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Welcome

Hey, you!

Yes, you. The one who just stumbled into my
head as if it's the local pub. Take a seat and shut up,

you can talk after you are done reading this.

God people nowadays just don't hawey manners
anymore. Stumbling in here, right into my head, not even
saying sorry or pardon me, typical. Must be a man, then

again nowadays there isn't much of a difference.

Hey, didn't I say sit down and shut up? Oh, no
chair... well it's a mind stupid, imagine yourself one
and then put your behind in it. You act as if you had
never read a book and entered the mind of the main

character.

So... let's see. You being here means you either
stole, borrowed or purchased this book, which in turn
means you might be a nutcase, for reading a book

where the main character knows you there and can



hear you. I don't like it, but my publisher said I have to
do this gig, so since he is paying, I don’t have much of

a choice. That means it's your lucky day.

But that doesn't mean you can just trample
through my mind as if it was your own. There are
rules, and now that you're stuck in here, you better
follow them, or I make sure this turns into a

nightmare for you. Remember, you're inside my mind!

Rules are: no walking, no talking, no thinking
louder than my thoughts, and most of all, no
criticizing. You came here, you live with it and don't
complain. I tell the story, you suffer through it, and

that's all.

What? You want to know who I am, and what is
going on? Are you stupid or something? You opened
the book, you came here, and you have no clue of
what's going on? Are you always just running into

other people's mind, not even knowing them?

God, people nowadays.



Fine. I'm Lucy Cain, 29 years old, born with Nail-
Patella Syndrome and I hate people, especially men.
Well, I did until Sam, but telling you that would be a
spoiler, so I won't. No skipping ahead. Now, I'm 165 cm
tall and underweight, no matter how much I eat. I'm
riddled with health problems, unattractive, (even if
Sam tells me otherwise) and grumpy, (unless youre Sam,
with him I'm different). Get on my bad side, and your trip

through my mind will become hell.

If you want to know more, then you better pay

attention sitting there on your lazy butt.

Oh... one more thing before we dive into my
memory and let it come to life. You missed your exit
option buddy, and you're stuck, with no way out until
I'm done telling you my story. You have now become
part of the story fella, seeing it through my mind,

experiencing it, and now you have to endure it.



Chapter 1

Well, here we are, October 15th, in my bedroom no
less.It was 6:30 in the morning and my alarm clock had just

begun to blare with its ear-shattering noise.

I told you no complaining. If you don't like it,

hold your hands over your ears.

Rolling over | hit the snooze button, not in the
mood to get up already, but the next alarm on the other
side of the room went down that moment, making me wish
| had a brick or something equally hard to throw at it. With
agroan | got up and walked over to the other side of the
room, turning off both alarms now that | was as awake as |

would get before coffee and a shower.

What? Why my bedroom is so spartan? Didn't I

say you should be quiet?

It's a bedroom, stupid. All you need is a bed, a

bedside table with a lamp and a door to the walk in



closet. You sleep and dress in there, no need for
decoration. Now be still, or I'll imagine some duct tape

for your mouth.

The walk to the other side of the room had woken
me enough to keep my eyes open and get my body into the
showerto wash away the sleep. It was a weekday, not that it
really mattered when it came to my clothing. | always wore
dress pants and blouses, because | was always working, or
at leastmost of the time, even weekends. By the time |
came down into the kitchen, the smell of freshly brewed
coffee wafted through the room. Eager for the dark brew|
filled a mug and added some sugar, then took a sipl
almost burned my tongue, but | loved my coffeg and the
fresher the better. Feeling the first effects of the caffeine
hum through my body, waking my brain, | walked out and
sat down at the large wooden desk. Turning my laptop on,
while | waited for it to be done booting up, | looked around
at all the bookshelvessurrounding me and simply felt
relaxed and comfortable. They were my life, not unlike

children, only less of an effort to keep around.Finally, my



little mean machine had booted and | could log in. Two
sips of coffee later | logged myself into outlook and

checked my emails.

Really... are you kidding me? You opened this
book, entered my mind and have done not even the
basic research. You must be stupid, you could have
entered the mind of a sociopath... Oh well... Let me
clue you in then. My mom was an independent author
with no luck in getting into bookstores since she

didn't have the power of a publisher behind her.
Don't shrug.

Back then the internet and such wasn't
common, an author had to do a lot of legwork to sell a
book. So my dad opened up a bookstore not only
offering the big brand authors but opening his doors
to independently operating authors. By the time I took
over four years ago, Cain's book chain had grown to 85
stores across Canada. And that's what I do, I run a

book chain that now has 99 stores, soon to be 100.



As | was saying, | opened myutlook...

What now? Can't you just listen? Do you have to

be so impolite and interrupt me all the time?

They died in an accident, that's why I took over
the business. Satisfied now, glad to have reminded me

of such a bad memory? Then shut up already.

| opened outlook, finding 40 emails popping up in
quick succession. Going through them, most of them were
spam....Is anyone stupid enough to actually open and react
to them... | guess spor they would stg sending them..In
the end, | had seven emails that | actually needed to read.
All seven were proposals or quotes for the newest store |
was planning. And it was a special store, not only would it
be store 100 but also the largest in the chain. | had vegr
specific ideas forit and had them outlined to several
contractors. Now | would see if any of those who answered
could deliver what | wanted. Leaning back, | opened one

after another.



One through six only caused me to moan and doubt
any intelligence human beings might have.They're not even
worth answering Can't they read? DeleteThe prices were
either far above anything to consider or if the prices were
acceptable, they had nothing to do with what | had
specified. Reading those anails was like back h school
when the teacher told you, you did a good job, only on the

wrong topic.

Then | opened the last one, reading the company
name. | remember that this one had been the last had
send my letter to and that they were only a few years in

existence.
What the... Handwriting, really?
Dear Miss Cain,

| would like to send you a proposal, but | have to say
your ideas and wishes are tpiout of the box.Howeverthey
are alsantriguing and challenginghot only worth thinking
aboutbut worth expanding andvorking on their grandness.

Still, I would prefer to meet with you and go through your



wishes in detail before making any kind of proposal. Please give
me a call | am excited to meet the woman who seems to think

she can take reading and writing to thextidevel.

Sam Wilcox

Stunned, | stared at the email that didn't look
anything like an e-mail. What kind of a man sent you
something in handwriting, and it almost sounded like he
was honest. ..Pah, a man who is honest. That's as likely as a
snow whiteraven that's vegetarian.. Still, | liked that he
seemed to at least have read the letter | had sent to his
company, unlike all the others that had responded so far.

