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Prologue

Germany 1995

Sara sat beside Benjamin on the bed staring down at his
naked body. The bed sheet had pooled around his hip, as if
teasingly hiding one of his biggest assets, at least body
wise. “You are the most beautiful and passionate woman I
have ever met Sara.” Benjamin had told her as his hand
wound into her dark blond hair.

“When you come, your blue eyes shine like stars, and
your lips are sin.” He complimented only moments before
falling asleep after their lovemaking. Last night she had
come to talk to him, to tell him that it was over, but she
hadn’t gone through with it. Instead, she had ended up in
his bed again, forgetting all the things she wanted to tell
him. Remembering only those, she would never let him
know, like that, she loved him deeply, that he satisfied her
to no end and gave her all she needed, when he was sober.
Which was where the problem lay, and even if she told him,
it wouldn’t change anything anymore, it was simply too
late.

Watching him sleep, she remembered all the good times
and all the firsts he had given her. Not just her first sexual
relationship, or her first orgasm but so many others not



related to sex. He had taken her to her first dance, on her
tirst vacation, her first sailing trip and so much more. She
had learned to cook because of him, and he had endured
her cooking until it became edible. When her parents had
decided that they had to protect her form a man so much
older and tried to make her choose, he had stood beside her
and supported her decision to move out. Almost all the
happy moments of her young life had been in the past year.

She sighed, yet the opposite was true as well. Benjamin
had always gotten a little bit drunk from time to time, and
when he did, he changed. With alcohol, he became filled
with self-pity; the pressure he felt he was under crushed
him.

She had thought with love and patience she could help
him to get over his problems, but instead in the last few
months it had worsened. It seemed that the more she loved
him, the more he got drunk.

For weeks, she had contemplated what to do. She didn’t
want to leave him, didn’t want to hurt him when he was
hurt so deeply already. Yet she couldn’t deal with it
anymore; she had put her life on hold, or at least, it felt that
way. And it didn’t help him at all. If she were older, she
might have had a chance; however, she had just turned 19,
and he had over 30 years of baggage to work through.



She knew this was the right thing to do. Not just for her,
but for him. And it would break her heart, because she
couldn’t imagine a life without him in it.

Slowly she got up, smiling at his body, the hard, strong
muscles, the soft skin, with the soft dusting of black hair.
Only hours ago he had held her in his strong arms, his
sensual touch softly questing through her folds, until his
fingers found the tight little nub of nerves, driving her wild
with need for him. His strong thighs had slapped against
hers, as he had trusted into her from behind, until she had
screamed with pleasure and satisfaction.

Shaking her head she forced the memory from her mind,
no matter how good he made her feel, she had made a
decision and would stick with it. With a sad smile she
began to collect her clothing.

When she pulled her panties on, he turned and his hand
went searching for her in his sleep. When he couldn’t find
her, his eyes opened blinking into the early morning sun,
just as she pulled on her favorite faded jeans. He studied
her for a long moment and when she picked up her shirt
from beside the bed, he sat up pulling her into his lap.
“Why do I have the feeling you are about to tell me
something bad?”

God, she loved him so much; he always seemed to know
what was going on in her head unless he was drunk. Before



she had come the day before, she had run through the
things she wanted to tell him, how she wanted to explain
her decision. She had even practiced in front of the mirror
to boost her confidence, for two hours she had stood in her
tiny bathroom, trying to find the right words, so she
wouldn’t hurt him so much. She had watched her
expressions, practicing to conceal her emotions so he
wouldn’t see how much it hurt her what she had to do. In
the end she had thought she had managed to find the right
words, to hide her pain, but now being here in his arms, she
had no idea what to say or how to explain it. “I am leaving,
Ben.”

His eyes dulled, and he let his forehead rest against her
shoulder. “You mean for good, don’t you? Why?”

She hated this, didn’t want to hurt him but neither could
she lie to him to make it easy. “Because I can’t deal with the
man you become when you drink.”

His arms wound around her waist holding her close, and
for a moment, she thought he would make this even harder,
as if her heart wasn’t bleeding already.

For what felt a long time, he just held her but then he
nodded and looked up at her his eyes filled with pain and
loss.

“I love you, Sara. But I understand, and I'm sorry,” he
said and let go of her. As if exhausted, he fell back into the
pillows and closed his eyes. “I know this sounds cliché, but



I'll be always your friend even with our relationship being
over.”

She stared at him, fighting the tears gathering in her
eyes. She would like to stay his friend, to have at least that
but knew it couldn’t be, because every time she saw him,
she would risk ending up in his arms again. If only he
wouldn’t get drunk, they could have been together. “That
would be nice,” she said any way, swearing to herself to
stay away from him, so they both could move on.

Silently she collected the rest of her clothes and dressed
and then left. Not sure if he had fallen asleep again or just
didn’t want to look at her. In the end, it didn’t matter; she
needed to move on, to find a man that was steady and safe,
instead of unpredictable and unstable at times. When she
closed the front door, tears rolled down her cheeks, and it
felt as if her heart had been ripped from her chest. Now he
was also the first man she had forsaken for an easier way.

Canada 2009

Her finger hovered over the speed dial button, knowing
Henry wouldn’t like what she had to tell him. With a sigh,
she pressed the key and listened for the ringtone.

“What's up?” Henry asked from the other end of the line.



“Henry... I was with the dentist today; you know for Joan
and me.” She began unsure how to tell him.

“And? If you are going to tell me it’s a fortune to fix your
problems, then don’t bother; we don’t have the money, and
I don’t see a reason to spend it on yours or Joan’s health
problems. You weak girls can just suck it up like a man, and
if you can’t, then just sell your car to pay for it. But don’t
even think of using my hard earned money to pay for your
shitty teeth.”

Sucking in a breath, Sara had a hard time controlling her
anger. After all, he had known before they got married that
her health wasn’t the best, including her teeth. It wasn’t her
fault for being born with weak teeth that needed special
treatment two to three times a year. He had known that
their children might have the same problem, yet he acted
as if she had done that damage all by herself, when it had
been he who refused to pay for the procedure after they had
moved to Canada.

Fighting for control, she took a calming breath. “Look
Henry, if we don’t do it now and keep it up, she will have
the same trouble I have when she is my age. Do you want
her to lose her teeth before she reaches thirty?” Sara said
waiting for his answer, silently praying he would see
reason, after all Joan was only twelve.

