana to unwillingly help me with murdering my husband? She was with me literally every step of the way.
    The perfect alibi and witness for me.
    I was on the phone with her when I ‘discovered’ the Google searches that would put the blame on my husband. She was on the phone with me when I ‘found out’ about Tiffany and Desmond at the motel. It was her recommendation to get a security system that captured me killing my husband in ‘self-defence’.
    Of course, it wasn’t self-defence. I called the motel from a nearby payphone and pleaded with Des to come back home and said that we needed to talk. All the camera saw, though, was my husband walking into the room, and after the Google searches he had on his computer, of course I would have feared for my life.
    Diana helped with this part of the story as well.
    It was Diana who told the police everything that backed up the story that I created about my husband.
    He was a monster who was planning to kill me but failed.
    That brings me to the last point of planning the perfect murder.
    When you start to second guess why you’re doing it, remember the reasons why he deserves it.
    I was stupid for taking Desmond back after he cheated on me the first time. Fool me once. Then he did it again. Fool me twice, and I guess I have to kill you.
    Not only was he cheating on me, but it was with Tiffany White. A woman who paid for me to plan for her wedding.
    Desmond claimed that this was Tiffany's doing.
    Sometimes, when I think back, I believe him. Other times, I don't. Now, I suppose it doesn't matter.
    Before following through with killing my husband, I thought many times about just leaving him. He made that more difficult. If I left him, it would come out why I did. My business would be ruined. If I told Jeffrey about Tiffany, my business would be ruined.
    No matter what I did, Desmond had ruined my business, so I may as well get what I wanted.
Revenge.
    The moment I picked up Des’s cellphone when he was in the shower and I saw the messages between him and Tiffany, I knew I wanted to kill them both. The only question was how.
    It takes a planner like me to do what I do and get away with it.
    Life is better now.
I sit in a local cafe at a table by myself.
    Things are very different now that I’m a widow.
    Thankfully, my business wasn’t hurt too much by the death of my husband and Tiffany. If anything, locals had even more empathy for my situation.
    I was the victim, after all.
    My husband was the evil one who murdered Tiffany White out of anger that she hadn’t left her fiancé. He even attempted to kill me as well.
    That was the story the media ran with, at least.
    A good planner like myself prides themselves on telling a story with their work. The murder of Desmond and Tiffany was the best one I ever told.
    I take a sip of my latte and a small bite of my biscuit, watching people walk by outside.
    Diana and I are still very busy planning weddings. Desmond didn’t win. I got to keep my business and lose a terrible husband. I believe I won twice.
    I smile and take another sip of my latte.
    That’s when I see him. Jeffrey Reigns walks down the street and enters the cafe. He immediately sees me. I quickly look away, but when I turn back he’s walking up to me, with an expression of deep concern on his face.
    “Hey, Cathy,” he says shyly. “I’ve been wanting to talk to you since… everything.”
    “Hey, Jeffrey.” I lower my head a moment and look back at him. “I’m not even sure what to say.”
    “That’s okay,” he says with a thin smile. “Me either. I just want you to know that I don’t blame you for anything. Nothing at all. What happened was—”
    “Desmond's fault,” I say, interrupting him. I lower my head.
    “Right. You did nothing wrong. I’m a businessman myself, so I understand the difficult position you were in.”
    “Thanks for letting me know, Jeffrey,” I say. “That means a lot coming from you.”
    He gives me a smile, which lightens his handsome face and his bright eyes. “Well, I suppose it was good to see you. I hope you’re doing well.”
    I nod. “I hope you’re doing well too. I’m sorry that I wasn’t able to give you a special day before, well, your mother…”
    Jeffrey laughs. “Well, she’s actually still with us, thankfully. I forgot how much of a fighter my mom is.”
    “That's wonderful news. I’m so happy for you.”
    He smiles at me one more time and turns before I call out to him.
    “I’m here by myself.” I laugh. “I guess I do a lot by myself now, but do you want to join me?”
    Jeffrey lowers his head and looks back at me. “That sounds lovely.”



