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Chapter 11
When Liam opened his eyes on Sunday morning, he found the kids gone and Rick lying next to
him in bed, watching him.
“Good morning.” Rick said, a smile spreading across his face.
“Morning, where are Chris and Cassie?” Liam asked.
“They’re watching cartoons.” Rick said, as he reached his hand out and gently brushed up along
Liam’s face. “I want to kiss you again.”
Liam leaned into the touch, closing his eyes and relishing the warmth of Rick’s hand. “I want
you to kiss me again too.” He whispered.
Rick leaned in until their lips met. This kiss was gentle and sweet. Not urgent and aggressive
like last night. Liam felt Rick’s tongue brush along his lips, silently asking for entry.
“No.” He said, shaking his head slightly. “Morning breath.”
“I don’t care.” Rick mumbled against Liam’s lips. “I just want to taste you, just a little taste.”
Liam opened up and they shared a long, slow, sensuous kiss.
“Mmmm, you've got the sexiest pair of lips I think I've ever seen... Or tasted, for that matter.”
Rick said, pulling back from the kiss.
“Yeah, well you sure know how to kiss, but didn’t we agree that we weren’t going to do this?”
Liam said, as he leaned in again for another kiss.
“Yes, we did.” Rick replied between kisses. “But, you’re very hard to resist. Especially when
you keep making passes at me.”
“Oh, ho, no, no, no, me? Making passes… At you? If you would stop teasing me so much,
maybe we wouldn’t have this problem.” He said, shaking his finger at Rick and laughing slightly
at their banter.

Suddenly, Rick got a serious look on his face. “Liam, what do you still need to resolve with
Jack? Do you think you’ll be able to work through this and get back together?” Rick asked. He
was afraid to ask, afraid of the answer he would get, but he needed to know.
“Rick, I honestly don’t know. At this point, I’d say there isn’t anything to resolve. Jack’s
treatment of Chris is unforgivable. But, we’ve been together for so long. It’s just hard to fathom
that it could be over so quickly and so easily. I…” Liam said, but was interrupted by Chris
entering the room, Liam’s ringing cell phone in his hand.
“Your phone’s ringing, Uncle Liam.” He said, but just as he handed it to Liam, it stopped
ringing.
“Thanks, Chris.” Liam said, looking at the caller ID. “It was Jack.” He said, looking up at Rick.
“I guess I should call him back.”
Liam could see hurt in Rick’s eyes, but there wasn’t much he could do about it now. “You go
ahead. Chris and I will go see if we can rustle up some breakfast.” Rick said, and then turned to
Chris. “Come on Chris, let’s go see what damage we can cause in the kitchen.”
After Chris and Rick had left, Liam called Jack.
“Shit, Liam, where have you been? I’ve been trying to call you all night. Why haven’t you been
answering your cell phone? I was worried. I tried calling your parents this morning too, but no
one’s answering there either. Where are you?” Jack said, before even saying hello.
“Sorry Jack, I had left my phone in the bedroom and didn’t hear it ringing.” Liam started to
explain, then stopped, wondering why he was apologizing. He didn’t really owe Jack any kind
of explanation.
“Well, it doesn’t matter. Can you come home so we can talk? I’m really sorry Liam. I
overreacted. I was stressed. Things have been very stressful at work lately and when Chris
ruined my proofs, I just freaked. I’m sorry.” Jack pleaded.
“That’s just it Jack, I told you that Chris wasn’t the one who ruined your proofs. It was Cassie
and it was an accident, but you keep blaming Chris. I don’t understand what you’ve got against
him. He’s only seven years old, for christ’s sake.”
“I don’t have anything against him. I was just stressed and I overreacted.” He said again.
“Just… Come home… So we can talk.”
“Shit…Fine…” He said, as he pressed his thumb and index finger to the bridge of his nose,
trying to stave off the headache that was developing. “I need to pick up some more of our stuff
anyway. But, you know, you’re not going to change my mind. The kids and I are moving out.
I’ll be over there in a couple of hours.” Liam added, before quickly hanging up the phone.