Henry growled, “if she needs it fixed, then she should
look for work and earn the money to pay for it. On the other



hand, even better you could stop pretending to be too sick
to work and look for a job instead of trying to write a book
that nobody will ever want to read. Do you have any idea
how the chances are that a person as stupid as you could
ever be published? It is less than zero.”

Seething, she held the phone so hard her knuckles had
turned white, she was dyslexic, not stupid. How could he
not care about their daughter’s health? Or hers? How could
he act as if she was faking when he had driven her several
times to the ER in the middle of the night because she
couldn’t stand the pain any longer? What angered her the
most, was that he wasn’t even angry or had any malice in
his voice. To him, it was just a matter of fact that his money,
earned by him, was also his to decide over. Not that he
could have ever paid a bill, since he was too stubborn to
learn how, but in his mind, only he had a right to say what
extra expenses would be paid or not, and health care wasn’t
something he thought of as needed. Unable to contain her
anger any longer, she shouted, “You know what? I'll do just
that; I'll sell the Yukon and pay the bills, but I swear to you
if I ever make money with my work, you won't see a cent
of it.”

“Why would I want it? I work for my money, and I work
hard for it. But it’s anyway a moot point because you will
never make enough money with it that I would even
consider it worth asking for.”



Not replying, Sara hung up and dropped the phone onto
the desk, tears rolling down her cheeks. Angrily wiping at
the tears, she wondered why she still tried, still hoped that
one day Henry would change and not treat her like an idiot
and failure. Not for the first time, she wished she could just
walk away, but with her health, she couldn’t find work that
would support her and the children and there was no
power on earth that would make her leave her children
with Henry.

Needing someone to talk to, someone who knew her and
didn’t think she was a failure, she opened her e-mail. She
knew she was a coward to write him, so he would call her
since she couldn’t find the courage to do so herself. Even
after all those years, the only person she trusted with her
heart was Benjamin, who had kept his promise to stay her
friend. Only minutes after the e-mail had left, the phone
rang, offering her solace and comfort.



Chapter one

Sara turned, walked five steps, and then turned again;
repeating the process like a machine. Concentrating on
each step, she kept her mind as blank as possible and
ignored the clenching feeling in her gut.

She tried not to, but every other turn, Sara glance at the
clock, finding it was moving too slowly and the next
moment too fast. With each turn, her anxiety grew, and
when the clock showed eleven, she began to hear her
heartbeat echoing in her ears.

Something must have gone wrong, or the surgeon would
have come long ago. It made her feel sick, thinking of all
the things that might have gone amiss. Yet she couldn’t
stop thinking them. No matter how hard she fought it,
every now and then her mind conjured up Henry’s face, as
it would be if this ended badly. His tall frame covered with
a linen, his clean-shaven face pale, his usually hard-set jaw
relaxed and no light of life in his blue eyes. For the
hundredth time, she pushed the picture away, not wanting
to think it.

Henry might not be the best husband, but he didn’t
deserve the things that could go wrong. She didn’t want to



consider the worst outcome, yet every other turn she found
her thoughts returning to this one terrible thought.

There had been times where for just one heartbeat she
had wished him dead. Now, she knew that not even he
deserved this or any bad outcome. With a sigh, she
remembered the day she had proudly told him that she had
sold her first book.

It had been close to Christmas, when she opened the
email from a publisher; she had pitched her first book to.
With every word she had read, her heart beat faster with
excitement, until it felt as if it was jumping out of her chest.
Not only was the publisher offering to publish her book,
but the advance they offered was so enormous that she
could buy a house from it, or an expensive car like Henry
had when he had gotten the money from his inheritance.
She could spoil the kids as she never had. And maybe
Henry could even cut back at work. For a moment, she
hoped that this was the turning point for their marriage.
Then worry replaced the excitement; what would Henry
really do if she told him? Would he, for once, choose her
and the children instead of work, or would he keep on
working and spend the money as recklessly as he had spent
the inheritance? She stared at the number again, so much
money and this was only the advance; there was a chance
that she would make more even. Since this was only the



tirst book of a series, she would make much more money
in time. Should she tell Henry, or should she hide it?

Unsure what to do, she stared out of the window into the
snow covered backyard. Thinking of the years past, she
realized that if she told him, he might want to spend it on
things they didn’t need at all. Yet, she couldn’t hide it
either; he would learn that she would be published sooner
or later, and if he learned of it later, he would only be
angrier.

With a sigh, she sat back down on her desk and picked
up the phone calling him.

“What?” He asked sounding annoyed to be interrupted.

“Are you busy? I can call later if that’s better.” She said
in a way, hoping he would give her a reason to delay.

“No, what's up?” He asked sounding even more
annoyed now.

“I got an offer from a publisher; they want to publish my
book,” she told him with pride.

“You're kidding me! Someone actually thinks your shit
can be sold? Are they paying you for it?” His words stung.
Why could he not believe in her?

“Yes, they offered an advance.” She answered carefully,
not wanting him to know how much, just yet.

He laughed and snorted, “is it at least enough to buy a
bottle of wine, or no wait maybe it’s enough to go to the
movies.” He laughed even harder.



Shaking her head Sara ignored the hurt she felt and
sighed, “No, it’s actually a quiet high amount.” As much as
she wanted to fling the large number at him, she couldn’t
bring herself to risk him getting any ideas. She needed to
feel that he wouldn’t waste the money.

“Well, if it's enough, we could buy a semi-truck and
open my own business, but then again, I doubt anyone
would pay that much for the stuff you write. I mean, it’s a
miracle you even got an answer. No respectable publisher
would risk printing your book and giving you an advance
that’s worth thinking about. ”

“You know what, drop dead, Henry. I signed the
contract, and yes, it’s not much they offer but I am proud
of it no matter what you say,” she yelled and hung up tears
blurring her vision. She would never let him spend her
money.

That had been only one of many times she had wished
him dead, but still not like this. Another glance at the clock,
and her heart skipped a beat, realizing another twenty
minutes had passed. Unable to stop her rapid pacing, she
remembers the way Henry had looked at her when she had
almost carried him into the ER. He had been pale almost
ashen; anyone with eyes could see how dehydrated he was,
and yet, still he had fought her when she had told him she
was taking him to Brandon to the hospital. Telling her that
he had no time to play sick, when he had to be back at work



the next day. Work, money, and cars before his family and
even further back his own health. He had always screwed
up priorities, but this time, he had outdone himself. She
could only hope she hadn’t forced him too late.