Epilogue
Four months later
You are cordially invited to witness the union of Jeffrey Reigns and Catherine Kennedy, as we celebrate love and their beginning of a lifetime of joy. Join us for the wedding of the century.
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CHAPTER ONE
Martha Jameson looked one last time in Henry’s room, satisfied that everything was perfect for her son to return to. He was finally coming home after such a long time. Everything had to be perfect when he visited.
Martha smiled. She missed him. He barely came to visit now that he was older. He visited even less since she came into the picture.
Beside the bed on the nightstand was a picture of her. Chelsea. His wife. She had long blond hair and large blue eyes. The picture was of her in a long-sleeved white shirt. She’s only twenty-one and beaming with beauty. She’s gorgeous and from what Henry says, her soul is even more beautiful. This only angered Martha more. She turned the frame face down.
Martha looked across the room at a different picture frame on the dresser. She picked it up and stared at it. Martha was in her thirties when the photo was taken, and Henry was much younger. Her hand was wrapped around his shoulder. They were both smiling.
Those were different times though. Things are different now.
She moved the picture frame and placed it on his nightstand, replacing his wife’s photo. She picked up the other frame of Chelsea and moved it to the dresser.
“Martha!” She heard his raspy voice calling for her but did not answer. She was caught up thinking about how things used to be. “Martha! Where are you?”
“Henry’s room!” she called out to her husband. Arthur limped into the room. He grimaced in pain when he stood beside her. “Leg hurting again?” she asked.
“It’s the moisture in this old home,” Arthur said, sitting on Henry’s bed. He made a sound of relief when he did. “Mornings are getting harder.”
Martha scoffed. “I just made his bed; get off!”
He nodded and stood up, grimacing again. Arthur coughed into his flannel sleeve. “What time are they coming?”
“Should be around supper.”
Arthur cleared his throat. “Good. I need more time to get ready.”
“Finish in the garden first,” Martha said sternly. When she didn’t hear Arthur respond, she turned to him with a cold glare. Her husband was staring off into the room. She snapped her finger at him. “Are you going to be
ready
for Henry? For— his wife? Don't mess this up.”
Arthur cleared his throat and pushed his disheveled gray hair to the side. “I won’t.”
“We need to keep our stories straight, right?”
“Right, Martha. Of course.” He wrinkled his nose and stared off into the room again to Martha’s dismay.
Martha sighed. “What's her name? Do you even remember?”
Arthur cleared his throat. “Chelsea.”
Martha wasn't impressed. “You’re going to mess this up for us. I know it.” Before her husband could respond, she barked another order. “Go. Finish your work in the yard. I’ll clean the house some more and get a salad ready from the garden for them.”
Arthur didn’t react as he left the room. She watched her husband limp on his left leg as he went down the hall. Time had not been kind to him. He was only sixty-five, but his body was that of a seventy-five-year-old.
Martha went down the hallway and stared out the front window. How much longer could Arthur stay out here? She had lived off the grid forever. They had their own garden, septic system, and solar panels. There were repairs to complete, maintenance tasks to stay ahead of. Could Arthur handle this lifestyle much longer? When Henry came, she would talk to him more about it.
Martha noticed a pile of white fluff surrounded by green grass outside. It was hard for her to make the white blur out, but it appeared to be moving. She took out her glasses from her dress pocket to take a closer look.
“Damnit,” she said. “Not again.” She tightened her lower lip as she looked at the dying chicken on the grass. She made her way outside the cabin. The grass surrounding the bird was stained with blood and feathers. The chicken moved its wings slowly. Martha picked it up by its neck and put it out of its misery with a twist.
She followed the path towards the barn where Arthur was already shoveling topsoil into a patch of small plants.
He looked at Martha and wiped the sweat from his forehead. “Chicken tonight?” He laughed to himself.
Martha was not amused. She raised its body to his face, dangling it rigorously. “That wolf is back! Set up some traps when you’re done here.”
He nodded. “Sure.” He dug his shovel into the wheelbarrow full of soil and sprinkled it over the small plants. “Tomatoes are going to come in nicely I think.”
“That wolf is going to ruin
everything,” Martha said, ignoring his comment.