On top of that, he gave the impression he had thought
about it, and his suggestion to meet wan't too unusual.

Leaning forward, | put my mug down and wrote an answer.
Dear Mr. Wilcox

Thank you for your letter, please come to my office

this afternoon to talk to me.
Thank you.

See you then,



Lucy Cain

Only when | had hit send did | notice that | hadn't
even checked if | had any appointments this afternoon. |
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Lucky for me | only had one appointment with my
marketing director, a nasty little arrogant twit, but sadly
very good at his job. If this SamWilcox showed up while in
the meeting, it would be a good excuse to get rid of Kyle
and end the meeting early. ..l hope that guy has a habit to

show up when it's usually inconvenient.

Since it was already 7:30 | turned my laptop off,
placed it in my bag, took my cup into the kitchen and got
ready to go. If not for the traffic, the office would only be
ten minutes away, but unless it was the weekend it always
took me at least half an hou to get there. ...I wish they d

invent teleporters already...

Half an hour later | walked through the glass doors
into my office. Joanne, my secretary, was already waiting

for me with a fresh cup of coffee and a smile beside her



dark wooden desk. "Good norning Miss Cain, there is a
caller waiting for you on line one. He didn't want to leave a
message or call back later. He insisted on waiting for you

on the line."

...What? How obnoxious.. "Thank you, Joanne, I'll

take it in a moment. Did you get his name?"

Joanne nodded. "Sam Wilcox. He sounded
handsome," the older woman said, smiling with humor in

her eyes.

Shaking my head, | went into my office, carrying the
mug with me. ...How can someone sound hadsome?..
Joanne really was in the right businessNot only did she
love books, especially mystery and suspense, but she was
alsoa romantic at heart and had way too much
imagination. She should probably be a writer herself.
Sitting down behind my large mahogany desk, | took my
laptop out and placed it in front of me, then leaned back

and stared at the blinking light at my phone, wondering



what that man could want. With a sigh, | picked up the

phone. "Lucy Cain."

"Miss Cain, I'm glad to catch you. | wantedto let you
know that when | say give me a call, | mean call me and
make an appointment, not order me in. I'm just as busy as
you are, and this afternoon | already have appointments,
with people who had the courtesy to call and arrange them.
Now since thisis cleared up, if you want me to | can come

in this morning, or at the end of the week."

...Ha...? What the...? So typical of ®n, rarely
accommodating.Even worse, why did he have to be right...
With a sigh | gave in, admitting to myself that | had been

rude. "Fine, would you come in this morning then?"

"Il be there in twenty minutes, and | take my coffee
black without anything. Thank you." He said and hung up
before | could tell him where he could put his coffee order.

Do | look like a waitress?

| stared for a moment at the phone...



Hey, what the hell are you laughing about?
...Oh keep your opinion to yourself, I have no problem
with a man in control, as long as he does it far away
from me. And didn't I tell you to stop interrupting...

Male readers are the worst, so you must be male.

| stared at the phone because | never met a man that

was so obnoxious, and yet polite and friendly sounding.

| let Joanna know that the man would be coming in,
then pulled out the letter | had written to the construction
companies, as well as the plans | had drawn up myself. It
was a good feeling to look at them. This would be store 100,
and would become the new headquarters of the company.
The store part would be almost three times bigger than any
other branch. Most of our storage facility would become
part of the complex, and the headquarters would tower
over it all. Since my parents had died, the company had
grown in leaps and bounds. The independent author
section, especially, had seen an explosion of growth. With
all the print-on-demand services popping up, Amazon

providing print services, and so many seHpublishing



providers, it wasn't a wonder. Only a year ago we had
founded our own print -on-demand service, and it was
running great. It was one of the reasons for thenew

headquarters and what would be our largest branch yet.

After a short knock at the door, Joanna pushed her

head in, her eyes shining bright and her cheeks flushed,

telling me that whatever it was, it had made her excited.
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...A man, of course.. "Yes, send him in," | told her,

suppressing the need to shake my head at her heated face.

Seeing how she blushed like a teenager, | figured the man

must be handsome. The second Sam Wilcox stepped into

my office, my thought was proven right. He was well over

190cm tall and brought shouldered, with a muscular build,

yet far from bulky. He wore blue jeansand a simple T-shirt

that hugged his sculptured frame. He looked a lot like the
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features and soft green eyes were quite beautiful, especially

in contrast to his short black hair. Well, that explained why

Joanna was flushedToo bad guys like him didn't care for



women that weren't beautiful. You simply didn't see them
with someone like me or Joanna at their arm, we were too
ordinary or to o deformed. With a cringe, | looked at my
deformed fingernails and sighed inwardly before collecting

my thoughts.

What? No... I'm not self-loathing, I'm just a
realist made that way by experience. And stop
interrupting already, you are like a bad backseat

driver instead of a reader.

Sam Wilcox entered my office, a soft smile curling
his full lips, his eyes shining with amusement as his gaze
wandered over my desk. Holding on to thedoorknob, he
turned back. "Joanna, right? Could you please bring me a
coffee, black, if it's not too much to ask? Your boss must

have forgotten to tell you, I'm sorry for the inconvenience."

| didn't hear Joanna'sanswerbut knew she would
have agreed willingly. After all, it was part of her job to look
after my guests. The fact that he expected to be here long

enough to have time for a coffee made me dislike him even



more. "Mr. Wilcox, please sit down," | said, pointing at one
of the chairs across from my desk. Instead of ding as | told
him, he looked around my office, his gaze coming to rest at
the seating area in the corner. A soft leather couch for three
and another for two, with a small coffee table in between.
Ignoring me he simply walked there, and seated himself on

the three-seater, grinning at me.

"This looks more comfortable, why you don't join

me. Otherwise, we have to speak up too much."
... Unbelievable.. the insolence... it'saudacious...

Hey... stop laughing, or I'll kick you out of my
mind and the book, and I will kick you hard enough

that you remember it for a few days.

Never had | met a man as obnoxious as this one. His

handsome face certainly disguised the devil he was.

"You could throw me out now, but you would miss a
great opportunity; and all because Idon't follow your
orders, Miss Cain. Do you really think the matter of where

we sit to talk is worth missing out on a great deal?"