Sara sighed, turned again, and was suddenly looking at
the surgeon. Seeing his eyes, she gasped, and her heart
missed a beat or two. Inside her head, Sara shouted in
denial, not wanting it to be true what she saw in his eyes.

“Mrs. Wood,” he sighed. “Sara, I am sorry; we tried
everything, but there were complications none of us could
foresee.” The surgeon told her and inside her head, she still
screamed in denial, nearly drowning out the words being
said to her.

“He had an undiagnosed heart defect causing cardiac
arrest; we were unable to bring him back. I hope you take
some comfort in the fact that he didn’t suffer.”

Sara looked at the man in his soft blue scrubs and the
bandanna on his head, hearing his words, but it just
wouldn’t sink in. The thought of Henry being gone caused
such an onslaught of feelings inside her. It was paralyzing
her mind.

“Do you know the procedures Sara, or do you need
help?”

It took her some time to process his words, but then she
nodded. “I need help,” she forced herself to say without
breaking down.



“Someone from administration will be with you shortly.
I am sorry, I tried to save him.”

Sara nodded, knowing he had tried, and that it wasn’t
his fault. The way her husband had taken care of himself,
this shouldn’t come as a surprise, yet it still was a shock.

The surgeon left and she stared out into the empty
hallway not really seeing anything, except her husband’s
face as she remembered it from the time she had fallen in
love with him. Not wanting to remember the years that had
followed.

Sara didn’t know how much time passed, but at some
point a sharply dressed woman walked towards her, her
heals clicking with each step. She stopped in front of her
holding out her hand, and Sara took it mechanically. “I'm
Lila Sheridan; my condolences, Mrs. Wood. Or can I call
you Sara?” she asked, and all Sara could do was nod.
“Please sit. You are pale. Would you like some water?”

She smiled at Sara, but her smile didn’t reach her eyes.
Sara nodded, not because she was thirsty, but because it
would delay whatever the woman had to say.

Lila brought her some water and she took it, but when
Sara saw how much her hands shook, she put it on the
table, not wanting to spill it all over herself and the couch.
Lila sat down beside her and again smiled her fake smile.
“T know this is hard, but there are some formalities that



need to be taken care of, Sara. Do you have a funeral home
that you want us to inform for you?”

Sara stared at Lila and shook her head unable to find the
words.

“No, of course not,” she leafed through the many sleeves
of her folder and pulled out several brochures for funeral
homes. “Here; those are very good, and we work with them
often. Now since your husband died while in the operation
room, you have the right of an autopsy. Would you like to
have one?”

Sara had watched enough medical shows to know how
an examined body looked like, and imagining that
happening to Henry, made her stomach churn. Shaking her
head, she tried to find her voice. “No, no autopsy.”

Again, Lila smiled at her with her fake smile and went
through her folder producing an official looking piece of
paper. “Then you have to sign this waiver, stating that you
wave your right to an autopsy.”

Lila handed Sara the paper and a pen. Sara didn’t even
read it, but just signed it and handed it back.

Lila took the paper and pushed it in the folder, and then
she took another piece of paper out. “This is the certificate
of death signed by the surgeon and our medical examiner.
You need to give it to the funeral home, so they can claim
the body,” Lila explained, sounding like a tape or a robot.



Sara took the paper and stared at it; one word jumping
out at her, making all of this real, died.

“I'm truly sorry for your loss,” Lila told her, putting her
hand over one of Sara’s in a gesture of comfort. “It will get
easier in time, Sara. Would you like me to call you a taxi to
take you home, or do you think you can drive?”

Sara stared at the woman wondering if she had any idea
that she lived half an hour away from here in Wawanesa,
and how much a taxi would charge for that distance. She
shook her head.

“I'll be fine,” she told her not wanting to have her car
staying there, when she didn’t have anyone to drive her
back to get it the next day.

Lila smiled at her again and patted her hand. “Very well,
let me take you back to the entrance then. If you change
your mind, let me know; I can call a taxi for you. No
problem.”

Sara shook her head again; all she wanted was to get
home where her dog was waiting and to find out how she
felt about all of this. Until then, she welcomed the
numbness her mind was surrounded with; she even
embraced it and held on to it. Later, she could break down;
later, she could deal with all of this, but not now.

She followed Lila to the lobby where she turned and
patted her shoulder. “Drive safely, and if you need any
more help, don’t hesitate to give me a call.” She pressed a



business card in Sara’s hand and smiled at her before
walking away leaving her alone in the empty lobby.

Looking outside into the pitch-black darkness and her
own reflection, she found herself looking older than her 39
years; her dark blond hair looked limp, and her blue eyes
stared dully back at her. She forced herself to get moving,
not wanting to think of how affected she looked.

Like a robot, she walk to the ticket automat and paid her
parking ticket, before getting to her car.

As soon as the engine was running, she put the heater on
full blast, freezing despite it being a warm July night. She
turned the radio too loud and let herself be consume by the
numbness as she turned onto First Street towards the
highway that would lead her back home.

She didn’t know how long it had taken her or how she
had managed to get there, but the next time she surfaced
from her numbed mind, she put the car in park in front of
her house.

As she got out of the car, she just stood there, and
realized that she was standing at the same spot Henry and
she had stood the day after moving to Canada, thirteen
years ago. It had been her last desperate attempt to save
their marriage.

Instead, she found a home she hadn’t known she missed.
In her mind, she could see the years gone by. They had



come here in 2002; Joan had been almost seven, and Jason
five. Yet, both had integrated so fast she could have sworn
they were born in Canada. Henry with his 41 years had
more problems, especially since he hadn’t had English in
school like she had, yet even he managed to find his place.
Smiling softly, she remembered herself back then, only 26
years old, yet for the first time, she had felt at home. It
hadn’t taken her long to find work as a cook specializing in
German food. She had loved the Job; it had helped her
endure Henry’s constant implying that she was stupid and
incapable. At work, she had found people encouraging her,
showing her that she had value. It had been hard when she
lost it after being diagnosed with Fibromyalgia, leaving her
hopeless for quite some time. Sara sighed with the memory;
it had been the darkest time in her life, not caused by
Henry’s constant treatment. In fact, that time had been the
only one he didn’t tell her on a daily basis what a failure
she was. Her body preventing her from any work that was
hard on it, and her dyslexia preventing her from taking a
job that was easy on her body. She had been adrift for a year
before finding a new passion that suddenly opened up one
opportunity she had never thought possible. It all had
started with a blog and a year later she had her first
manuscript sent to an editor; another year later in 2010 she
had held her first royalty check in her hands. Despite
Henry’s constant reminder, that with her disability and



missing intelligence there was no hope of success. With a
sigh, she let the memory go; it was hard to believe that 13
years had passed.