Liam took a couple of minutes to compose himself before he joined everyone in the kitchen.
Rick, Chris and Cassie, were all busily getting breakfast ready. Both Chris and Cassie were
standing on chairs in front of the stove with Rick right behind them. Chris was pouring pancake
batter into the pan and Cassie was waiting, rather impatiently, with the spatula to flip the
pancakes.
Rick looked over at Liam. “So, how did it go?” He asked.
“Fine, I’m going to head over there and get a few more of our things.” Liam said.
“Oh, okay.” Rick said, obviously uncomfortable about the idea.
“Uncle Liam, we’re making pancakes for breakfast. See?” Chris said, thrusting the pitcher of
pancake batter towards Liam so he could see, and almost spilling the batter in the process.
"I'm fipping." Cassie said, showing Liam her spatula.
“Yep, I see. Be careful, you don’t want to spill the batter. It looks like you both are doing a
really good job. I hope you’re making a lot, because I’m really hungry.” Liam said, as he
planted a kiss on both Chris and Cassie’s cheek.
“The coffee just finished. Cups and the sugar are in the cupboard above the coffee maker and
milk is in the fridge. Help yourself.” Rick said.
“Thanks. You want a cup?”
“Nah, I’ll wait until breakfast.” Rick said, as he turned his attention back to the kids.
“So, other than getting your things, do you guys have any plans today?” Rick asked.
“No, no other plans. I wasn’t even really planning this. I’ve got to call my parents to see if they
can watch Chris and Cassie. I definitely don’t want to take the kids with me.”
“Hello… I’m here, you know.” Rick said, somewhat annoyed. “Is something wrong with me,
that I can’t watch them?”
“I’m sorry Rick, I figured you would have plans already. It’s not like you expected to have us
here this weekend. I’m sure we’ve already disrupted your plans as it is.” Liam said.
Liam, I wish you’d stop talking like you and the kids are a bother. I don’t have any plans today.
It was just going to be me and the dog, so I would be happy to have the kids stay and keep me
company, as would the dog too, I’m sure. Oh wait, I almost forgot, Stacey, Mitch, Bren and
Jacob are coming over this afternoon. They would be thoroughly disappointed if Chris and
Cassie weren’t here. So, you see, you have to leave the kids with me.” He said, grinning now.
“Have I mentioned how lucky I am to have met you?” Liam asked.

“No, but it doesn’t hurt to hear it. Besides, I figured the quickest way to Chris and Cassie’s heart
would be through their Uncle.” He said, his grin getting wider.
“Well, it’s definitely working.” Liam said.
“What do you say, Chris, Cassie, do you want to stay with Rick today?” Liam asked.
He got a resounding “YES” from both of them.
“Oh, and don’t forget to let the officers stationed out front know that you are leaving.” Rick said.
“Oh, yeah, I forgot they were even there. I can’t believe they are out there twenty-four-seven. I
think I would go mad spending my whole work day sitting out there.” Liam said.
“Yeah, I imagine it would get pretty boring, but they don’t spend their whole shift out there.
They switch patrols every four hours.” Rick said.
After breakfast, Liam helped Rick clean up and then got ready to head over to see Jack. Just as
he finished getting ready, a worried Chris came up to him.
“Uncle Liam, do you have to go back to that house? Me and Cassie don’t need anything from
there. You can just stay here with us.” Chris said, as his eyes dropped from Liam’s face to look
down at his feet.
“Hey, Chris…” Liam said, placing his hand under Chris’s chin and bringing his head up to look
at him. “Where’s this coming from? I’m just going to get a few of our things. You don’t have
to worry. I won’t be gone long. Okay?” He said, trying to reassure Chris.
Chris just nodded his head, so Liam picked him up, gave him a kiss and hug and walked him
back to Rick and Cassie.
“I promise, I won’t be gone very long.” He said, one last time before he headed out.
When Liam stepped outside, he found the police cruiser still sitting out front. He told the officers
that he was leaving. They wanted to know where he was going, how long he expected to be
gone, and then also confirmed that the kids would be staying here with Rick.
Arriving at the loft, Liam didn’t know whether he should just use his key and go in, or if he
should knock. For some reason, the place didn’t feel like home anymore. In the end, he
shrugged off the feeling and walked in the door.
“Jack?” He called out.
“I’m in the living room.” Jack responded.