Taking my documents, | moved reluctantly to the
couch, already decided that he would never get this
contract. Otherwise, it would mean working with him for
several months. Sitting down, | dropped the documents on
the table between us. "Very well, then. Let me hear your

offer."

Grinning, he leaned back and shook his head. "Not
that easy, first let's get through your ideas." He eached into
his back pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper.
Amazed, | watched as he unfolded it, revealing what
seemed to be some sort oblueprint, only smaller and
scribbled. Without care, he pushed my documents aside
and placed his sheet of papein the middle of the table.

"So, | found your letter very detailed, but some of it seemed

only thought halfway through."

...What? Heis insane, there was nothing half thought
through!... "And what would that be, in your humble

opinion?"



"Nothing humble about it,” he said grinning at me,
totally ignoring my sarcastic tone. "It's clear that you want
the office part separate from the store part, but | thought it
would be nice if your office and the meeting rooms had
windows into the store. That way when youmeet with
authors or publishers, they can see your operation while
talking to you. If they see a buzzing store, it will only
incline them to use your chain, Miss Cain. That can be
achieved by either using oneway mirrored windows, or
large skylight sections. | personally would go for the last,
since it brings in natural light into the store, not only
saving on the hydrobill but also supporting a calm

environment."

| didn't need to look to know that my design had
basically entailed two buildings only connected by a storage
area in the back of the store. The way he had drawn it, the
storage area would be to the sides, and the back wall of the
headquarters building directly at the store, or rather it

would be the same wall. What angered me more was that |



actually liked the idea and could see the benefit in it. "Go

on...

HEY... you call me a pushover again and you're

out of here, so you can stir up someone else's mind.

"Well, | researched your company a little and
understand that one of the things that setsyou apart and
makes you so successful are independent authors. You had
a whole section planned as well as a reading room, where
you can either have readings, signings, or promotional
readings to introduce those authors. So | thought, why not
include Wi-Fi and when that NaNoWriMo is happening in
November, haveyour writers offering support to new
authors, maybe finding some gems and helping them to
publish. In addition, if they need research material, your
store is just at hand, giving you additional sales dring that
month and returning customers. Unless you mess it up by

being rude."

What the.... how..."How do you know about

NaNoWriMo," | asked him, assuming he must be an



independent writer himself, and responding to my letter
was nothing more than trying to get in through the
backdoor. In the end, he probably would give me a good
price if | helped him to get published. It wouldn't be the
first aspiring author who didn't know the difference
between a print-on-demand service and a traditional

publisher.

"My mother was a teacher and writer, she told me
about it when she joined four years ago. Sadly she died the
sameyear before she could ever finish her first novel. But |
remember her driving two hours and more to make the
write-in meetings, and dways coming back excited about

the things she learned and the people she met."

...| officially hate this man..."Okay, anything else you
think | didn't think through?"

He looked at me with a smile so wide and wicked it
was outrageous. "Actually, yes. Your plans show a large
boardroom and several smaller ones on the main floor, as

well as a cafeteria or coffee shop. | would suggest using



retracting walls, so you can openup spaceand have one
large area on the main floor. That way you can hold
conventions, book fairs and such there. It gives you one
more opportunity to make your company known and

connected to writers and readers."

He leaned back, and the gaze he gave meminded
me of a satisfied kitten. | stared at him and for a second and
actually considered throwing the vase standing on the table
between us at him. Or | could just simply push it over so
the water would ruin his darned graph, messing it all up.

...Men suck...

Hey shut up I told you to stop interrupting me,
and stop sounding so stuck up with your vowels and
such... really, I'll get the duct tape soon if you don't
stop. It's my story, and you were the one opening the

book to discover it.

Sam Wilcox was redly nothing | expected. His ideas
were not only good, the designs | could see on his graph

were clear and clean, wonderful really. | liked his ideas and



as much as | hated his character, my business sense
couldn't let him walk away as long as the price wasight.
With a sigh, | accepted that if | could afford this man, |
would most likely need a whiskey after every meeting with
him. In a way, | hoped he would come up with a ridiculous

price.
"Well, what do you think about my suggestions?'

...Why the hell does he ask me that? | wish | was a
better liar... "They have merit, and | will think about them,
but the main question would be how much you think it will

cost with all the changes you want to put in."

He nodded and his grin became even more wicked.
"Fair enough.” He pulled out another folded piece of paper
and unfolded it. | expected a longlist and an even larger
number underneath. Instead, there were only three lines on

the paper.
Headquarters 2.5 million

Store 1.3 million



Dinner free

...What an obnoxiousand selfcentered bastard.
Dinner? Did he lose his mind?.The numbers were well in
the area | had planned on; actually, they were better than
anything | had expected. "Dinner, don't think so," | told
him. There was no way in hell | would spend any timewith

him other than what was needed to get this project done.

"Dinner is a must if you want those prices. You
choose the restaurant, the time, and if you think you need
protection from me, you even can bring someone. But if

you want the price, you let metake you out to dinner."

He had his arms crossed over his chest, his eyes
looking sternly at me, and | knew that there was no
budging him in this. "Why the hell would you want to take
me out to dinner?" | asked, the question simply exploding

out of me instead of thinking it.

He shrugged, and his eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Because | can."



Hey, what are you laughing about? Nobody told
you that you could laugh. This is no laughing matter at

all, it's annoying and irritating.

Anyway, it wasn't any explanatian | could have
thought of, and it took me quite by surprise. So much,

actually, that | nodded.

Grinning, he stood. "Good. You have five hours to
tell me when and where, and it has to be within the next
three days, or the price goes up. See you at dinneMiss
Cain," hesaid and left my office without looking at me

again.

| have no idea how long | stared at the closed door,
but it was long enough that Joanna came in to check on my
coffee and clean up the table. "What's wrong, was he that
expensive?" she ded, apparently thinking my stunned face
was caused by money. As if...
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of my life. Joanna had been secretary here since shortly

after my parents founded the first store. She had seen me

o |

i



grow up, and if anyone knew me well, it was her. With a
deep breath, | relaxed and sunk back into the soft leather.
"Actually no, his price is amazing, but only if | go out to

dinner with him."

Startled, Joanna looked at me, then began to laugh

so hard she had to hold heself up by the back of the couch.
...Has the world gone crazy or is it just me?

It took Joanna a moment before she calmed enough
to form a coherent sentence. "Well dear, | guess you're in

for a surprise. | have no idea why, but I think he likes you."