The kids where grown now. Joan at college, just finished
with her second year. Jason had graduated high school this
summer and would leave for college only a week after he
returned from his Australia tour. Shaking her head, she
knew that again her husband had managed to destroy
something their children had dreamed of doing. Even by
dying, he was able to ruin something special.

Knowing that she had to tell them, she walked inside.
The second she stepped through the door, Booker her
German Sheppard mix greeted her, happily jumping up to
put his front paws on her shoulders, which never worked
with her high. Sinking down she put her arms around him,
burying her face in his soft fur. He laid his head on her
shoulder and let her hold him for a moment before he
started to whine. Knowing he needed to go out, she got up
and opened the door for him. Watching him run outside to
find a spot to relieve himself, Sara smiled, just holding
Booker had calmed her a little.

Hanging her jacket up and dropping her purse on the
counter, she stared at the phone hanging on the wall. Sara
knew very well that she had to tell the kids and her parents
what happened, as well as Henry’s boss. For the first time,



she was glad Henry’s mother had died ten years ago;
otherwise, it would kill her to hear what happened to him.

Taking the phone from the wall mount, she walked into
the kitchen. The fridge was running noisily, making her
look up from the phone. The fridge was not the only thing
old and broken in the kitchen. Sara’s gaze wandered over
the old countertops riddled with broken off pieces. The
cupboards that had been fixed too many times; the table
and chairs that were older than herself, and the old wood
stove that hadn’t been working in years. All where long
overdue for replacement. She cringed just thinking about
the walls, kaki green and not repainted in years.

Henry had never let her replace or repair anything
unless it was totally broken down, and not because of the
expense, after all they could have afforded it easily after she
had begun to make money with her books. Even with her
hiding most of it from him, she had always contributed
enough that they could have avoided things like a new
fridge, or paint without worrying about the costs.

“Sara, you might not understand that, but it's a matter of
principle. Just because you make a few bucks with your
useless books, doesn’t mean we change our way of life. We
don’t replace something just because it makes noise or
doesn’t look good.” Shaking her head, she realized that
now she could replace anything if she wanted to, and he
would be unable to tell her how stupid she was for wanting



to spend money on it. Shocked about her own thoughts, she
shook her head again. What a horrible person she was.
How could she act as if Henry’s death was a good thing?
No matter how bad he had been, she shouldn’t be glad that
he died, yet Sara couldn’t help herself to feel it deep down
inside her. Disgusted with herself, she forced her
concentration back to the task at hand.

With a quick view at the clock above the living room
door, she knew that her parents would still be having
breakfast. It was one in the morning in Canada, making it
eight in Germany.

Hitting the speed dial button, she let it ring.

“Good morning, sweetheart; shouldn’t you be in bed,
sleeping?”

She couldn’t help but smile. She was 39 years old, and
her mom was still concerned like when she was little. It felt
good to know that she was loved by them, even if they
didn’t know her anymore. The last years had changed her
too much, and she had hidden her inner pains from them.
They didn’t need to know of her misery; it would have only
hurt them and wouldn’t have changed a thing.

“Henry died tonight,” she said matter of fact, ignoring
the burn in her chest.



“Oh sweetheart, what happened?” Sara could hear the
change of sound as her mom put the phone on speaker so
her dad could hear as well.

“He came home from work on Friday feeling sick,
vomiting, and pale. I thought he had caught some bug; only
last evening when I was talking to him, he showed me a big
bulge on his belly. I put his symptoms in a medical database
and found a high possibility that it was a hernia, so I forced
him to the go to the ER in Brandon. They came to the same
conclusion and took him into emergency surgery. Only, he
had a heart defect nobody knew about and went into
cardiac arrest. They couldn’t bring him back,” she told her
mom and surprised herself at how calm she sounded.

For a moment, everything was quiet; she could only hear
soft breathing and the clinking sound of a spoon against a
cup coming through the phone.

“You know, as mean as it sounds, you should be glad
about it. You weren’t happy and too honorable to walk
away. You are still young and can start again. Won't be
tomorrow, but soon, you will feel free and then things will
look up for you,” her dad said matter of fact. Sara flinched
hearing that her dad thought she hadn’t walk away because
of the honor he had instilled in her. If only that had been
the reason.

“Your dad is right, Sara. Don’t take it too hard. It hurts,
and it’s a shock to lose him like that, but in the end, it might



be for the best. Can you handle all the things you need to
do now?”

Sara sighed, glad her mom steered the conversation into
a new direction. “I'm not even sure what I have to do; all 1
know is that I need to tell the kids and his boss. Then I need
to find a funeral home. I think they can tell me what needs
to be done.”

“T would think so. You should call the kids soon, and
don’t expect them to be sad about it. They suffered just as
you did. They might be happy that he is gone. You can’t
hold it against them.”

Sara shook her head; her parents had known how bad
Henry was for the children and her, just never how it had
changed her. It wasn’t surprising that they weren’t sad; it
even calmed her to know they weren’t. It made her feel less
of a monster for not feeling grief-stricken.

“You're right; I'll call them right away...” She trailed off
unable to say that she needed to hear them voice the same
feelings she had.

“If you need anything, call and, Sara...” her mom sighed
“...you should come and visit when this is over.”

Sara hadn’t seen her parents in ten years; not since they
had been back in Germany for the funeral of Henry’s mom.
She missed them often, and yet, she didn’t want to visit.
Spending time with them would have only revealed to
them what she had become. It was easier over the phone to



make them believe the years of being degraded, debased,
and humiliated hadn’t changed her fundamentally.

“We’ll see. There are lots of book tours and signings
coming up, as well as some readings. Don’t know yet when
I could make the time to visit. You know I have deadlines
and all,” she told them, feeling the need to end this before
she made a promise she had no intention of keeping. “I
need to tell the kids, talk to you later mom.”

“Sure, sweetheart; call soon.”

Sara hung up and sighed; on one hand, talking to her
parents had been the easiest of all the calls she had to make,
and at the same time, the hardest since she didn’t want
them to know how broken she was on the inside. Every
time they talked, she feared they would notice, and all them
knowing would do, was hurt them.

Staring at the speed dial number for her daughter’s cell,
it took her several deep breaths, before she could press the
button knowing her call would wake Joan and Francis.