“I’m almost done here,” he said. “I’ll put out a few traps. It’s been weeks since we saw it. It will move on again.”
Martha looked down at the tomato plants. They were sprouting nicely as he said. Then she noticed a dirty finger sticking out from the ground beside a leafy plant. She shook her head as she saw several other fingers from the hand sprouting out from the soil.
“No wonder why the wolf is back,” she barked, pointing at the fingers. She looked closely at one finger. An emerald ring was clearly visible on one of the blue-hued digits. Martha bent over and wrestled it off. She rubbed dirt off the band with her fingers and spit. “You need to do a better job, Arthur,” she said sternly. “Henry is coming with his wife. It needs to be perfect.”
Arthur nodded, stuck his shovel in the wheelbarrow, and covered the hand with dirt until it was fully hidden.
Martha smiled thinly. If things are perfect, Henry will never want to leave again.



CHAPTER TWO
Chelsea looked out the passenger side window, taking in the woods and mountains surrounding them as Henry drove off the highway into a gas station.
“You still have half a tank,” Chelsea said to her husband with a smile. “Aren't we getting close to your parents by now?” It had already been over a two-hour drive from their apartment in Calgary.
Henry smirked. “First rule: when you live out in the middle of nowhere, always gas up when you can because you may not be able to until it's too late. Learned that lesson the hard way a few times when I was younger.”
Henry parked his pickup truck in front of the gasoline pump. He turned off the ignition and smirked at Chelsea again. “How about I pump, and you go inside and get a few snacks for the rest of our road trip? Grab a few of those junkie gas station brownies too, I love those. Maybe a few for my parents.”
“I thought your parents lived off the land. What do they need gas bar junk brownies for?”
“They taste delicious, that's all that matters. Pretty please, sweetheart.” He opened the driver side door and got out, grabbing the gas pump.
Chelsea got out of his truck and stretched her legs. She looked around at the lonely gas station on the empty road. They truly were in the middle of nowhere.
“How much longer until we get to your parents?” she asked.
Henry opened the gasket but sighed to himself as he put the pump back on the hook. “I’m getting used to the city now. They don't have pay at the pump options out here. When you go inside, can you ask them for $30 on the pump as well?”
“Sure,” she said.
“And: about another hour and a half or two,” he answered her with a grin.
Chelsea turned to walk towards the gas bar, but Henry whistled at her. She turned and he raised his wallet. “You may need this,” he said. Chelsea put out her hand, but he waved for her to get closer, smiling.
“Stop playing games with me, Henry,” she said with a laugh. “My back hurts and I want junkie gas station gummy bears as much as you want brownies.” He didn't answer but kept waving her over to him.
When she was close enough, he grabbed her and pushed her against the side of the truck. He kissed her softly and leaned against her body. She could feel how excited he was already.
“There’s something about being in the middle of nowhere with you that makes me want to tear your clothes off.” he said, biting his lip.
“Stop,” Chelsea said shyly. “Let’s gas up, first.” She kissed him.
He stepped back and raised her left hand, kissing her wedding band. “As you wish. Don’t make me wait too long. I’m hungry… for brownies.”
Chelsea shoved him. “You’re trouble.” She leaned in and kissed him again. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach every time she kissed her handsome husband.
The honeymoon stage, some call it. They had only been married for a few months and could barely keep their hands off each other. Even though Henry was thirty-four, he took good care of his body and was successful, charming and funny. Sometimes Chelsea didn’t understand what he saw in her. She was almost the complete opposite.
“Need gas?” an older, stockier man called out to them from the gas bar entrance. He stared at them awkwardly. “You have to pay inside.”
“Sorry!” Chelsea yelled back. “Be right there.”
“Why are you apologizing?” Henry whispered, raising his wallet higher.
“Stop it,” Chelsea said back. “Give me the wallet.” She looked back and the man was still staring at them. “He’s watching.”
“So what?” Henry said with a laugh.
“Please… give me the wallet?”
Henry lowered his hand. “Fine, I’m done playing around.”