"WHAT?" | shouted, unable to even consider her

idea. "You are crazy Joanna, totally and absolutely crazy."

The older woman stared down at me, still grinning
widely. "I don't know, why else would any contractor go
through the trouble he went through? And why make a
ridiculously cheap offer, binding it on a dinner date? If you
ask me, he is going to roll out the red carpet for you if he

has to."



| could do nothing but shake my head. Her idea was
as crazy as a navy soldier appearing oboard of a
submarine in a clown's costume, and there was no way this
Sam Wilcox character even knew what a red carpet was. He
was far too obnoxious for that. Yet | couldn't think of even
one good reason that he would do such a thing as forcing

me to go out with him.

All my life there had been two reasons for a man to
ask me out. One was to humiliate me, | call those men
jackasses; and the other was because they were after my
money, those | call dicks. The first kind had been more
prominent during my time growing up and had become
rare now. Still, once in awhile, | met a jackass who had it
out for me, simply because he thought it funny to talk
overly loud about my deformed fingernails, or my funny
walk. They took pleasure out of my reactions, and so | had
learned to school them and hide them. Yet while | met
fewer jackassesa number of dicks had grown over the
years. As my fortune grew, so grew the amount of men

ignoring my deformitie s for as long as | paid the bills. |



didn't like either, and this Sam Wilcox character would be
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humiliation, or when | didn't pick up the bill. Oh... he

would get his dinner all right, and he wouldn't forget it.

"Joanng contact Sam Wilcox please and let him
know he can pick me up at eight tonight and then make
reservations for the nicest restaurant you can think of, and

the most expensive."”

Startled, the older woman looked atme but nodded.
"That would be the Royal Crown, but don't you think that's

a little harsh?"

| simply shrugged, took my notes and papers and
returned to my desk. The day had only started, and there
was a lot of work to be done before it was over. Joanna
followed me with her gaze, thensighed and nodded. "Very

well, but | don't think he is out to hurt you."

That she had read me so well startled me, but | tried

my hardest not to show it.



Chapter 2

You're still here, really? God, does this gig not
end? I was kind of hoping you would have tired of me
ranting and babbling by now. No? Oh well, but if you
interrupt me one more time, I really will throw you
out of my mind, without a care that you bought this

book.

The day had been productive after all, yet as |
walked through my apartment door, it bugged me how
often my thoughts had drifted to Sam Wilcox. | had caught
myself at least ten times wondering why he would do such
a thing, or what he had in store for me to embarrass me, or
how | should handle the man when he did try to embarrass
me. It was quite vexing to think of him so often, yet not all
thoughts had been about what he would do to make me
look bad. Some had been of a very different nature. A very
nude and erotic nature, which shouldn't be surprising
considering the way he looked.In the end, | am a woman
after all, no matter how scorned by men | had been over the

years. Just because men didn't like me doesn't mean | didn't



like them, and this Sam fellow was quite a hunk, the

mouth -watering kind.

What do you mean by getting my mind out of
the gutter? You must be a man! What would go
through your mind if a full busted, sexy woman strolls
into your office and messed up your day, including
inviting you to dinner? I bet you would sport some

wood, wouldn't you?

Knowing that | only had an hour to get ready for my
forced date | directly went into the shower. The water was
soothing, too soothing | fear because for reasons | couldn't
explain to myself | suddenly felt like | wasn't alone
anymore. | had my eyes closed and it felt like he was ther
with me, as if his callused hands were caressing me and
touching me like no man had touched me before. It felt

good and right and amazing and scared the hell out of me.

...What the fuck?He isin my dreams now? How the

heck did he get there?.



Quickly 1 opened my eyes and focused on the here
and now, where | was most certainly alone and no man was
close enough to touch anything. This wasn't normal for me.
| simply didn't fantasize about men. It was a useless thing
to do. ...Maybe my mind is in the guter after all... To avoid
any further temptation, | quickly finished washing my hair
and got out of the shower, but when | was dry and ready to
get dressed | found myself staring at the many clothes in
my walk-in closet, wondering what | should wear and how
to actually treat this dinner date. | couldn't imagine that
Joanna was right and Sam Wilcox was interested in me.
After all, he hadn't even met me until today. Yet the same
argument came to mind when | tried to figure out why he
would like to humiliate me . After all, he didn't know me. So
why would either be a possibility? Or was it possible that he
simply had an unusual way of doing business? | had authors
that wouldn't meet in the office but meet for lunch or
dinner instead, needing the public setting. | wondered if
Sam was someone like that as well. Somehow | couldn't

imagine him belonging to that group of people.



What? Are you out of your mind? How and when
would I have insulted the man? I just told you we
never met before today. Really, if you have to be in

here, can't you at least pay some attention?

In the end, | decided to wear a casual business outfit;
some slacls, a redblouse, and high heels. | even bothered
with make-up and jewelry, something | usually didn't wear
simply because there was no reason. Today, however, |
wanted to look my best, just in case he had planned on
embarrassing me. It was much harder to @ so when |
looked good. ..And in case Joanna was right but that was
something | didn't really admit to myself. After years of
men only being with me because | had money, | couldn't

imagine it any other way.

Oh, you... grrr.... what do you mean you're not
surprised and that I'm as prickly as a porcupine? I'll
have you know none of those men left because of my
character, but because they thought I was ugly, so

keep your trap shut. Hrmpf!



| was just finished when the doorbell chimed,
alerting me to the arrival of my unwanted dinner date. At
least he was punctual, | had to give him that after glancing
at the digital clock on my receiver when | went to open the
door. The moment he came into view, | knew he was up to
something. The way he was dressed, he haab clue what
kind of restaurant we were going to. If I hadn't known
Joanna so long, | would have thought she messed up and
didn't let him know, but for a mistake like that, she was far
too efficient. That meant this man was up to something,
and | couldn't imagine it was good. You simply didn't go to
the Royal Crown in jeans, a Fshirt and work boots. He
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"You look good, are you ready to go?" He asked, and
the way his gaze wandered from my head to my toes made
my skin prickle. | just wasn't sure if it was with excitement
or apprehension. | gave him the same once over but ended
mine with a scowl, making sure he could see my

displeasure over his attire.



Grinning, he held out his hand. "Come on Miss Cain,

I'm starving."

