
Chapter 13

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Anne purred.

“Unnh?” Cy blinked but saw nothing but blackness.

“We’re landing.”

He pulled the mask off his eyes and tried making sense of the tarmac rolling by the 

window. “Again?”

It seemed like he’d spent his whole life strapped in an airplane.

She giggled. “Welcome to Pittsburgh.”

Ah, yes. Reality came back to him in a rush of pleasure. Anne. He rubbed his eyes and 

drank in her loveliness, as she peered into a hand-held mirror and ran fingers through the dark 

curls that framed jade eyes and pomegranate cheeks. She was his wife now, no longer Ms. 

Vermillion. She’d proven that last night in ways that left him deliriously exhausted.

But Officer Vermillion waited to interrogate him. Twice wounded, thrice decorated, no-

nonsense enforcer of the Steel City’s laws. The avenging father would see through their veneer 

of excuses right down to Cy’s squirming, selfish heart. Cy ran a hand over his face and groaned.

“What’s the matter, honey? One flight too many?” 

He shook his head. One father too many.

“Don’t worry.” She tucked her mirror in her purse. “We can rest up as long as we want 

before traveling on. Mom has already prepared the guest room…my old room…with its large 

canopy bed…what, you won’t like that?”

Cy preferred checking into a hotel, but didn’t have the heart to say so. “That’ll be fine.”

“They’ll respect our privacy. After all, we’re newlyweds. And Mom will be fussing over 



Dad. She won’t monopolize my time.”

Anne’s reassurances would have warmed him all over were it not for one chilling detail 

slicing into his gut. “What’s your father like?”

“Oh, he’s a huggy bear.”

“Yeah, I’m sure that’s what street thugs think.”

She laughed, eyes dancing. “You’re terrified of my father? That’s rich. The iceman of 

Wall Street is actually afraid of something.”

Flattering as her impression of his courage was, he decided truth was in order. “I don’t 

want to die.”

“He won’t kill you.” She laughed even harder, clearly enjoying his misery. “No matter 

how poorly he thinks of you.”

The plane rolled to a stop and made docking noises. Cy leaned close to get in a last word 

before retrieving their carry-ons. “I’m talking about a rupture of a vessel depriving me of you 

forever.”

“Oh, sweetheart.” She grasped his sleeve, preventing him from getting up. “Please don’t 

talk that way. And don’t say anything to alarm Dad or Mom either. We have many, many years 

ahead of us.” She quirked a lopsided grin. “Enough for you to grow tired of me.”

He smothered that absurdity with a kiss. “So, if it wasn’t for medical reasons, how will 

you explain our haste to marry?”

“Mad passion. What else?” She giggled. “Now get moving before we’re whisked away to 

New York.”

Cy rose and pulled her case from the overhead. “Or Paris?”

“Not funny. Really, Cyrus, my father is not an ogre. You’ll love him.”



***

After negotiating a maze of tree-lined streets, Cy parked their rental in front of a pale 

blue Victorian home with wooden steps leading up to a spindled-posted porch. Anne hopped out 

and half-ran, half-skipped up to it. Reverting to childhood? He popped the trunk, removed her 

luggage, and followed at a dignified pace, smiling like an idiot. She would keep him entertained 

for life.

She rang the doorbell once, twice, three times. “I wonder where everyone is.” 

“Maybe your mom’s gone for medical supplies and your dad can’t get up.”

“No, he’s fully mobile.”

“Try the door. Maybe they stepped out and left it open for you.”

“Dad would never—” Yet the door opened. She pushed in. “Dad…Mom…?”

Cy set her bags on the hardwood floor and looked around. An overstuffed chair, sofa, 

coffee table, remote, wide-screen TV, throw rug, everything tidy and neat. No sign of any break-

in or intruder. He turned toward the door. “I’ll get the rest of the luggage.”

“Shh…I hear voices…they’re in the backyard.” She dashed away.