Chelsea snatched it from his hand, and when she turned to walk to the store, Henry smacked her butt. Chelsea looked back at him with an irritated face. She hated public affection like that. It was what others thought about it that bothered her most. As soon as she saw Henry's face, though, she felt nothing but his love.
“For that,” she said, “I’m buying some potato chips too!” She walked towards the store and the old man went back inside the gas bar behind the counter.
She was amazed at how rustic everything was at the station. She spotted a phone booth beside the building and chuckled to herself. She couldn't remember the last time she saw a functional phone booth. She thought about going inside the booth and calling Henry from it to mess with him but decided the old man at the gas station had been waiting long enough for his only customers of the day.
When she went inside, she greeted the man behind the till, but he didn't respond. She went into the chip aisle and grabbed a few bags. She took her time going through the rest of the junk food aisle and spotted some gummy bears. Above them were the infamous brownies Henry had been craving. She grabbed a few bags and brought everything to the counter.
“Can I have thirty worth of gas, please, as well?” she asked.
The old man punched keys on his register and looked at her. “Forty-five,” he said with a nasty tone. It was if her shopping in his store, with no other customers, was bothersome to him.
His curtness bothered her more. How many customers had he had today, being in the middle of nowhere? He can't smile or greet his customers? Thank them for saving his business? Instead of that happening, she paid the bill and thanked him.
She thought about what Henry said about the trip being another two hours potentially. She glanced around the small gas bar, looking for a washroom.
“Anything else?” the man asked.
“Is there a washroom here?”
Instead of answering, he pointed at a sign. “The outhouse is for paying customers only.” Below the sign was a hook with a key on it.
“When you’re done using it, lock the door,” he said.
“Never mind,” Chelsea said with a smile. “Thanks.” She turned to leave and saw a billboard beside the exit door. Although the board was small, it was stacked with missing persons posters. Some were piled on top of each other.
Chelsea glanced at a few posters. It amazed her to think all the pictures of the people on this board were missing. Someone out there was looking for them and they couldn't be found. How many of them were alive? How many were only runaways who wanted to stay missing for their own reasons? She hoped for most of these people it was the latter.
She noticed a weathered poster tacked underneath two others. Caroline Sanders. She had been missing for over two years. Last seen hiking the Grassi Lakes Trail in Kananaskis Country. At the bottom of the page was a case number and phone number to call with any information.
Chelsea took her time looking at the rest of the board at all the missing faces staring back at her. Most of them were older men and women, with a few exceptions.
“Do you want to buy some lottery tickets?” the old man asked.
“What?” Chelsea said.
The old man nodded at the lottery station below the missing persons’ board. “Just fill out your lucky numbers and maybe you could be the next one who wins. You saw that winning ticket on the board?”
Chelsea looked up at the board again. Below the posters of a few women was a picture of a lottery ticket. Handwritten, with poor lettering, were the words “$25,000 Winner.”
“That could be you,” the old man said with an ugly leer.
Chelsea was annoyed. The board of these missing people was desecrated with this man’s greed. No wonder the missing stay vanished.
“I’m not that lucky,” Chelsea said. She left the store without saying goodbye to the cashier. To her, that was the worst thing she could do to someone, leave without acknowledging them. To the old man, he could care less if he ever saw her again – or if her face was on the bulletin board some day.
“Excuse me, miss.” Chelsea turned to see a young boy with pudgy cheeks on a red bicycle. Chelsea assumed he was around ten years old. His face was flushed red. Another boy who looked younger was sitting on a blue bike nearby.
“Yes?” Chelsea said with a smile.
“Well, I think we are a little lost,” he said, lowering his head. “My mom told me not to go too far, but we didn't listen. Do you have a phone? Could I call her to come by and pick us up?”
“Of course.” She took out her cell from her jean pocket and looked at the screen, noticing a new text from her friend Neil. She quickly read it.
“In-laws making you go crazy yet?” it read. Chelsea rolled her eyes.
She gave the phone to the boy on the bicycle. “Here you go.”
The boy looked up at her. “The screen’s locked though.”
Chelsea waved her hand at him. “There isn't a password. Just swipe to open it. Do you want me to show you how to call someone?”