When Liam entered the living room, he found Jack just getting up from the couch.
“I’m just trying to get some work done.” Jack said, gesturing over to all the paperwork spread
out on the coffee table. “Thanks for coming over.”
“No problem.” Liam said, for lack of anything better to say.
“I don’t want you to move out, Liam. I want you to stay here, with me.” Jack said.
“Jack, that’s not possible. I just came to pick up some more of our things. The kids and I are a
packaged deal now. I’m sorry that this had to come between us, but I don’t have a choice. I
have to do what’s best for them. What’s best for me. And staying with you isn’t what’s best for
us.” Liam said, as he started heading upstairs to gather their things, Jack following close behind.
“I can’t believe you’re just going to give up on five years. What we have, Liam, is good. You
and me, we’re good together.” Jack said.
“Yes, Jack, you and me are good together, but you, me and the kids aren’t. I can’t change that
Jack, only you can change that and you’re not willing to.” Liam said, as he grabbed a suit case
and started packing his clothes.
“Come on, Liam, you’re not even trying. You’re not even giving me a chance.” Jack said.
“What?” Liam said, as he wheeled around to face Jack. Anger seething in his eyes. “I’m not
trying? I’m not giving you a chance? Fuck, Jack, I can’t believe you just said that. This is
exactly why I’m leaving. You’re putting this all on me, when you’re the one that’s not trying.
You haven’t even given the kids a chance.” Liam said, as he zipped up his suitcase, carried it
into Chris’s room, and started adding some of Chris’s clothes, Jack still following close behind.
“Fine, okay, if you think you need to move out, that’s fine, but what about us. Are we over?”
Jack asked.
“Shit, Jack, what am I supposed to say to that? I really don’t see how we are going to work this
out. We want different things now.” Liam said, as he moved on to Cassie’s room and started
packing her things, Jack in tow.
“So, where will you go? I tried calling your parents house last night after I couldn’t reach you on
your cell phone, but no one answered the phone. I tried again this morning and still didn’t get an
answer. So, I’m assuming you’re not staying there? If you want me to, I can leave and you guys
can come back here and stay until you find someplace else.” Jack offered.
Liam turned to look at Jack, his anger somewhat allayed by Jack’s considerate offer.
“Thanks Jack, that’s really nice, but we’re fine. We’re staying with Rick. You remember…”
Liam started, but didn’t get a chance to finish, as Jack back handed him in the face. The force of

the blow causing Liam to lose his balance and fall backwards. He landed hard against the
bedside table, his head flying back and cracking against the corner, stunning him momentarily.
“Fuck, I knew it. That’s why you’re leaving me. You’re fucking that firefighter. I should have
known. You’re nothing but a fucking slut.” Jack said, his anger increasing as the hateful words
spewed from his mouth.
Liam scrambled to get up, his head spinning from the fall, his hand automatically going to the
back of his head and coming back with blood on it. “Fuck, Jack, what the hell’s the matter with
you?” Liam screamed back at Jack.
The sight of the blood brought Jack quickly back to reality. “Oh fuck, Liam, I’m sorry. Shit, I
didn’t mean it. It… I just… It’s just the thought of you and Rick. Liam, please.” Jack pleaded.
“Fuck you, Jack. Just get the hell out of my sight. Get out of here before I call the police and
file assault charges. Get out of the house and let me get my stuff out of here. I’m done with you.
I’m done with us.” Liam said, as he advanced on Jack this time. “Get out.” He said one final
time as he pushed Jack out the door and then slammed it in his face.
Liam grabbed one of his t-shirts from his suit case and held it to the back of his head. “Fuck that
hurts.” He said, as he sat down on the bed.
It wasn’t long before Liam heard the front door downstairs slam shut and he breathed a sigh of
relief. He stood up and went to the bathroom so he could assess the damage. The t-shirt had a
fair amount of blood on it, but the wound seemed to have stopped bleeding. The side of his face
and part of his eye was black and blue and his eye was bloodshot. He was going to look really
good in a couple of hours.
Trying not to dwell on how he was going to explain his face to the kids, he decided to get their
stuff loaded into the car. He wanted to get out of there before Jack came back. He did,
however, decide to grab his computer and work files, hoping that he could set it up somewhere at
Rick’s. He hadn’t focused on his work much in the last week and he was starting to get behind.
Once the car was loaded up, he decided to stop off and see how his mom and dad were doing.
Honestly though, he just wanted to postpone Rick and the kids seeing his black eye and bruised
face. Turned out he should have avoided his parents too. His mom freaked out when she saw
his face and after he told her what happened, he thought he was going to have to tie her to her
chair to keep her from going after Jack.
“Mom, I’m fine. It looks worse than it is. It doesn’t hurt much, really.” He said, trying to
reassure her.
“Well, you don’t look fine to me. I’m surprised you don’t have a concussion. You make sure
that Rick keeps and eye on you tonight. You could have one and not know it. God, that bastard
should be in jail right now. I can’t believe you didn’t call the police on him. Here, let me get