Joan picked up after only the second ring, “Yeah?” she
answered her voice heavy with sleep.

“Joan, it's mom. Sorry to wake you, but...” she took a
deep breath and tried to steady her racing pulse
“something happened.”

“Mom, what is it? What happened?” Joan asked wide-
awake now; Sara could hear the fear in her voice. In the
background, she could hear Francis waking, asking sleepily



what was going on. Sara heard Joan tell him that she would
put her on speaker so he could hear.

“Your dad, he had a hernia, and they took him into
surgery. He... had an undiagnosed heart defect and... died.”
Sara told her, hating that there was no painless way of
telling her.

She heard her breathe in sharply. “What?” she asks.
“How... why... oh God mom, that’s terrible.”

Sara could hear the tears in her daughter’s voice and
wished she could wind her arms around her but knew that
Francis was doing that in her stead. A sob escaped Joan,
and in a way, she was glad that Joan was grieving, after all
the pain Henry had put her through. Joan would have
every right to be glad he was gone, yet she grieved when
Sara couldn’t bring herself to do the same.

“We'll come down with the next flight, mom, and stay
until school starts again,” she told her mom, making her
smile softly. As tragic as all of this was, she was glad it
brought her daughter home for a while.

“Let me know when you arrive. I will come and pick you

”

up.

“I will, mom. Does Jason know?”

Flinching, she took a deep breath. “No, I'm calling him
next.” Sara looked at the clock and quickly calculated.
“They are 15 hours ahead, so I might catch him before he
goes somewhere for supper.”



“Good. I'll call you as soon as I know when we will
arrive. And mom, I love you.”

“Love you too, honey,” Sara said and hung up, hating
that she had to tell her son what happened.

Sara’s thumb hovered over the three for a while before
she could get herself to push it and let the phone dial her
son’s cell number.

She hadn’t called him since he landed in Sydney two
weeks ago. Not because of the money roaming would cost;
his contract was still running under her name, and money
wasn’t a problem. However, he had worked hard for this
trip and dreamed of it for so long, she hadn’t wanted to
disturb him, so he wouldn’t miss even one moment. Now
she had to tell him his dad had died. What a tragic end for
his dream vacation.

“Hey mom, what’s wrong?”

He asked the moment he picked up, and she could hear
the worry in his voice. He knew that unless she had a good
reason, she wouldn't have called.

“Jason, its Dad...” Sara took a deep breath knowing that
he would be the one hit hardest by this. “He had a hernia
and needed emergency surgery but... there where
complications.”

“Monmn, is he ok?” Jason asked, and the plea in his voice
gutted her.



“No honey, he died,” she told him. Her voice hardly
more than a whisper.

“No.... oh God,” his voice hitched as he suppressed a
sob, “I'm coming home with the next flight, mom. I'm
sorry. I'll call you when I know when I land.”

His words were controlled, and she could hear the held
back emotions before he hung up not waiting for her reply.
With a sigh, Sara ended the call from her side as well. Jason
had always been contained and self-sufficient; he always
hated it when people, even her, saw his emotions. Just like
her, he had learned to contain them, so nobody could use
them against him, especially not Henry.

So much pain and suffering caused by one person, yet
she was just as guilty for not protecting them more, for
staying when she should have walked away. Sara was
lucky her kids hadn’t turned out to be some nutcases.
Instead, they both had grown into wonderful people with
an intense sense of right and wrong. Joan was on the way
of becoming a detective, and soon, Jason would start
college as well.

She missed them already, and in a way, she was glad that
they both would come home now for a while, even when
the circumstances where less than ideal.

It’s only 2:30 a.m. now, too late to call Henry’s boss, yet
she didn’t want to wait either, knowing that Henry had
been supposed to work this morning. She looked the



number up and dialed. Planning to leave a message. After
a few rings, the voice mail picked up, and she did as
planned, telling him that Henry had died and that she
would call him later in the day.

When she hung up, she knew there was only one more
person to call, and somehow this call felt even worse than
the one to Jason.

Staring at the phone for what felt like hours she finally
pressed the speed dial button and swallowed hard, fighting
for composure. Just holding the phone felt like a feat too
much to accomplish.

“What's up, pretty girl? What did that idiot do now?”

Hearing Benjamin’s voice was like a wrecking ball to the
walls Sara had erected to keep herself from feeling. The
numbness she had embraced and hold on to, slipped away
leaving her bear and without protection. Her knees gave
way under her, and she slid down the wall to the floor. “He
died, Benjamin; he died. That’s what the idiot did.” She told
him with her voice shaking; tears burned in her eyes and
throat. Her chest felt like it was squeezed hard, making
every breath painful. Waves of grief she hadn’t allowed
herself to feel swamped over her.

“Come again...,” he said shocked. She could hear him
gasp as she repeated herself, now sobbing. “He died; that
idiot got a hernia and died in surgery, because he never
took care of himself. Stupid man, never going to a checkup,



never taking care of himself, never...” She cried and
sobbed, unable to say anything else. Holding on to the
phone and the voice coming from so far away, like a lifeline.

“God honey, I am so sorry. Are you handling it? Do you
need help? I can be with you within hours.”

His words felt like a bucket of cold water being dumped
over her, shocking her into sudden calmness. Realization
and fear hit her at the same time, putting a sudden stop to
her emotional outbreak. With Henry dead, the door was
open for someone else to step in, and if Benjamin would try,
he would find nothing but disappointment. For years, Sara
had fantasized about being with him again and shared
those fantasies with him. Often, they had talked of just this,
of what would be if she were free of Henry, only Sara had
never considered that that day might come. It had been a
way for her to voice her womanly needs and desires,
knowing that he would understand her as no other ever
could. The things she had said, had implied, they had been
nothing more than her way of coping with being unwanted
by the man she was married to. A way she had thought
consequent free.

Now, Benjamin would think those fantasies could
become real. She couldn’t allow him to think that, because
her fantasy would never become reality. She was certain of
it, because there was no way she would ever be able to let



a man back into her life, as she dreamed of doing. Sara
couldn’t take the risk of losing herself again.

“I'm fine, Benjamin, just thought you should know.”
Sara begun but couldn’t think of a way to bring up what
she need to say.

“Sara, I wish I could hold you. I can be there in a day or
two, and stay as long as you need me.”