Reaching for my purse, | ignored his hand and
stepped outside, pulling the door closed behind me. |
immediately began to walk down the walkway towards the
street, but he caught up and had the nerve to simply take
my hand, putting it on his arm. Just so | cauldn't pull it
away easily, he put his own hand on top of mine. "My
mother raised me to be a gentleman, and there are no

exceptions, even if you are as prickly as a porcupine.”
His words mademe...

Stop laughing! He wasn't agreeing with you, he
doesn't even know you exist, or that you sit here
tormenting, interrupting and judging me. Oh... I really
wish I was allowed to think up baseball bats and cast
iron pans, I would make sure you don't open that
mouth of yours again.... ever! I am not a prickly

porcupine.



...tense, that's what his words made me, tense. The
audacity alone of saying it made me want to pull harder on
my hand, but before | could take it back by force, we had
reached the street, where a big Chevy truck stood idling. He
let go of my hand and gpened the passenger door for me.
"Can you get in alone, or do you need me to give you a

boost?" He asked, his grin wide and challenging.

..JAs if.... the nerve.. "No thank you, I'm very capable
of entering cars by myself. I've been doing it for most of my
life," I told him, reaching for the handle to get in. The truck
was quite high, and the seat a little far up. | was just glad
that | hadn't decided to wear adressbecause with a skirt |
would have never gotten in without his help. To my
surprise, the truck was very clean inside, and | had to admit
it was luxurious when my body sank into the heated leather
seat. The music that came from the sound system was very
unusual for a man. A glance at the system showed me it
wasn't radio that played, but the soundscame from CD.
What man was listening to Selena and dreaming of you, no

less?Maybe he is gay...



What, no nasty comment from back there....
well what do you know... could it be you like that kind

of music as well, are you gay too?

The thought hurt a little since it meant that my
assumption of his intent had to be true and that simply
sucked. Whatever his intentions, they couldn't be good,
and | knew | should pay the higher price or look for
someone else instead of letting him press me into this
stupid dinner date. But before | could make a decision, the

truck rolled away from the curb. ...Shit....
"So Miss Cain, where are we going?"

Startled, | turned in my seat, looking at him. "What

do you mean, didn't Joanna tell you?"

Slowly, he shook his head. "No, all she said wats
downtown, but not where. So would you enlighten me,

since | need to know where I'm driving to?"

| have never known Joanna to forget something. It
was against her work ethics to be slacking off, and fortie

first time in all the years working with her, | found myself



annoyed with the older woman. "The Royal Crown, at least

that's what Joanna had said."

Sam glanced at me before turning his concentration
back to the street. "That must be wrong, the Royal Cran

has been closed for almost four years now."

"What?" | exclaimed already searching for my cell
phone in my purse. Exasperated, | scrolled through my
contacts for Joanna's number. It was her job to know such
things and to make arrangements accordingly. Egn more
importantly, it was her job to inform me of such things, yet
she hadn't. Just as | found her private number and intended
to call her, Sam reached over taking the cell from my hands
and dumped it back into my purse. "You can scold your
secretary tomorrow, for now, there is nothing she can do or
change as it is. | simply have to take you somewhere else.

Any suggestions? It's still your choice.”

This man was driving me nuts with his vexing
behavior. It was more than simply irritating. "l don't care,

just get us somewhere and get this over with," I almost



growled, hating that | went out so rarely that | couldn't
have answered him anyways. Since my parents had died,
the company had become my whole life. | hadn't even had a
real date since then, | realizedwith irritation. Several
attempts, which | ended quickly when | noticed that they
were after my money and not me.Not that | had many
before, but since their sudden passing, my whole
concentration had been on the company. | hadn't even
gone out with the handful of friends | had, or alone. The
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Hey... stop that, I am not a wallflower, nor do I
avoid people. I just don't have the time. God, why do I
even rectify myself, you shouldn't even be here in my
opinion. Stay out of this, it's me who tells the story and
you need to learn manners, especially the ‘don’t

interrupt people’ part.
Sam only nodded. "Fine, but | can tell you in that
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restaurants, or go there in general. | prefer places where |



get full plates for my money, a beer and something sweet

for dessert."

Shrugging, | leaned back in my seat again. | didn't
feel overdressed. | rarely wore anything other than slacks
and blouses when | left the house. "Don't you concern
yourself with my wardrobe. I'll be fine no matter where you
take me," | told him, but also myself because | feared he
would probably take me to some dump where you could

catch any kind of iliness just by entering.

He glanced atme again, but | ignored it and stared
instead out the window, watching the streets of downtown
Winnipeg go by. | had grown up on the outskirts of town,
had gone to university here, and now had my own
townhouse right at Tuxedo Park. | was owner and CEO of
one of the biggest book chains in Canada, and yet...
darned...l sighed. And yet this man had gotten me all

mixed up with his obnoxious behavior.

"Lucy, can | call you Lucy? Are you vegetarian? Just

so | don't take you anywhere you can't order anything bu



salad. | would rather have you eat something filling,” Sam

suddenly said, slowing at a red light.

...VEGETARIAN?. Why would he ask me such a
thing, and the audacity of using my first name, as if we
knew each other, or were friendsevenwhen he was the
furthest thing from it? "Miss Cain will be just fine Mr.
Wilcox, and no I'm not a vegetarian, | prefer meat to salad

any day."

He sighed and shook his head. "You know Miss Cain,
the longer | know you, the more | understand why it isn't

Mrs. Cain. You are picklier than a field of cacti.”

| couldn't help myself as my eyes widened. This was
far beyond rude and hurtful, so he was out to bully and
humiliate me, for whatever reason. Great. | really should

just tell him to stop and let me get out.

"Yet you're sud an attractive woman, | really would

like to kill the guy who made you like this."

| knew | should close my mouth, and that it was

open wide enough to park a truck in it, but this was just too



irritating. Only after shaking my head and replaying his
words a few times in my head did | close my mouth. "I...
ahmm..." | took a deep breath to get over being flustered.
"What makes you think that a man made me like this?
Maybe this is my nature, not that | agree with your

assessment in the first place, Mr. Wilcox"

What the hell are you hooting about, can't you
stay out of this already? There is nothing funny about
it, this man assumes I'm vegetarian because I'm thin,
and that I must have gotten hurt because I'm
unattractive, so what the hell is so funny about that?
Habh... as if... you only say that because men stick
together. He would be the first man on earth that
looks at me, and actually, means what he says. He is
just after my money, as any other man before him.
And if you interrupt me one more time, I will imagine
you in a soundproofed chamber, chained to the wall

with a muzzle over your interrupting mouth.