The boy put the phone in his pocket. He turned his bike toward the road and jumped on the pedals. His friend on the blue bike was already starting to head off fast.
“Hey!” Chelsea yelled at the boy. “Stop!”
The boy on the red bicycle was laughing as he pedaled until Henry ran in front of him and knocked him off his bike. Henry quickly grabbed the boy and picked him up from the ground gently, but forcefully. Henry wiped dirt off the boy’s clothes from the fall. He reached into the kid’s pocket, grabbed the cell phone, and let go of the boy.
“Scram, kid,” he said with a stern look. He watched as the boy picked up his bike and slowly started pedaling towards his friend on the road.
“Mike!” the boy yelled. “Wait for me!”
Henry looked back at Chelsea and slowly walked up to her; his hand stretched out with her phone. “I believe this is yours.”
“I can't believe that happened,” she said with a look of concern. “Those were, well, bad boys. Who does that?” She took her phone from his hand and opened it to make sure it wasn't broken. She was relieved when she saw it was fine.
Henry smiled. “When you move to Toronto, you better not be this gullible. That city will break you.”
“Maybe we should call the cops?” Chelsea said, ignoring his comment.
“No, I lived in small towns my whole life. These boys are just
bored. Thought you were an easy target.”
“I’m not gullible!'' she said. “The kid said he was lost. He needed my phone. I didn't want him to end up on a missing persons poster.”
Henry smirked. “Gullible,” he repeated. He looked down at the junk food on the ground. He bent over and picked up a smooshed brownie. “Now, this is a tragedy.”
Chelsea waved her head. “I’m not going back inside that gas station to get another one! That old man inside is the worst, and so are those kids.”
Henry grabbed her hand and kissed her wedding band. “Gullible and too sweet for your own good. If that old man was mean to you, you should tell him.”
“He wasn't mean. He just… wasn’t nice. I’m not that kind of girl to tell people what I think, you know that,” Chelsea said, shoving him playfully. “That’s why I married you.”



CHAPTER THREE
Chelsea finished the last of her snacks as Henry pulled onto a dirt road off the highway.
“About another twenty minutes,” he said, taking a sip of his warm cola. He turned his head to look at Chelsea and with one hand sternly on the wheel, he brushed his hand against the side of her face.
Chelsea welcomed his touch, even though she hated the gritty feel of his sandpaper fingers. For someone who was very successful, he had the hands of a man who worked physical labor every day of his life.
Before being a successful business owner, Henry did have a hard life. From what he was willing to tell her about him growing up, she knew it was difficult. His father built the cabin in Kananaskis Country, in the middle of nowhere, moving his whole life into the woods, dragging Henry with him. Henry was forced to drop out of high school and was taught at home by his mother. He had no prom, no best friends, only his parents.
It wasn't until he was old enough to demand more from his life that his parents let him leave. Henry said when he was seventeen and set out to live his own life, it was almost as if he went into a different world when he left the woods.
It was also difficult to find work without your high school diploma. He found stable work as a security guard and worked his way up to manager of the company within five years. Soon, an opportunity came to buy the company itself, and he took it. Now he owned and operated Secure Surveillance, one of the largest local security companies in the province.
Chelsea always admired that about him, his drive. He’d gone from being a jungle boy out in the woods to being head of the company and business owner of it all within a handful of years.
Chelsea was twenty-one and still figuring out life. She was a struggling painter, trying to have her paintbrush make a mark. When her friend Neil said he was going to go to a prestigious arts program at the University of Toronto and asked her to join, she knew this was her opportunity, and like Henry, she planned on taking it.
Henry didn’t like it though.
The car started to slow as Henry rolled past a chain link fence. A large wood pole was cut in half, the other part face down in the grass below it. Soon they entered a wide, empty dirt parking lot.
Henry parked his truck. “We’re here.”
Chelsea smirked, waiting for him to say something that made sense. Instead, he turned off the ignition and stepped out of the driver's seat. He stretched out his arms and moaned.
“What are you talking about, Henry?” Chelsea shouted. “We’re in the middle of nowhere.”