She wished the same; wanted to be held and comforted,
but even as she wished it, she knew that she didn’t know
how to allow it anymore. For years, she couldn’t handle
being held by anyone, even with her kids a simple hug felt
uncomfortable. Whenever someone tried to hold her in
comfort, even if it was just a friend, she would break out in
sweats and fear that they would think her weak and use it
against her. The years of guarding her feelings had left her
unable to accept the comfort of another. If Benjamin came,
he would find nothing but a cold, hard person that shied
away from any comfort offered to her. If that happened, it
would only destroy her some more; the last thing she
wanted was for him to see how much more messed up she
was. So much more then she had ever admitted to him.

“Don’t, Benjamin, just don’t! There is nothing you can
do, and I'm sorry that I ever let you believe there would be.
I know what you think, but I cannot go back. You don’t
know me; god, I hardly know myself sometimes. Please, do
not make me regret our many years of friendship. Stay



home, live your life, and forget all the stupid things I said
in the past.” She said and hung up, feeling the floodgates
open again.

Tears stream down from her eyes and anger rose as she
realized what a mess she had created over the last few
years. As long as she had been married, it was safe to act
like the moment Benjamin showed up, she would run into
his arms. However, she had always known that he would
never come as long as Henry was around. Now with Henry
dead, Benjamin would believe she wanted to rekindle what
they once had. Only she was no longer that young woman
he fell in love with, nor was she the woman he thought he
knew from years of phone calls. Twenty years of fighting to
protect her heart, soul, and sanity had left her
fundamentally changed.

The phone rang showing Benjamin’s number. Staring at
it, anger flared up again; not at him, but at herself. At the
years spent nurturing something that could never be.
Risking a friendship, she valued so much, and now it was
gone, because she couldn’t invite him back into her life. The
thought of all the things she had lost today, were
overwhelming, and the phone wouldn’t stop ringing.

“Stupid phone. Stupid Henry. Stupid me. Stupid life!”
Sara shouted voicing her anger as she threw the phone
against the wall, watching it go silent as it shattered and fell
to the floor. Grief held back for years as well as fresh ones



poured out of her, wrecking her body with sobs and
screams of anger and despair as she hugged her knees
trying to hold herself together.



Chapter two

Benjamin hung up for the fifth time and knew Sara was
ignoring him. Since the day he had let her walk away, he
had regretted it, and then after she had married, he had
hoped to get over her, knowing she was taken care of. He
didn’t have such luck; instead of getting over her, he only
longed for her more, hating that she was with another. He
stared at his reflection in the dark computer screen,
wondering if she would even be still attracted to him. After
all, they hadn’t seen each other’s for years, and he had
grown older. He still had raven black hair, but sometimes,
he would find a gray one mixed in, proof of his 51 years.
He had kept in shape; some days he thought he looked even
better than twenty years ago when Sara had left him and
shortly after married Henry. He could see his brown eyes
darken with the hurt of the memory. He had been waiting
in the wings ever since she had walked away, but only in
the last eighteen years, he had done it concisely, ever since
that one night two years into her marriage. It hadn’t been
just a one night stand; it had been the first time she told him
how miserable she was in her marriage. Hearing how
Henry treated her had gutted him, making him regret to
have been the one introducing them. Ever since, he was
waiting for her to walk away from Henry, so he could get
her back and right the wrong he did to both of them, by



letting her walk. Just he had never envisioned it like this;
never imagined that Henry would die in order to open this
door for him. Benjamin wondered if it was open, if there
was a chance or if it was too late. The way she had reacted
to his offer to come, made it seem unlikely. He looked
around his office, and knew that he needed to take the risk.
Looking around now, he could almost see her in this room
as she had been so many years ago. He smiled
remembering all the times Sara had been in here helping
him, once even pointing out to him that in this office many
of his demons resided only to torment him every day. He
had laughed at her back then, but when he had sold his
company three years ago, he realized that she had been
right. This room had represented a life he hadn’t wanted, a
daily memory of his parents death and his anger towards
them for settling him with a company he hadn’t wanted
and responsibilities he didn’t want to have. Selling his
company and changing this office into a home office and
library had been his last step to defeat his inner daemons,
freeing his soul. It had also been the day he had started
planning what he would do if Sara ever walked away from
Henry.

He had been planning this for the past three years; now
it was just a matter of executing his plan.



Picking up the phone, he called his lawyer and one of his
closest friends at home since it was already late. “Schuster,”
the clipped voice answered after the third ring.

“Thomas, it’s Benjamin; it’s time. Henry died today.”

“Shit, are you kidding me? God, I don’t know if I should
be glad or sad that the stubborn old fool is gone. I assume
you want me to get started on it first thing in the morning?”

“Yes, and don’t worry about the money, just get it done
as fast as possible. I am not letting her slip through my
fingers again.”

“God, you got it bad, but I always knew that. I'll do it,
but give me one good reason for going after her like a creep.
I mean, yea it’s romantic but please, it’s just as creepy and
if you want my help, then I need a good reason.”

Benjamin knew that most of his friends thought he was
crazy for hoping to win her back one day and maybe it was.
“Thomas, I love her and always have. I even knew it back
then but I was too much of a coward to make changes to
my life, so I would be the man she needed. Instead, 1
drowned myself in beer and wine knowing that at some
point she would leave. The thing is, I actually told myself I
was doing it for her. Now she needs me, and now I can be
the man she needs. She made me stronger, even if it was by
leaving me.”

“Well, I'll get started right away; a month or two tops is
what I need. I just hope you know what you are doing,



that’s an awful big risk you are taking there. But for what
it's worth, I wish you the best of luck.”

“She is worth it, and thank you. Keep me updated,
Thomas; I'll talk to you soon.”

He hung up and took a deep breath. Benjamin knew that
Thomas thought he had lost his marbles and that he should
have moved on years ago. Most of his friends thought that
way; none of them knowing what he lost the day he let her
walk away.

None of them knew Sara well enough to know that she
was worth any risk and any fight. He just wished he had
known it twenty-one years ago.

Leaning back in his leather chair, he closed his eyes
calling forth his most precious memories, reminding
himself why he would be fighting for her now.

Sara had come from the bathroom with her hair still wet
from the shower, making it look almost black. Her blue
eyes shone like stars at him, as her lips curled into a
breathtaking smile. “Hey tiger, what are you brooding over
again?”

He couldn’t help but smile as well; somehow, she was
the only woman that made him smile easily. Leaning back
into his office chair, he waved her over and wrapped his
arms around her waist when she stepped between his open
legs.