"Because no woman as successful and attractive as

you would hate men so much without a reason.So either it



was oneman or several, but there was a marthat hurt you

and turned you into this... constantly bristling porcupine.”

Scoffing | turned my gaze away from him. ..One or
several, he got that one right down to the T, try athe men |
have ever known, including my father."You either have
poor eyesght or are using your charms on the wrong
person. Attractive... ha, asf,” | mumbled the last part, yet

he still heard and gave me a sharp glance.

"l can guarantee you, my eyesight is exceptional. But
I'm beginning to believe yours must be exceptionallybad.”
He said smiling and shaking his head, just as he turned into
a parking lot. The building he parked in front of made me
sigh inside with relieve, at least he hadn't taken me to some
dump. Instead, we were now parked in front of Montana's. |

hadn't been here in years, not since my time in university.

What do you mean that's a long time? It hasn't
been even six years yet, I finished University at 24,
which makes it five years. And I've really had enough

of your comments. There... that will shut you up, at



least for a while. Be glad it's only a large apple I stuffed

your mouth with.

Before | had myself unbuckled, Sam was out of the
truck and at my door, opening it and offering me his hand.
For a moment | simply stared at it, unable to remember
when the last time was that someone wanted to help me

out of a car. Actually, I didn't think that anyone ever had.

"l don't bite, and | have no intention of hurting you,"

he said solemnly, his eyes sparkling at me with humor.

With a sigh, | slid my hand into his and let him help
me down. This time, | even let him take my arm to usher
me to the door, but only because there were several people
standing outside and | didn't want to cause a scene. |
smiled inwardly, assuming that the people waiting outside
meant there was no space available. With any luck, we
would have to give this whole thing up and | could go

home.



Sadly, | wasn't that lucky. Instead, he walked me up
to the reception area and was greeted with a smile. "Mr.

Wilcox! Good to see you, would you like yourusual table?"

...What the fuck... he ha a table?.. It took me some
control to hide my surprise when he simply nodded, and
we were led to one of the smaller booths in the bar area.
The table was close to bar and kitchen, yet far enough from
the beaten pat to afford some privacy. If | had any interest
in this man, this might have annoyed me, maybe even
wonder why they would keep a table free for him, but |

refused to let my thoughts wander down that path.

What... you're already done with that apple,
gosh doesn't anything shut you up? No, I did not go
down that path, I just told you that... oh.... here, have

another apple.

OK... 1 did go down that path, but only a few reasons
for it came to mind, like if he paid for it, using it for
business, or maybe he piked up lots of women and had a

standing reservation or something. But | didn't voice any of



it, even though the fact made me curious. Instead, | leaned
back into the seat and stared at him, hoping he would
explain it without me prompting for it. But of co urse, he
didn't.

The silence began to stretch and made me
uncomfortable, especially since he looked at me the whole
time as if waiting for something. | started to feel really
uncomfortable and thought of excusing myself to the

bathroom when the waitress gppeared with the menus.
"What can | get you to drink?"

He didn't even look away to tell the waitress that he wanted
a Coors light from the tap as if his eyes were glued to me
and | didn't like it at all. Finally, | broke the eye contact by
looking up at the waitress. "I'll take the same, please." The
second she had left, | stood and searched the place for a

sign pointing me towards the ladies room.

"The washrooms are towards the kitchen," Sam

suddenly said right behind me, and | could feel him



standing there. "Thanks," | said and quickly made my

escape, or at least a temporarily one.

Oh for god's sake, done again with the apple? I
am not a coward you imbecile, I just don't like it to be
stared at. Would you? How would you feel if a virtual
stranger stares at you but doesn't say a word? Yeah...
thought so... now quiet or you get another apple, and

that one will be much bigger.

Since | didn't really have to go and use the facilities,
| splashed some wateion my faceand fixed the little
makeup | was wearing, but | knew | had to go back, no
matter how much this man threw me off. ...This sucks... a
lot... When | knew | couldn't hide any longer, | moved back
out, finding him seated at the table again, his gaze finding
me the second | stepped around the corner, only for the
first time he didn't smile but had an unusual expression.
Yet it vanished so fast | wasn't sure what it was, only that it
somehow made me feel sad, which in turn | found
irritating. Then again, the whole man and the situation he

had maneuvered me into was vexing.



Sliding into the booth, | found that our drinks had
arrived and took a large sip of my beer, mostly to calm
myself. When | looked up | found him again staring at me,
this time with a smile again. He leaned back and pointed at
the menu. "Don't you want to check it out and find

something to order?"

Befuddled that | actually had forgotten all about the
menu, | opened it and tried to force my concentration at
the offers, yet he didn't seem to lookthrough his menu, nor
did he look away from me. | could feel his gaze, and it made
me want to fidget. After a few moments, | looked up and
found not only his gaze hefted at me but also the waitress

approaching our table.
"Have you made a decision?"

He nodded without looking up, "I take the 120z
steak, medium well, mashed potatoes, and a salad to start.

And you Miss Cain?"

Startled that he talked to me directly after simply

staring at me for so long | quickly glanced at the menu,



forgotten what | originally had decided on. "Spaghetti and
meatballs please." It was the first thing on the menu and at

least it was something | did like.

The waitress nodded eyed me for a moment and
then said, "Are you sure, it's a very large portion, you could

order half of one if you like."

...| hate this placealready...Suddenly | remembered
why | didn't like to go out because people always thought |
couldn't eat as much as others because | was so thin. | even
had been asked if | wasulimic because they didn't want to
waste ther food. Clenching my teeth, | shook my head and

tried to relax.

"Get her the normal portion, I'm sure she has no

problem eating it,” Sam said and scowled at the waitress.

The girl blushed and hurried away, yet | hardly
noticed it while staring at the man across from me. He
hadn't sounded as if he was placating me, or out to make

me look bad when | couldn't eat it all. He had sounded



confident as if he was sure that | could eat that much, but

how would he know?

He leaned back and returned to staring at meagain,
only now | staredright back and actually looked at him
closer. He was still handsome, still wore casual jeans and a
T-shirt, but now | noticed how clean his clothes were. |
could see his boots peeking out from under the table and
they were expensve boots, not the cheap kind you got at
Wal-Mart. Considering that he worked in construction,
they were exceptionally clean. He was well groomed and
clean shaven Altogether, most women would have

considered him a catch, | guess.