you some ice packs to put on your eye and head. It will help keep the swelling down.” She said,
as her and Laura left for the kitchen.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” His dad asked.
“Yeah, I’m okay dad.” Liam replied.
“I’m not talking about physically, I’m talking about here.” He said, as he put his hand to his
heart.
“I don’t know dad. Part of me is okay with all this and part of me isn’t. Part of me feels like I
gave up too easily and another part of me feels kind of relieved. I feel like I should be crying and
heartbroken, but I’m not and that only makes me feel guilty. I just want to move on and start
building a new life for me and the kids. I’m so tired of the nightmare we’ve been living.” Liam
said.
“I know Liam. This is a good step. I think you made the right decision for both you and the
kids.” Frank said.
“Here, I brought you some Advil too. Why don’t you lay down on the couch and we can put one
pack under your head and the other on your eye. I want you to leave them on for at least twenty
minutes.” Rebecca said, as Liam took the Advil and lay down on the couch.
“Thanks mom. Can you grab my cell phone for me? I need to call Rick and let him know I
stopped by here. I don’t want him and the kids to worry.” Liam said.
After Liam called Rick, he settled down on the couch and closed his eyes. The coolness of the
icepacks felt really good on his head and eye.
Two hours later, Liam awoke to his dad shaking him lightly. “Come on Liam, time to get up.
I’m sure the kids and Rick are wondering when you’re coming home.”
“Crap, I fell asleep? What time is it.” Liam asked, as he started to rub the sleep from his eyes,
forgetting that he had a black eye. “Oh… Ow… Crap that hurt.” Liam said, as he quickly pulled
his hand away and then brought it back, this time slowly feeling, and pressing around the tender
area. “Man, it feels really swollen.”
“Yeah, it doesn’t look pretty, that’s for sure. You’re lucky that Jack didn’t hit you straight on the
eye, otherwise it would probably be swollen shut.” Frank said. “Listen, your mother and I
decided we’ll drive you back to Rick’s. It probably wouldn’t be a good idea for you to drive.
I’ll take your car and your mom can follow us in our car.” Frank said.
“Yeah… Yeah, you’re probably right.” Liam said, as he stood up. That turned out to be a big
mistake. As soon as he stood, he was hit with a wave of dizziness. Luckily his dad was there.
He grabbed Liam and helped steady him until the dizziness passed.

“You okay?” His dad asked.
“Yeah, I think so. I think I just stood up too fast.” Liam said.
“Well, let’s get you back to Rick’s so you can rest.”
When they arrived at Rick’s house, Liam groaned inwardly when he noticed that Stacey’s car
was also in the driveway.
As Liam walked up to the front door, he was again struck with the awkwardness of not knowing
if he should knock or just walk in. After contemplating for a second, he decided to go ahead and
knock. The front door seemed to open in slow motion.
Liam, why are you knocking. I told you…” Rick started, but stopped suddenly when his eyes
met Liam’s face. “Shit Liam, what happened?” He asked, as his hand came up and gently
cupped his face and Liam tilted his head, slightly, into the caress. “Did Jack do this? I’m going
to kill that motherfucker.” He said, as he grabbed Liam’s arm and started to pull him into the
house. “I can’t believe he hit you. I swear, I’m going to ring that scrawny little neck of his. Are
you okay? Come inside and sit down. I’ll get you some ice to put on it.”
“Rick, wait. My parents are here.” Liam said, gesturing towards the doorway, where his parents
were standing. “They drove me back.”
“Drove you back? Are you okay? Why would they need to drive you home?” Rick asked, not
even realizing that he had said ‘home’. Liam, however, did notice it, and couldn’t help the small
smile that spread across his face.
“When Jack hit me, I fell back and cracked my head against the corner of a table. But, I’m fine,
so you really don’t have to worry.” He said.
“He’s not fine.” His mom interrupted. “He’s probably got a light concussion.”
“Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Strickland. Thanks for driving him home.” He said, and Liam couldn’t help
but notice the word ‘home’ again. “Come on, sit down on the couch and I’ll get some ice. I
want to get a closer look at your eye and the back of your head.” Rick said, his EMT training
kicking in.
“I’m fine, really, Rick.” Liam said.
“You let me be the judge of that. You just sit down and shut up.” Rick said, a small smirk
alighting his face.
“Fine.” Liam said, as he sat down on the couch and proceeded to pout from the reprimand, but,
in reality, secretly enjoying the fuss Rick was making.