Henry walked to the back of the truck, lowering the bed and taking out Chelsea’s backpack. “I told you, that’s where they live, in the middle of nowhere.” He pointed towards a grouping of trees. “We have to go about four hours that way.” He looked back at Chelsea with a smile, but she didn’t return it. “What?” he said. “I’m not messing with you, it is!”
Chelsea sighed. “What did I sign up for?”
“A whole weekend of fun!” Henry answered with enthusiasm.
“It feels like it took a whole weekend to get here.”
“And just four more hours to go.” Henry handed her her backpack and Chelsea wrapped it around her shoulders. Henry put his on and shut his truck bed, locking his vehicle with his fob key.
They walked for an hour into the woods. Chelsea tried to keep things lighthearted, but she was annoyed at Henry. Usually, when frustrated with someone, that person would never know that Chelsea felt hurt, but Henry was the only person to whom she was ever able to say what was on her mind. It was the reason she fell for him quickly. She felt safe with him. She could open up to him about her life, everything she had gone through.
She lost her mother at a young age, and during the past year, her father as well from a heart attack. Henry was with her the whole time. He saw and understood her emotions, sometimes better than she did.
“Are you going to tell me?” he asked. Henry ducked under a low-lying tree branch and looked back at her. As Chelsea reached the branch, he lifted it for her until she was through. “You’re upset. Is it because I dragged you out in the middle of nowhere to meet my parents?”
“No,” Chelsea said, lowering her head. “You don’t really think poorly of me, do you?”
“What do you mean?”
“Gullible? I mean, you don’t think I’m
stupid, right?”
Henry stopped walking and grabbed her hand softly. “No, I don’t. I think the world of you. Gullible was… the wrong word to use. You’re just a good person. Some people try to take advantage of that.”
Chelsea nodded. “Those boys could have needed help.”
“I take it when you left the store, you didn't see the one on the red bicycle slip his cell phone in his other pocket?”
Chelsea furrowed her eyebrows. She didn’t. How many people have those boys tricked? she thought to herself. She remembered the missing people on the board in the gas bar. “Well, that doesn't matter,” she said. “Maybe their cell died, and they needed help. Sometimes people need help and need good people, like me.”
“You’re right. Maybe I think too negatively of people. I’m sorry, okay?” He wrapped his hand around her waist and pulled Chelsea towards him, kissing her gently. “I mean it.”
Chelsea smiled. “That’s why I love you, Henry. You can admit to things. Please, don’t ever change.”
Chelsea held his hand tight. She remembered something her father told her, in his last few months while in the hospital recovering from another heart attack. “That man is special, Sea,” he told her. Sea was a nickname he’d had for her for as long as she could remember. Her father had told Chelsea that her eyes were like her mother’s and were as blue as the Atlantic. Her father didn’t say it, but she knew he wanted to see her get married. She was his only child. She had dreamed of him walking her down the aisle, but with his deteriorating health, knew it wouldn't happen.
One night, on a random date, Henry surprised her with a party at her favourite restaurant with friends and her father waiting. That night, he proposed.
She covered her mouth in shock when Henry got down on one knee. Although they had only been together for six months, she was already head over heels for him. After he asked for her hand in marriage, Chelsea quickly looked at her father, who nodded in agreement. Soon after, her father’s health began deteriorating further. Chelsea and Henry initially planned to have their wedding at a church with a large party after, but none of that mattered to her anymore. Like every girl, Chelsea had dreamed about what her wedding day would be like, and she had big plans for it, but if her father wasn't there, it wouldn’t have mattered.
Henry agreed to have the wedding within two months, and they were able to quickly get everything in order. Chelsea’s father did walk her down the aisle. In the end she did have the wedding she wanted because the people she cared about most were with her.
Unfortunately, Henry’s parents weren't able to attend. Chelsea hadn't even met her in-laws until this weekend. When Chelsea asked why they couldn't come, Henry rolled his eyes, telling her how particular they were. They hadn't left their cabin in the woods in years. Henry would bring anything they requested to them, if they needed anything, which was rare.
A month after the wedding, Chelsea’s father passed.