What captured me the most, were his eyes. Most
people, especially men, had kind of a cloudedyazeas if
they were hiding something. Some men you could find
desire in their eyes, only to find out later it was desire for
your money, not your body. Not that they didn't take that
as abonus. Then there were men that had cold eyes,
businessmenout to either get rich with your help or ruin

you. Sam's eyes were clear and open, yet didn't show any



emotion; only curiosity, as if | was some alien that needed

to be studied or something that needed to be discovered.

Suddenly he shook his head, and his eyes filled with
irritation and sadness. "You really don't remember me, do

you?"

Looking at him with confusion, | shook my head. "I
haven't met you before today, Mr. Wilcox, | can assure you
that. | would remember you if | had met you before, | have
an exceptional memory for people,” | said, finally
understanding why he was looking at me thatway but at
the same time a little disappointed that it was because of a

misunderstanding.

What... no it's not because I like him, it's simply
because I would have liked... oh forget it you're a guy,

you wouldn't understand it if I spelled it out for you.

He sighed and shook his head again, then reached
into his back pocket and pulled something out, staring atit
for a long moment. When he placed it in front of me, | did

the same, taken by surprise by the sight in front of me. It



showed a young man, maybe 18 or 20 years old, with a girl
that looked exactly like me, only it couldn't be. | would
remember this, egecially since the girl had a look on her
face that | was sure | never had. She looked happy and in
love with the man at her side. Her eyes shone with it, and
her smile was one of deep devotion. More than that, he
looked at her the same way, and that | wold have never
forgotten. | stared at it for a long time, but then | sighed
and slowly pushed the picture back over the table to him.
"I'm sorry, | know she looks like me, but I'm not her," | told
him and looked him in the eyes as | did, seeing his

irritati on and then his pain. He must have loved her a great

deal to have that look on his face.

Slowly he took the picture back stared at it and then
at me. "You look exactly like her and you have her first
name, | thought... maybe...." He shook his head and pustd

the picture back into his pocket.

"I'm sorry..." | said again, and | was. It was
impossible not to see the disappointment and pain of a

broken heart in his eyes. For a moment | stared at my



fingers, resting under the table where | hid them most of
the time when | was out in public. With a cringe, | was
unable to help myself when I lifted them and placed them
on the table betweenus because | still could see in his eyes
that he hoped | was lying for some reason. "See, I'm not
her, or did she have deformel nails and awaddling walk? |

don't think so, and | am sorry."

He stared at my deformed nails, his gaze making me
fidget since | always avoided pointing them out, hating to
explain them. Most people thought | was chewing them off,
some considered an acdent, and those were the kinder
ones. Then he looked up at me and his eyes were filled with
so much pain when | had expected disgust. "She had those
too, she was born with NailPatella Syndrome as well.
That's why when | saw your picture and read your bio was
SO sure you must be her,"” he said and sighed, but then
forced a smile on his face. "I'm sorry, | was so sure, |
thought you were refusing to go to dinner with me because

you remembered me."



| pulled my hands back and placed themunder the
table agan, which took at least some of the discomfort
away from me. Yet | wouldn't be in the book business if |
didn't have a nose for a good story, and it was also my
weakness. Books and people had one thing in common for
me, they both held extraordinary stories, it sometimes only

took a while to find them.

God... why are you interrupting again? Ha... as
if... I'm anything but a romantic. I don't believe in
love, or that it can conquer all, and how do you get to
romance from what I said, did I specify the kind of
story? No, I didn't.... not everything has to be about
love and sex... now shut up again, you annoy me and
you don't want me to get angry again because the next

time it's not an apple. Got it?

Yet this | knew was about love, I've seen it in the
picture and could see it in his eyes. "Who was she?" | asked,
but before he could answer, the waitress came and brought

our food.



"Enjoy, and if you need anything, just holler," the

woman said and scurred away again.

| didn't think he would answer when he started to
cut into his steakand turned my attention to my own food.
Silence settled over us, giving me the time to let it all sink
in, and it creeped me out the more it sunk in. Sam Wilcox
carried a picture around with him of a woman that looked
exactly like me. The thought that out there, someone was
walking around looking like me, even down to the same
genetic disorder, was disturbing. How was that even
possible? How big were the odds? The more | thought
about it, the more worried | got because the odds were
really against that possibility. But what else, other than a

doppelganger, could it be?

"I met Lucy... my Lucy in my first year in college. It
was love at first sight..." Sam suddenly said between bites.
Then he leaned back, and | noticed that while | had hardly
touched my food, he had already finished his. He seemed to
notice as well and shook his head. "Do you want to hear

this? Then eat. | know you can, no matter that you look like



a stick figure. It's the high metabolism. My Lucy had the

same."

| should have felt insulted by the stick figure
comment, but he had me caught at my weak point. Now
that he had started talking, | really wanted to hear his story.
Nodding to let him know that it was a deal, | began to eat,

causing him to smile.

"That's better... well, as | said, | metmy Lucy in my
first year in college. We ran into each other in the library,
in a very literal sense. We both were looking for a book in
the wrong isle, and collided into each other," he told me,
smiling at the memory. "She was shy, | was bold and
obnoxious. | was in construction, structural engineering,
and math. She was in American literature and creative
writing. It took me a while to get her to go out with me, but

| prevailed, and within a few weeks we were inseparable.”

He still was obnoxious, | thought, yet wasn't sure if

that hadn't been due to him thinking | was his Lucy.



"We were together for a year and | thought we were
deeply in love, but then one evening | found a note taped to
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me that as much as she loved me, that it would never work
out between us. That it was unfair of her to string me along.
That she wished me a happy future and wouldn't forget out
time, but had to leave me, before this went too far and the
pain would become unbearale for the both of us. She
broke up with me using a letter and gave me no real
explanation, just a flimsy excuse. Yet just the night before,
everything had seemed to be alright between us. | went to
her dorm to talk to her, only to find she had left. Not j ust
left for the day. She had moved out, quit school and gone
away," he said and took a large sip of his beer. "It seemed
more than just a little extreme to break up and quit school
at the same time. And it wasn't just me thinking that, our
friends found it strange as well. Nobody had heard her say
anything about dropping out, or that she wasn't happy
there, or with me. | tried to find her but had no luck. The
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as well. There wasn't even a building at theaddressand
hadn't been for years. Our friends and | went to the police
and reported her missing, but they didn't even try to give us
hope or take us seriously. All they said was that every year a
lot of kids suddenly dropped out of college, simply unable

to take the pressure. Our findings that all the information

she gave us were phony didn't concern them either, or not
much. They told us that many kids going to college
reinvented themselves, mosty because they were
embarrassedof where they came from, or what kind of

family they had." Shaking his head, he leaned back and
drank some more of his beer, then looked at me and
shrugged. "When | received your letter and looked you up, |
thought maybe the officer was right and my Lucy had been
pretending to be someone else. You came from money; she
always struggled with it, or so she told everyone, and |
thought maybe you did it to protect yourself from men only
wanting to be with you for your money. The only thing that

was different in your bio to what my Lucy had been like

E



was that your bio said you went to university, while my
Lucy went to the community college. | thought you might

have put that in so it looks more sophisticated."

