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Chapter One

 

 

It didn’t take more than five minutes for
Lyndsay to know she was going to buy the rundown English Tudor style bungalow that was located right on the end of Main Street. It had been abandoned for years and the town residents had all but given up hope that someone would buy it and nurse it back to its once quaint and charming beauty. Even though it was badly in need of repair and landscaping, Lyndsay saw the great bones of its structure and fell in love with it immediately. She had always adored the bungalow style homes that were popular in the early 1900s, but she hadn’t seen one this special in a long time. As she stood on Main Street staring at it, she couldn’t contain her excitement thinking about her plans for restoring it. Calling the phone number on the realtor sign that was propped up against the dilapidated picket fence adorning the front yard of the home, Lyndsay set up an appointment with the realtor to do a complete walk through the next day. Getting back into her car, Lyndsay rejoiced at her good fortune at finding this diamond in the rough and she couldn’t wait until tomorrow to begin the process of what she hoped was a successful new beginning in Bristol, the beautiful seaside Rhode Island town that had captured her heart. As Lyndsay pulled away from the curb, she cast one more sideways glance at the house she had fallen in love with and hoped it would finally be the healing touch and the new beginning she so desperately needed.

 

***

 

Lyndsay knew at an early age that she didn’t want to have children when she grew up and got married. Boyd, her dad, always chuckled when she announced this and replied with the utmost confidence, “Oh honey, you’ll change your mind. Having you kids has been the biggest joy of my life. You just wait and see.”

Upon hearing this,
Lyndsay would just snort and roll her eyes. Secretly, she loved hearing her dad say that she and her brother Carl made him so happy, especially since they had lost their mom at an early age. Kathryn’s unexpected death had been tragic. It happened when Lyndsay was only five years old and Carl was seven. The autopsy showed that the car crash was caused by an undiagnosed brain aneurysm that ruptured while her mom was driving home from the grocery store, causing a stroke and subsequently a fatal crash. To this day, Lyndsay will never forget two Providence, Rhode Island police officers coming to the front door and talking quietly with her dad. She remembered how grim their faces were and knew instinctively that something was very wrong upon hearing them saying her mother’s name. The minute her father closed the door and turned around, the expression on his face confirmed her worst fears.

Running up to him with tears in her eyes,
Lyndsay had clung to him while crying out, “What’s wrong, Daddy? What’s wrong with Mommy?” As she wept uncontrollably in her father’s arms, she could see her brother Carl standing in the hallway looking helpless and scared as he watched them both crying. Even now Lyndsay’s memory of that horrible day, the funeral that followed, and the temporary turmoil that ensued afterwards still felt like it all happened yesterday. Yet somewhere along the line, Lyndsay had come to terms with the fact that some wounds will never heal and that she would be taking this one to her grave.

If it hadn’t be
en for her father’s lust for life and devotion to her and Carl, the passing of her mom could have been permanently devastating for Lyndsay. But all through their youth, he made sure they were happy, well taken care of, and nurtured. He was strict but also loving and kind. He made home cooked meals, got involved in their school activities, and took them on fun outings every weekend. More often than not, there was laughter in the house, and despite the huge void in their lives from having lost Kathryn, Lyndsay was so grateful that her dad wanted to make damn sure his kids had as normal an upbringing as possible. Perhaps it was seeing how much he did for them in addition to working a full time job that turned her off to the idea of having children, or maybe it was because she couldn’t bear loving and losing again. Nevertheless, Lyndsay never wavered in her feelings about not wanting kids. She just chocked it up to not having a maternal instinct.

At 16 years old,
Lyndsay’s world was rocked yet again when her brother Carl announced right after his high school graduation that he wanted to join the military. So many of those latent fears and feelings of helplessness that Lyndsay had when her mom died came swarming back and she begged Carl to reconsider. She was infuriated that her father was supporting Carl’s decision to enter the Armed Forces in the Marines Corp and she didn’t speak to either of them for days. All Lyndsay could see was that her brother was intentionally putting himself in harm’s way and she was absolutely terrified at the risk she felt he was taking.

“Why do you want to
do something so dangerous?” Lyndsay asked after giving him the cold shoulder for almost a week. “How could you do that to us? Please, Carl, reconsider.”

As hard as she tried to make Carl change
his mind, he was steadfast in his decision and knew beyond a doubt that going into the military was the right thing to do for himself and his future career. When Lyndsay knew she had lost the fight, she felt drained and depressed. They had been very close growing up and Carl was her best friend. Perhaps if Kathryn had not died, they would have been more like typical siblings, squabbling all the time. But in a strange way, their mom’s death made them almost inseparable. Lyndsay felt like her heart was being ripped out of her chest, and for the weeks leading up to his going to boot camp, there was no consoling her. Lyndsay knew that Boyd was extremely proud that Carl wanted to serve their country, and although she knew he had his own fears about his son eventually going into potentially dangerous situations, as usual, he was right there backing his kids with one hundred percent enthusiasm and support. The day Carl left for training in his beat up second hand Ford pickup truck, Lyndsay knew the house would feel empty. Of course she loved her dad, but now that she was older and had long hours at school and an after school job, she didn’t see him much more than a couple of hours at night. Now with the absence of Carl coming and going, she worried that she’d feel lonely and alone. As she and her dad waved goodbye and watched Carl drive away, it felt like a second huge loss to Lyndsay, and just like so many years before, she stood clinging to her father and sobbing.