“Come here, pretty girl,” he said pulling her down so she
straddled him. He could smell her shower gel and inhaled
deeply; it was a scent he would always connect with her
and her smile. Smiling, he turned them so she could see the
pictures on his desk. “What is this, are you thinking of
buying a... ship?” She asked excited.

“No, no need to, this is my ship. I had her in dock last
year for upgrades and repairs. Got a new diesel in and new
paint, some upgrades inside especially in the bedroom.” He
smirked at her and winked making her blush and giggle.
“And I want you to come with me to take her out for the
first time this year. Will you?”

He held his breath, hoping she would say yes; it would
make her the first women he took there. Somehow, Sara
made him break all his rules, like never to share his safe
haven with a woman. With her, his rules became obsolete.

For a moment, she studied his face but then nodded, “I
would love to, but don’t you need a crew to handle a ship
like that?”

Releasing his breath with relief he nodded, “it needs two
people but somehow I have the feeling you will make a
wonderful deckhand.”

“Me? Ben I don’t know. I've never even stood on a ship.
What if I get seasick or am too weak to help? What if I
damage it? It looks awfully expensive.”



He could see the worry in her eyes and sighed. She was
always worried that by doing something wrong, he would
lose some of his money; yet, he couldn’t care less about it,
and at the same time, exactly this was one of the reasons he
liked her so much. She was the first woman who neither
was after his money nor took it for granted. She knew he
could afford it, yet unless they were on a date, insisted on
paying her own bill.

He would love to be alone with her, but knew she would
be skittish and concerned the whole time if he made her
help on the ship. “The ship has two bedrooms, so how
about this, I'll ask Oscar to come with us; he is an
experienced sailor and deckhand.”

With a sigh, she nodded, “I think that would be good; I
have no idea about sailing. All I know is that you need a
sail to do it,” Sara said grinning.

God, he liked her a lot, and as always, his shaft agreed
and wanted her, as did the rest of him. It almost scared him
how much he wanted her, no woman had ever made him
feel like this.

He smiled at the memory; they had taken off only a few
days later and spent a long weekend at the lake, never
leaving the ship. They had cruised from one yacht club to
the next. He had watched her sun, and they swam together,
jumping into the water from the back of the ship. It had be
the best vacation in his life, and he had regretted when it



was over. Yet, he still chuckled when he remembered how
wobbly she was the first day back on land. She hadn't
gotten sea sick, but land sick after they returned.

Getting up from his chair, he knew what he needed to
do; no matter the risk. He had let her walk away, thinking
it was for the best, that letting her go was for her, when it
had been only for him. It had been a long time, but
somehow, he felt that she still loved him; maybe had never
stopped, he couldn’t be sure. The only way to find out was
to take the plunge and go after her. If he would tell her, she
would only tell him not to and would do whatever she
could to prevent it. He knew she was scared that he hadn’t
changed, that he still would start drinking and getting
depressed when life got tough. He could only prove he had
changed by being with her, and he would prove to her that
he was worthy this time.

As every Wednesday, Benjamin stood in front of the
white washed house Sara’s parent’s lived in. The small yard
in front of the house was in full bloom, and the smell of
roses fills his nostrils. Breathing in deeply, he savored the
moment. Finally, he could tell them that he would fulfill his
promise and make it right with Sara. Looking around he
saw down into the valley, where the small town of
Berghausen was nestled. The house was high up on one of
the surrounding hills, giving him a perfect view. Seeing the



village, he tried to imagine the village Sara was living not
far away from. Here our 5000 people were considered a
small community; there the village had only 500 people.
His life was about to change in a major way, and it
invigorated him, made him feel younger than his 51 years.
Somehow, he knew that being with Sara, he would never
feel old again.

With a sigh, Benjamin step up and rang the doorbell,
happy to see Hans and Ester again. They were the parents
he would have liked to have, and in the past ten years, they
had become an important part of his life.

Grinning, he remembered the day he had met Hans at
the super market. It was only a week after Sara had visited
for the funeral of Henry’s mom. They had stayed only three
days and then returned home. Henry had asked him to
come, if not to the funeral itself, then at least to the
reception. He hadn’t known Henry’s mom, but it would
have been a good excuse to see Sara. Yet, after thinking
about it, he had told Henry no, fearing that if he saw him,
he would lose it, and he was sure Henry had no idea that
Sara told him all her sorrows, dreams, and hopes. Still
when the day came, he went after all, hiding in the shadows
just to see her. She had looked exhausted and grief stricken;
he knew she had liked Henry’s mom, but he hadn’t thought
she liked her enough to look like that. He had left before



anyone noticed him, knowing that he acted like some
pervert, but as much as he wanted to see her, he didn’t want
her to get into trouble with Henry. Her life was miserable
enough most of the times.

When Hans and he had met that day, they had talked for
the first time and quickly discovered, they shared not just
love for Sara, but also, the same worries. The next day Hans
had called him and invited him for coffee. Ever since, they
met and shared their concerns and hopes about Sara. Hans
and Ester blamed themselves in a way, thinking that by
instilling a value like honor into Sara, they had made it
impossible for her just to walk away. Yet, he knew he was
in more fault than anyone else; after all, he had helped
Henry by introducing him to Sara, encouraging him even,
thinking that he would be good for her.

The door opened, and he looked into Hans’s smiling
face. “You look good, son. How are you doing? Come on
in; Ester is already waiting with coffee.”

“I'm good, Hans; very good I think,” Benjamin
answered, but instead of shaking his hand, Hans drew him
into a hug.

He hugged him back and liked being patted on the back,
making him miss Hans and Ester already.

His own parents had died when he was young, still in
University, leaving him their business. Instead of finishing
his education, he took over the family business. It had been



their last wish, and he couldn’t bring himself to ignore it.
He hated it, but somehow, made it work, becoming a
successful businessman at the age of twenty-six.

He expanded and made a fortune, yet Benjamin was
never happy with his job. Feeling trapped in the conflict
between duty and his own needs and dreams, he had taken
to alcohol to sooth the demons. He knew he was missing
something, but only after losing Sara, did he realize what.
Shaking his head and pushing his self-pity back, what’s
done was done, now he had to fix it. Not just for his own
happiness but for hers as well.

Grinning the older man looked at him, “Come on in. I
assume you heard about Henry.”

He nodded, “I have; what do you think of it?”

Hans looks at him grinning wide, “I think I'll let Ester
answer that question.”