While drinking some of my own beer, | looked at
him. Seeing the hurt in his eyes, | knew that he still loved
his Lucy, even after all she had done, and he still wanted
her. He was still trying to find her, and it didn't surprise me
that he had thought | might be her. "You don't have a twin,
| presume?" He asked, and there was a soft glimmer of hope
when he asked. That vanished again the moment | shook
my head. However, | could understand why he would ask.

The woman he had loved looked very much like me.

What... you really are an imbecile aren't you... or
a dreamer ... maybe a dreaming imbecile... separated
at birth, or stolen... why not suggest my parents sold
my twin, that's just as ridiculous. You're such an idiot,
you shouldn't open your mouth for your own good
even more than for my nerves... now keep your stupid

ideas to yourself...



He shrugged and smiled warily. "It was a thought,

sorry."

| smiled back at him, trying to find something to say
that would bring his mood up, but couldn't think of
anything. Just when | thought | could at least offer him
another sorry or something, the waitress appeared beside
the table. "Can | get you something else, or would you like
the bill?"

Sam looked at me for a moment pain flashing
through his eyes, then he shook his head. "Just the bill

please."

The waitress nodded, handing him the bill and
informing him that she could take payment at the table if
he liked. He nodded and reached into his back pocket for

his wallet while she got the machine.

Knowing that this date was almost over made me
suddenly feel kind of bummed, but | knew it was for the
best, and at least he hadn't forced me to this dinner in

order to make fun of me or embarrass me.



| watched him pay and then stand, holding his hand
out to me as he had beforeThis time, | placed minein his
without hesitation, knowing now that it was a gesture of
respect. We walked to his truck in silence, and the drive
home was just as quiet. Now that he knew | wasn't his Lucy,
it seemed he had lost all interest in me. However, | didn't
try to start a conversation either, my thoughts circling
around the story he had told me, and the fact that a woman
lived somewhere out there looking like me. As the truck
rolled to a stop in front of my house | was glad it was over,
simply because | couldn't stand thesilence any longer, yet

didn't know what to say.

Sam was again out of the car and at my door before |
had even opened it, ready to help me out. | felt awkward
standing beside him, his hand in mine, knowing | should
say my goodbye and thank you, yet | coun't even really
look at him. The worst thing was, | didn't know why | felt
so awkward all of a sudden. .Where has all my sass gone,

damnit?...



He cleared his throat and slowly led me up the path
to my door. "I'm sorry for forcing you to go out with me | ike
this, but it was really nice to get to know you. I'll have the
official quote and contract drawn up tomorrow, you should

have it on your table by Wednesday."

For a second | didn't know what he was talking
about, but then the memory came back, overshadwing the
story he had told me and that didn't want to leave me alone
anymore. "Yes, it was nice to get to know you. | will get the
documents to my people right away, thank you," | said,

forcing myself not to apologize again for not being his Lucy.

He nodded and walked back to his truck. | saw him
drive off as | began to close my door, back home and alone

again.
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Paperback: https://www.createspace.com/5966979



https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B01AOI4LO8
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-ca/ebook/my-life-with-dyslexia-and-other-shit
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-ca/ebook/my-life-with-dyslexia-and-other-shit
https://www.createspace.com/5966979

Visitor in my Mind - The Missing Twin

Lucy Cain is a hardened
businesswoman, with a hidden
temper and a deeply installed
dislike towards men. When her

parents had died she took their
. company to the next level and
now she is ready to go even
further. But when she meets with
the potential general contractor
for her project, Sam Wilcox, she
finds herself talked into dinner
with him. As if it wasn't bad
enough for her to find herself at dinner with a man,
he next confronts her with a picture that should be
impossible. Because it showed him and her in an
intimate setting.

Available at:

Amazon: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/BO11JT3X48

Paperback: https://www.createspace.com/6438270



https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B01IJT3X48
https://www.createspace.com/6438270

The Diaries of Kairie Lawless

| July 14 / 2020 is a date Kairie

B will never be able to forget. It is
M the day Lando Rud took
everything. The country, her
family, friends, way of life, a
future and even her last name.
Categorized, sterilized and send
into a camp for lower humans,
Kairie is forced to start a new
life. A life in isolation, as the
lowest of all humans, a Zero. But
soon things change, and finds herself in a net of
intrigue, manipulation and rebellion. Only one
thought, one desire, driving her now, revenge. One
goal in mind, Kairie is willing to sacrifice everything,
to take down President LLando Rud and restore
freedom.

Available at:

Amazon: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/BO1JTOACGE

Paperback: https://www.createspace.com/6503183



https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B01JTOAC6E
https://www.createspace.com/6503183

The Immortal King

Thousands of years ago events were set
in motion to save the human race from
extinction and lead them into the
| future. Fate wove and entwined
bloodlines, so in the end, there would
% one powerful woman and one powerful
" man, leading her children to Utopia.
Lisa Longshire is the last in a long line
of many courageous and powerful woman, and when
her unusual dreams lead her to Toronto, she takes
the first steps towards a destiny that will either make
her the most powerful woman alive or destroy her.
Alastair McScath has long given up hope of finding
his fated mate and stopped looking centuries ago. If
not for his brother Condan and his endless meddling,
Lisa would have never crossed his path.
A net of intrigue, romance and danger is set in
motion, the only guidance a prophecy promising them
dark times and horror before they can reach their
goal. If they survive that long.

Available at:

Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/dp/BO1CNSQLWM

Paperback: https://www.createspace.com/6175418



https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01CN8QLWM
https://www.createspace.com/6175418
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