“Wow, very impressive. I like your style Rick. I wish I could get him to shut up and listen to
me that well. I’ll have to take a page from your book sometime.” Rebecca said, as Liam glared
at her.
Just then, the kids came running in from the pool, Bren and Jacob at their side and Stacey
following close behind.
“Uncle Liam, your back.” Chris said excitedly as he ran to Liam. He stopped short though when
he saw his face. “What happened to your face?”
“I fell and hit my head. I’m okay though, so don’t worry.
“Does it hurt?” Chris said, as he came up and lightly touched Liam’s face.
“A little bit.” Liam said, while he picked Chris up and put him in his lap. Cassie climbed up too
and he hugged them both close.
“Stacey, can you go get my medical kit from the trunk of my car? I want to check him over and
make sure he’s okay.” Rick asked, and then turned his attention to the kids, as Stacey left to get
the medical kit. “Chris, Cassie, Bren, Jacob, why don’t you guys go get cleaned up. Take a
shower and get all the chlorine washed off and get dressed. We’ll have dinner in a little bit.”
Rick said, as the kids left the room and Stacey came back with the kit.
“I’ll just go and make sure the kids don’t flood your bathroom.” Stacey said, as she followed the
kids upstairs.
“Okay, first, did you lose consciousness?” Rick asked.
“No, I didn’t.” Liam replied.
“Have you had any dizziness or nausea?”
“I had a dizzy spell when I first sat up from resting at Laura’s house, but I think I had just sat up
too quickly. I’ve been fine since. No nausea either.” Liam replied.
“Okay, that’s good.” Rick said, as he pulled a penlight out of his EMS bag and proceeded to
check Liam’s pupils. “You really should have gone to the hospital. Head wounds aren’t
something you want to mess around with. Now, I’m going to check out your neck. Most likely
you’re fine, but I want to make sure there isn’t an underlining neck injury. Tell me if I press
anywhere that hurts, okay?” Rick said.
“Okay.”
Rick asked a few times if certain areas hurt and Liam replied that it didn’t. In actuality, it felt
kind of good. Rick’s large, warm hands massaging and pressing against his neck was pretty
soothing.

“Well, I’d say you’re probably going to be fine. I think you’re mom’s assessment that you have
a slight concussion is right on. I would recommend you rest up and take it easy. Let me know if
you have any more dizziness or if you have any nausea. Now, I want to take a look at the head
wound.” Rick said, as he parted Liam’s hair to take a look.
“That’s a nice little gash you have. It probably could have used a couple of stitches, but it’s too
late for that now. It doesn’t matter anyway, your hair will cover the scar you’re probably going
to have.” Rick said.
“Hey, what happened to everybody? You guys head out to take a bathroom break and nobody
ever comes back. You guys all just ditched me.” Mitch said, as he walked into the living room.
Noticing everyone’s solemn looks, he stopped in his tracks. “What’s wrong? What’s
happened?” He asked, looking first at Frank and Rebecca, then at Rick, and then his eyes settled
on Liam. “Oh, man, Liam, what happened?”
Liam groaned. He especially didn’t want to explain what happened to Mitch. Thankfully, Rick
beat him to the punch.
“His prick of a boyfriend hit him.” Rick answered.
“Ex.” Liam corrected and Rick’s head snapped back to Liam.
“What?” He asked.
“Ex-boyfriend or ex-partner, however you look at it. Five years really does garner something
more than boyfriend, doesn’t it?” He asked.
“Ex, really?” Rick asked, completely ignoring Liam’s babbling. He couldn’t help the stupid grin
that spread from ear to ear across his face.
“Yeah, ex.” Liam replied, matching Rick’s stupid grin.
“Ahem, okay girls, I don’t mean to interrupt this tender moment, but I’ve got tri-tip on the
barbeque and we might want to eat it before it turns into jerky.” Mitch said.
“Right.” Rick said, as he stood up from the couch. “Mr. and Mrs. Strickland, would you like to
join us? There’s plenty. We’ve got the tri-tip, a potato salad that Stacey brought over, and corn
on the cob.”
Both Frank and Rebecca wanted to stay, mostly so they could watch more of what was obviously
transpiring between their son and Rick, but Laura was expecting them back for dinner, so they
regretfully declined and headed home. But, before they left, Rebecca made Liam promise to call
her tomorrow morning and let her know how he was doing, and then made Rick promise he
would keep a close eye on him tonight.

