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Grocery shopping was by far Kendall’s least favorite household chore and she 
didn’t give a damn what Owen said about there not being enough money in their 
household budget for them to hire a personal shopper. She knew how many hours 
she billed. He could damn well make room. She planned to insist on it the next time 
she got stuck with this chore. After all, that was her compromise. If he didn’t want to 
pay for the service, then he was responsible for doing the shopping. In exchange, she 
took out the trash. 

So how she ended up at the market on a Sunday afternoon was beyond her. 
Despite her years in law school, Owen could still out negotiate her every time. She 
never shared that little tidbit with her clients. 

“Where the hell are the olives?” She asked herself, but truthfully if anyone 
around her felt like answering she would not turn down the advice. “And what kind 
of olives, for God’s sake?” Was Owen planning to make martinis? Or did he want the 
kind that the kids wear on their fingers? She finally found the green ones on the top 
shelf next to the artichokes. The black ones were nowhere to be found. She grabbed 
the jar and called it good. If wanted the other kind, he could come find them himself. 

As she reached for the jar, she bumped into the person in front of her with 
her cart. “Excuse me.” She said it reflexively without even looking up. At the 
moment, she cared more about getting the damned olives and getting out of there 
than anything else. 

“Kendall.” Lonnie drew her name out in that slow drawl that sounded more 
Southern than Texan. It irritated the crap out of her—like just about every other 
thing about this woman—but Owen assured her it was sexy. Her sister, KC, 
confirmed it. Why she wasted her time trying to be sexy for Kendall was not 
something she would ever understand. Although at this point, it might be more a 
matter of reflex than actual conniving. Kendall didn’t care enough to ask. 

“Mrs. Truvall,” Kendall tried to answer blandly, but despite her efforts, she 
could still hear the judgment dripping from the name. She supposed she was old 
enough now to justify calling Lonnie by her first name, but she stuck with her 
surname just to illustrate her point. She was too Goddamned old to be sneaking 
around with Kendall’s younger sister. Just the thought of Lonnie with KC made her 
angry enough to spit. If she thought it would help keep them apart, she’d give in to 
the urge. “I thought you weren’t feeling well.” 

Last Kendall had seen her, Lonnie had been headed home on the loving arm 
of her husband with plans for him to nurse her back to health. 

“Yes, well, Glen had to take care of some urgent matter at the store, so I 
decided to take care of the weekly shopping.” Lonnie spoke plainly for once. Not that 
she came right out and said the words, but at least she didn’t pretend that Kendall 
hadn’t caught her with KC just a few hours earlier. If there was one thing she 
couldn’t abide, it was the assumption that she was stupid. And there was absolutely 
no mistaking the sounds coming from behind that bedroom door. As much as she 



didn’t want to know about her baby sister having sex with a woman old enough to 
be their mother, that’s definitely what was happening when she’d walked up. 

“So, you’re feeling better then?” Kendall should just take her things and go. 
The olives were the last thing on Owen’s ridiculous list. She hated this conversation 
more than she hated grocery shopping. 

Lonnie smiled, slick and knowing. “Yes, thank goodness. It seems that 
whatever was ailing me has passed.” 

Kendall was done playing. This woman thought it was funny. Funny that 
she’d been caught fucking her best friend’s baby. It was as far from funny as things 
got. She leaned closer, narrowed her eyes, and spoke in a low, hushed voice. “It ends 
now or I’ll tell Mamma.” The words came out rushed and Kendall cursed her temper. 
It was hard to sound intimidating when she tripped all over herself like a first year 
law student. 

Lonnie raised her eyebrow, but looked otherwise unfazed. “You wouldn’t 
dare. It would destroy your mamma and your sister. You love them both too much to 
do that.” 

Kendall squared her shoulders and channeled Dixie Carter, God rest her soul, 
a woman who could talk fast and make people tremble because of it. “Don’t 
underestimate me. Or the rest of my family. We are stronger than you can possibly 
imagine. And the only person I will destroy in this town is you. I will tear you apart 
and unveil your licentious ways. Are you ready for your husband to know that you 
seduced someone half your age? A woman nonetheless. What will your sons say 
when they learn about it? Their bodies may be in the Middle East defending our 
country’s interests, but their hearts and souls are still that of proud Texas men. 
What about your daughter? She’s still in high school, and having a hard time of it 
from what I hear. How much harder can school get for her, do you think?” 

Kendall wasn’t actually threatening Lonnie’s husband and children, 
especially her daughter, Leann. She wasn’t the kind of woman to purposefully create 
collateral damage. But it would be foolish to think that they would emerge 
unscathed if news of KC and Lonnie’s affair hit the local grapevine. Those women 
were without scruples. They shredded lives and reputations with little thought of 
the consequences for their careless words. She’d experienced that first hand when 
KC had come out during high school. She’d do everything she could to shield Leann 
from that experience, but that didn’t include cowing before this woman in the 
middle of the damned grocery store. 

Lonnie reeled back on her heal as though Kendall had physically slapped her. 
Truthfully, she wasn’t far from it if this continued for much longer.  

“You leave my baby out of this.” She hissed the words between clenched lips. 
Kendall had the advantage and it filled her with more arrogance than 

something this unseemly should. “I imagine my mamma would have said the same 
thing, given the opportunity.” 

Lonnie stood to her full height and moved her cart carefully out of Kendall’s 
path. “You have a good day now, Kendall.” 

She left Kendall standing in the aisle, shaking with indignant anger. It took 
her a moment to collect herself before she could make her way to the front of the 
store. She felt more unsettled than she had when the reality of their affair fully hit 



her. Lonnie knew she knew and assumed Kendall was too timid to expose it. Kendall 
was too pragmatic to go into full on attack mode. The fallout was too far reaching. 
But that didn’t make her timid. It made her considerate. Whether Lonnie understood 
it or not, this battle was far from over. 

As she unloaded her cart onto the conveyor belt, she thought about the 
conversation she’d have with Owen when she got home. There was absolutely no 
doubt about it. Next time he wanted olives, he was getting them himself or she was 
hiring a service. This was her last trip to the grocery store. 