The next two years in high school seemed to fly by and the next thing
Lyndsay knew, she was enrolled and ready to begin her freshman year of college at the Rhode Island School of Design in Providence. Lyndsay had always been very creative and she enjoyed painting, decorating, and played around with clothing design, but what fascinated her most was interior design. Carl used to always tease her about how often she moved furniture around the house to try new arrangements. She loved it when they all went to weekend flea markets so she could find wonderful treasures to decorate with. In lieu of this, it came as no surprise to her father or brother when she graduated four years later with an interior design degree. Carl had flown all the way back to the States from his deployment in Iraq just for her graduation but this time, the tears she shed were ones of joy at seeing him again. Although Lyndsay was every bit as scared and frustrated when he chose to do another tour of duty, she could tell the military suited him. Not only was he filled out and looking strong and healthy, she could also sense a quiet confidence and inner peace about him.

With her usual teasing good nature, this time when he left to return to Iraq,
Lyndsay said while giving him a sisterly punch on the arm, “Don’t be getting all cocky over there, Bro. You might end up getting shot in the ass!”

Bantering back
, Carl replied, “Yeah, well if I do get shot in the ass, I’ll let you come and decorate my hospital room, deal?” With one final hug, they said goodbye again, and although she was going to miss him terribly, it was time for Lyndsay to look to the future and begin the next chapter of her life.

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

There were no two ways around it. Nick Olson was what women liked to refer to as a bad boy. And his looks fit the image perfectly!
Standing six feet tall, Nick had dark brown hair and mesmerizing green eyes. He was slim, but all muscle and masculinity. Although he liked to come off as a goofy, fun loving, not very bright guy, he was in fact, sharp as a tack. He could disarm you with his looks, but totally disable you with his intelligent mind and quick wit. Nick always knew he was going to be a lawyer almost since the day he could talk. His penchant for challenging, arguing, and holding people intellectually accountable was daunting. Although his sexual hookups were rampant during law school, he never let his libido get the better of his smarts and always took precautions with birth control and his dalliances never interfered with his studies.

A
t first, his college professors at Harvard University would underestimate him by his easy going, carefree nature. They would immediately think at first blush, “How did this guy get into Harvard?” And they would usually conclude that he wasn’t going to make it, but it was never long until they realized just how wrong they were. Their first impression thinking he was a spoiled, rich, not very bright playboy very quickly turned into admiration and respect. Nick was at the top of his class all four years, and when he wasn’t steam rolling through his assignments, he was enjoying everything college life had to offer.

What most people didn’t know
about Nick was how much volunteer service he performed in and around Cambridge when he wasn’t studying. His parents had drummed into him growing up that for all the gifts he was blessed with by being smart, handsome, and raised with many advantages, it was incumbent upon him to give back to the less fortunate. Although Nick would not admit this to many people, he loved his volunteer service and it made him feel good knowing he was making a difference in people’s lives. He had been privileged to have grown up in a family where his father Wayne, also an attorney, made a very good living and could provide Nick and his two sisters with vacations, music lessons, a big beautiful home, and all of the niceties that a kid could ever want. Even though Nick was outgoing and someone who joked around a lot, he was in fact a very introspective and humble young man. What people liked most about him was that he didn’t have an arrogant bone in his body. Nick was just one of those guys who enjoyed life, worked hard, played hard, and gave as much as he received.

In his senior ye
ar at Harvard, Nick decided he wanted to be a prosecuting attorney. He felt very strongly about bringing people who did bad things to justice for their crimes. It infuriated him that so many innocent people in life got hurt by the nefarious actions of others, whether it was being attacked, shot, robbed, or killed for no reason other than for being in the wrong place at the wrong time. It was these innocent people Nick wanted to avenge and if he could help right a wrong by putting a criminal in jail, then that’s what he wanted to do. In a strange way, Nick considered this another form of public service to the less fortunate. Although he wanted to make a good living like his dad and be able to one day offer his kids the advantages he had been given, Nick also knew without a shadow of a doubt that he would also do a fair amount of pro bono work. Providing his services for free was the only way he could sleep at night and make himself feel like he was continuing with his parents’ tutelage on the importance of volunteer service.

Finally a
fter years of hard work studying toward his law degree and passing the bar on his first attempt, his parents, Wayne and Connie Olson, and his sisters threw a huge party and invited all of their family and friends to a beautifully catered outdoor event being held in the backyard of his parents’ stately home in Providence, Rhode Island. Nick had lived in this house his entire life up until going to college in Massachusetts. During the celebration, when Nick announced that he had been asked to join Stettler and Stettler, a locally based Providence law firm, his parents rejoiced, knowing he was coming back to Rhode Island to stay, at least for now. With fifty arms raised in a congratulatory champagne toast on this beautiful sunny day in May, Nick was ready to begin his new life as a prosecuting attorney.
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