Cy followed the sound down a hall, through a utility room, out a screen door, down porch 

steps to a lawn, where a lean gentleman of minimum police height was manning a barbecue grill, 

his left arm in a sling. At a nearby picnic table a tallish woman with raven locks hugged Anne. 

Cy pasted on his best face-the-inquisition smile and headed for the griller.

The man laid aside his tongs and locked Cy’s hand in a vice grip. “Cyrus Reed, my 

elusive son-in-law, I recognize you from your photos. Seems you’ve been in and out of five 

countries in six days. What are you running from?”

Cy absorbed that volley without flinching. “Boredom. But your daughter convinced me to 



settle down and get back to work.”

The steel-blue gaze didn’t let up. “Sources tell me you resigned your last position.”

“That’s right.” Cy smiled into his interrogator’s stony face. “I’m going into business for 

myself.”

“Import/export?” He made it sound like drug trafficking.

“No, managing investment portfolios.” Cy opted for offense as the best defense. “Like 

your policeman’s retirement fund. What rate of return are you enjoying currently? I might be 

able to improve it.”

Anne’s father said nothing. His expression remained sober and impenetrable. Then he 

laughed and extended his hand a second time, this time with a gentler shake. “Welcome to the 

family, son. I’m Vincent and that lovely lady there is Iris, my wife.”

Vincent Vice-Grip Vermillion, easy enough to remember. 

Cy glanced at Anne and her mother, deep in conversation, then back to Vincent. “Nice 

meeting you, sir. I understand you took a bullet in the line of duty.”

His father-in-law shrugged. “Mere flesh wound.”

“Taking down a drug lord?”

“Responding to a domestic dispute.” He picked up the tongs and began adjusting chicken 

pieces. “Speaking of which, is there any reason we weren’t invited to our daughter’s wedding?”

Cy contemplated using Anne’s mad-passion defense, but doubted her father would buy it. 

“Sorry, sir. I can only plead temporary insanity. We—”

“Temporary…insanity…” Officer Vermillion stopped turning chicken and stood, tongs 

wavering in air, as if turning over Cy’s words in search of clues. “A man who manages 

money…huge amounts of money…successfully…for a living…”



Nope, he’s not buying it.

Cy thrashed in his mind for something more to say, but what else was there? Except the 

truth. And he couldn’t afford to go there. Anne didn’t want him to. For her sake, not just his own, 

he had to stonewall.

“Vince, honey, you’ve got to listen to this.” Iris, all smiles, came tripping across the 

grass, leading Anne by the hand. “It’s the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard. Tell him, 

sweetheart, what you just told me.”

Vince turned toward his daughter, same stony expression on his face, except for a light in 

his eye.

Anne cuddled up to him and murmured, “Well, Daddy, a couple of weeks ago, I was 

feeling sort of lonely...sort of blue. So I consulted my horoscope, hoping it would cheer me up, 

and it did.

“It said I would run into an old friend who would change my life forever. I didn’t know 

whether ‘run’ meant literally. But it gave me the idea to go jogging. So I went. But not on my 

usual trail. I chose Ayers Park because I was born under the sign of Aries. 

“And who should I run into? The secret love of my life—the guy who never asked me out 

when he worked for my firm—Cy Reed.”

Vince hugged his daughter about the shoulders and turned to Cy with a glint of challenge 

in his eye.

Cy looked at his bride in adoration, not knowing whether one ounce of her story was true. 

“Me, too. I was slumped on a park bench, lonely and sad. Thinking what was the point of success 

with no one to share it with? And your wonderful daughter comes along, who I’d had a secret 

crush on, all the years I worked for Franck Investments. And she stops and says hello. And the 



rest is history.”

Iris applauded, her face aglow. 

Her husband nodded. Whether he believed their story or not, Cy couldn’t tell. But what 

could he do against conspiring witnesses?

“On that happy note, let us sit down and enjoy…” Vince’s smile toward his family 

seemed to fade a fraction as it reached his son-in-law. “Our chicken.”

Did Cy imagine it, or had Officer Vermillion placed a special emphasis on that last word?