Dinner was good, as usual, but Liam got frustrated when Mitch kept trying to push him to press
charges against Jack. He didn’t want to press charges. He could understand why Jack got so
angry. Liam probably would have been just as angry if he thought that Jack was cheating on
him. Although Liam didn’t think he would have actually hit Jack, he did understand.
Once Stacey and her caravan had left, Liam gave the kids their baths and tucked them into bed,
knowing full well that they would eventually end up in bed with either him or Rick.
After the kids were settled in, Liam found Rick in the kitchen putting food away and cleaning up
the dishes.
“They are going to sleep good tonight. They really wore themselves out today.” Liam said, as he
entered the kitchen.
“Yeah, I think they spent all day in the pool. The dog was actually in there today too. He just
couldn’t stand the fact that they were in the pool playing with out him. The kids thought it was
great.” Rick said.
“Well, thanks for watching them today. I really appreciate it. Can I help you with all this?” He
asked, gesturing towards the dishes in the sink.
“No, I’m pretty tuckered out too. I’m just going to put away the food and then finish the rest in
the morning. I was hoping we could talk a little. Maybe you’d stay in my room tonight and we
could just talk?” Rick asked.
“Yeah, we could do that.” Liam said, as he took Rick’s hand and pulled him toward the
bedroom.
They both dressed down to their boxers and climbed into bed facing each other.
“So…” Rick starts, but doesn’t continue. Liam can see his mind working and it’s obvious, that
when he finally does continue, that he doesn’t say what he’d originally intended. “How’s you’re
face and head feel?” He ends up saying instead, while his hand comes up to caress the bruise on
Liam’s face.
“It aches, a little and every once in a while the back of my head gets to throbbing, but otherwise,
it’s okay.” Liam says, as he leans forward and gives Rick a small kiss on the lips, his eyes
automatically closing. When he opens them, he sees that Rick also has his eyes closed. He
watches as Rick slowly starts to open his too, his tongue coming out to snake across his lips.
Liam watches this innocuous display and it makes him want to lean forward again for a deeper
kiss, but he doesn’t.
“So…” Rick says again. “I don’t want to rush things, but now that you’re single again, do you
think that you might give me a chance? I mean… I… We can take it slow and get to know each
other better. I don’t want to worry about any relationship but the one I’m building with the
kids.” Liam said.

This time, Liam couldn’t help it. Rick was really putting his heart out there and Liam just
couldn't control himself. He reached out and took Rick’s hand in his, their fingers entwining and
then leaned forward for another kiss. This one was longer and more passionate, with Rick
opening his mouth to let Liam in. Liam didn’t hesitate, their tongues working together exploring
the other’s mouth and tasting each other. When they finally separated, Liam spoke.
“Rick, I’m crazy about you too. You are such an amazing man. The only thing I ask; is that we
take it slow. I need time to make a life for myself and the kids, to find our place together, as a
family. I’m willing to let any relationship we have take a natural course, but don’t expect me to
do anything more than that yet. I don’t want to have to worry about any relationship but the one
I’m building with the kids.” Liam said.
“Okay, that’s more than I could ask for.” Rick said, grinning from ear to ear. “So, I figure, if it’s
okay with you, I’ll work on helping you focus on you and the kids and maybe, in the process,
charm my way into your lives? Would that be acceptable? Rick asked.
This time, it was Liam’s turn to grin from ear to ear, as he leaned in for another kiss. ‘Damn, but
could this man kiss any better?’ Liam thought, as he lost himself in the kiss.
To be continued…
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