Now it had been almost four months since he died. She grieved for her father but was starting to see the other side of her heartbreak.
Henry was with her the whole time, and she loved him even more for it. She felt bad for not being the newlywed wife he had dreamed of. Instead, she was a tearful mess. She was getting her life back on track, though. Now she wanted to go to art school in Toronto, and after, focus on her life with her husband, and maybe even a few kids along the way.
Chelsea got her foot stuck in some mud for a moment and twisted it out. She looked around at the dense woods surrounding them. How did Henry even know where to go? There was no discernable path. When she asked him, he said he knew these woods like the back of his hand. All she saw were trees and bushes, but they were like road signs to Henry.
“I thought you were used to camping as a kid?” he said.
“My father always took me,” she said, “but nothing like this. We went to popular camps, and when he was older, we would rent RVs. Nothing off the grid, like you or your parents.”
“Make sure to tell my parents that,” he said. “The last girl I brought to them didn’t know a lick about being out in the woods.”
Chelsea laughed. “Here I was thinking I was the only girl you brought out in the middle of nowhere.”
“Only a few I brought home to the parents,” Henry said. He looked back at Chelsea and smiled. “They are going to love you.”
Henry had said that a few times already on their trip. The more he said it, the more pressure she felt. What if they hated her?
She had assumed his parents were the type to not want to be around people, given their chosen lifestyle. She had asked to meet them several times, but only now was Henry able to make it happen.
“I’m happy I finally get to meet them,” she answered.
“It’s the perfect weekend for it, too,” Henry said. “I’ve got a huge project starting soon. It’s going to be super busy. You have art school potentially starting in a week. Before all these hectic things happen, we get to spend some quality time with my folks.”
Chelsea felt bitter when he said “potentially” going to art school. She wasn't sure what he hated more, the idea of her leaving the province or her going to school with Neil. They had talked and argued about it many times over the past month. Henry felt she was rushing into something, but Chelsea knew she was ready to start her life again. Neil wasn’t a sexual threat to Henry. Since the first time they kissed, Chelsea only had eyes for her husband. With his looks and charm, it wasn't too hard to maintain. Neil, on the other hand, was just Neil: nothing more than a good friend.
Chelsea thought about saying something but didn’t want to argue about it.
“Are we almost there?” she asked.
Henry nodded. “About an hour or so left.”
“Ugh. I have to pee!”
Henry looked around the woods. “Pick your potty.”
“An hour?” she repeated. “Fine!”
“What?” Henry laughed. “When you were in the Beavers when you were younger, you didn't go pee outside?”
“Beavers was for little boys. Girl Guides were for girls,” she corrected.
Chelsea found a large tree and went out of sight from Henry. She pulled down her jeans and panties and cautiously looked around before releasing. She hovered over a pile of leaves and felt a flick of urine on the side of her legs, making her wince. A sound of crunching leaves getting closer made her almost jump.
“Henry!” she yelled. “Can a girl get some privacy around here?”
The crunching sound stopped.
From a distance, Henry began shouting, “Eh bear! Go bear! Go!”
Chelsea froze. She heard movement from a bush near her, and the sound of something whizzing off into the woods.
Henry ran up to her. “Are you okay?”
“Was that a bear?” Chelsea managed to say between deep breaths.
“I’m not sure,” Henry said. “It was something
big. It’s gone now.”
“Oh boy!” Chelsea said, taking a deep breath.
“Didn’t they teach you in Girl Guides that most of the animals out in the woods are more scared of you then you are of them?” He reached out his hand and Chelsea grabbed it. “Let's hurry up. We can get there soon.”
It took Chelsea some time to shrug off what happened, but when she found her pace again, they got to their destination. They soon made it to an area free of bushes and trees. She spotted the roof of a wood barn.
“Oh, thank god,” Chelsea exclaimed. Henry laughed.
A fence made with wood and nails surrounded a large clearing. They followed a dirt path that went to the gate. Henry lifted the latch to open it, and Chelsea noticed a large sign tacked to the fence that read “Do Not Trespass” and another below it that read “Property Under Video Surveillance.”
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