He led Benjamin into the living room where Ester had
already put filled coffee mugs on the table. Like so often,
she sat at her desk going over some tests she had her class
write that day. When he entered, she got up and hugged
him, pressing a kiss to his cheek and then smiled up at him.
She was short, compared to his six foot two, but even
compared to Sara, who was almost six feet.

“Well how soon are you leaving? You are going after her,
or have you given up?” She asked answering his question.



“I have not and most likely within the next two months;
there is still a lot of paperwork to be taken care off. I don’t
want Sara to have to deal with that; she had to do it way
too often for Henry.”

Ester nodded and softly pushed him into the chair. “We
will miss you, but this is the right thing to do. She should
have been with you all those years; I will never understand
why she married Henry in the first place.”

As much as he loved Ester, she had one huge flaw; she
couldn’t see that Sara had been lost back then, and in need
of someone to take care of her, to give her direction and
security. Benjamin hadn’t felt like he was the right man for
her, with all his problems he had welcomed the day she had
walked away. Then he had watched her throw herself at
men, wanting to get over him, to fill the void their
separation left in her. A void he felt too, but didn’t want to
admit too. Back then, he had known Henry for some years,
knew him as a man devoted to his job, determined and
smart. Most of all, Henry had more than once voiced he
wished to have a woman in his life, one that would need
him. Thinking that Henry would be good for Sara, he had
introduced them and not long after Sara had told him she
had fallen in love with Henry and would soon marry him.
Sure, he had thought it was a little fast, but then, they had
fallen for each other just as quickly. He had watched her
become more confident and independent, and she seemed



to be happy. At the same time, he had hated the fact that
she grew so much without him. They all were still friends,
but by the time she was married two years, they were
seeing each other less and less. Then one evening she had
come to him, dissolving in tears she had told him of the way
Henry had dumped all responsibility on her. Expecting that
between raising their daughter and the housekeeping, she
should work as hard and much as he did, without him ever
lending a hand. On top of that, the way Henry made her
feel gutted him; never had he thought Henry would treat
her that degrading.

That night he had wanted nothing more than to be the
man she needed, wanted to tell her that he wanted her back,
that he loved her and had never stopped. When she left the
next morning with regret in her eyes, he hadn’t said any of
it. Yet, he was determined to become the man she needed'
he would fight his demons and no longer subdue them
with alcohol. Maybe then, he could tell her all he had
wanted to say the night before.

He had stood to that decision ever since, had stopped
drinking, had worked with a therapist and fought his
demons. By the time he had become friends with Sara’s
parents, he had already been a different man from the one
she had left. He shook the memory from his mind and
returned to the comfortable setting; with people, he loved
surrounding him.



“She thought she needed him, and so did I in the
beginning. We were wrong. For that alone, I have to make
this right and make her happy.” Benjamin prayed that he
could, that she would forgive him for all his sins.

Hans nodded, “son, you tried to do the right thing; there
is no fault to blame on you for the way it turned out. Still, I
am glad you are going to her now. Two months, that is
quick, son Are all your accounts settled that fast, or do you
need help?” The older man asked taking as sip of his coffee.

“All will be settled by then, but thanks. However, there
is one thing I would like you to take care of, if possible. As
you know, my last dog died not long ago, and I already
bought a new one. He will be ready to pick up in a week,
and I would like you to take care of him.”

Hans stares at him wide eyed and with a spark in them
that told Benjamin he was all for it. With a glance at Ester,
he knew she wouldn’t refuse either; she had loved his last
dog, and she would love this one even more.

“Of course, we'll take him; after all when you leave, we
could use the life a dog will bring into the house,” Ester said
smiling at her husband and him.

When he left two hours later, he knew there would be
more times to meet over coffee, but he already missed them
anyway. Grinning, he took out his cell and called his



favored breeder. “Hey Johan, I heard you have a new litter;
I need a puppy.”

“Didn’t you say you are done with dogs after the last one
died?”

“It’s not for me this time, it’s a present, but I need one in
aweek.” That would give him plenty of time to show Sara’s
parents how to train the dog and to let them know of any
health problems common to a Briard.

“Fine, come over tomorrow and pick one out. Hope you
know what you are doing, that is one hell of an expensive
present. Don’t even think of asking for a friendship price;
you get the little one for 2500€ as always.”

“I know, see you tomorrow.” Benjamin hung up and
smiled; one more thing off his to-do list. With nobody
around anymore, they would need the company and
reason to go out. Sara’s parents had always been a little
secluded; a dog would help them to make contact with
others. They would be taken care of; he was making sure of
that, even if they didn’t know it.

Now, he only had to take care of a few more things, and
then he would be on his way to her, the only woman he
ever loved. Benjamin could only hope she would give him
the chance to repent for his sins against her.
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http://www.nicolekiefer.com or follow Nicole Kiefer
on Facebook
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https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/528147
http://www.nicolekiefer.com/
https://www.facebook.com/Nicolewritesromance/

More books by Nicole Kiefer

The Immortal King

The saga continues. Lisa and Alastair
returned from Avalon, but while they
only spend ten months on the mystical
island, fifteen years passed by in the

B! world. A world that has changed in that
time, and not for the better. Far too soon
their destiny catches up with them,
forcing them to keep on walking the path they chose.
With the fear of pregnancy and an unexpected boost
of power, Lisa already has a lot to deal with. Finding
and resurrecting Arthur who is far from the legendary
king, knowing they are chased by the monster who
raped and brutalized her, isn't making it easier.

Available at:
Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/dp/BO1MOKUSAK



https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01M0KUSAK

My Life with Dyslexia and other Sh**

/ , Words spelled right, but out of
context don't make a story, they
My Life ig make a dictionary.
with | | Words assembled with sense, smarts
Dy5|eXlG s and Imagination, but spelled wrong,
and OT'ﬂe'"I still make a story.
iy |

. /.
Available at:

Amazon: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/BO1AOI4I 08

Kobo: https://store.kobobooks.com/en-ca/ebook/my-
life-with-dyslexia-and-other-shit

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

e S Thousands of years ago events were set
22 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
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Sara takes her husband Henry to the Hospifal suspecting a hernia, she didn’ expect
to leave several hours later as a widow. While still numb and in shock, she slowly realiz—
es that after twenty years of being treated worse then a dog, she is finally free. No longer

would Henry tell her how stupid and unattractive she was, how she will never excel in anything or how
repulsive she was to him and any other man with brains.

Yet at the same time she believes that s hﬂmmhhﬂtm“ﬂm
12 ‘fo ever free them again. The only times
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