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“Time heals almost everything but the victory lies in giving time its due.”



CHAPTER 1
The rain dwindled to a soft mist after a four-day deluge hit the small
village of Waynesport.

Forecasters promised a reprieve by late afternoon yet the sky overhead still
looked ominous as Alana stepped out onto her protected balcony
overlooking the Mohawk River. The river's current was running fast and
furious, carrying with it debris it picked up from along its course. She
watched as huge trunks and massive branches rushed by, along with a floating
rubber trash can and what looked like a plastic lawn chair.

The thunderous roar of the water drowned out all other sound. It proved
rather hypnotic as Alana watched nature’s show with a sense of awe despite
its potential threat to her community. It was something one generally watched
on the News and seeing it play out in front of her was unnerving.

Russet colored leaves from nearby trees whipped about in all directions 
and she could not help but wonder if some of the elderly residents, who lived 
below noticed the rising water as well.  Quite a few of the people living in 
River’s Edge were retired and much older.  At forty- five, she was one of its 
youngest residents and feared they would not fare well should the river 
overflow its bank. 

She gazed down at the parking lot and thought what a blessing it would be 
if her convertible was swept away despite how much she adored it.  The 
payments had become such a burden now that she no longer had money in her 
savings to dip into, or the hope of landing another job.  As the weeks rolled 
by, that possibility seemed more and more hopeless despite how many 
resumes she sent out.  No one called.   Her life, she thought, actually mirrored
the churning turmoil of the river she was looking at. 

“Not looking good,” she despaired.
She slapped her palms atop the balcony’s railing as her eyes began to mist.

She never felt so desperate and lost. She leaned over the railing and peered
down at the hard pavement below shaking her head with disgust.

  Nah … don’t go there, you dope! With your luck, you’d end up a cripple.
A forceful gust howled across the river hitting her straight in the face as if

reprimanding her for that very thought.  Alana gasped as it sucked the breath 
from her lungs and surged about her with a lashing fury. 

A rush of cold flooded through her veins like ice water and she



shuddered.
Her eyes scanned the heavens and narrowed as she huffed loudly and

rubbed her arms with enough vigor to cause some warmth.
She plopped down onto one of her plush patio chairs and swiveled to the 

left.  She glared at the matching set as though it was to blame for her 
troubles.  Her look softened.  She loved her furniture and hated the thought 
of not being able to sit outside on her balcony for much longer.  It was her 
solace … her escape …the one small pleasure she had that no one could take 
from her. 
Well, that is, if she did not get evicted.

She chewed on her lower lip, leaned back and closed her eyes.  She tried 
to fight back the tears that threatened to escape.  The tightness in her throat 
became too painful and she relinquished as she cried out.  

"If one more person tells me things will get better, I swear I'm gonna 
punch them!"  
  What was she going to do?  She tried everything she could think of.  

Called all of her contacts and met with more than a dozen placement 
agencies.

She wiped the tears from her cheeks as she thought of everything that had
gone wrong over the last two years. She depleted her savings and retirement
to stay afloat. The house she worked so hard to purchase on her own after her
divorce foreclosed. The best job she ever had went belly up. Thankfully, the
minor stroke she had suffered last year due to all the stress did not prove
debilitating.

If I didn’t have bad luck, I wouldn’t have any at all!
She was tired of crying and being afraid. She was always a strong woman

and always found a way to work through a difficult situation. But this constant
pummeling of bad luck was becoming unbearable and had chipped away what
was left of her resolve and fighting spirit. She felt like she was constantly
being run over by an eighteen-wheeler, leaving its track marks on her
backside, keeping her nose to the ground and her mouth filled with dirt.

  It’s just not fair.
She could feel the left side of her cheek begin to tingle and numb again, a

sign that her blood pressure was high. She leaned forward, inhaled and
exhaled slowly and tried to focus on something other than her plight. She
looked out at the river as it raged by and was awed by its infinite power as it
coursed onward. Nothing could stand in its way. It was a force to be reckoned



with and she wanted to be like it, needed to mimic its strength and plow
forward, finding a way out of the mire that held her prisoner.

She slid back and rested her head against the cushion and closed her eyes, 
letting the sound of the river roaring by fill her mind.  Despite its threatening 
power, it was soothing and she relented to its sound, allowing her mind to 
wonder.  She had much to be thankful for and it was those blessings she 
reflected upon.  Slowly, a soft smile graced her lips as the thought of her two 
grown children.  They were the best kids ever and one of her greatest 
accomplishments. And then, there was her writing.  It was a passion that 
burned hot but always managed to slip through her fingers.  She loved it the 
moment a Crayola was placed in her hand and her silly little stories made 
sense to no one other than herself.  The sweet innocence of youth, she 
chuckled lightly.  

 Life had always gotten in the way of that dream … but then; she simply 
allowed it to.  She never made time.  She held down a full time job, ran the 
household, was mother, chauffeur and cheerleader, supported and helped her 
husband climb his ladder to success.  Her brow scrunched into deep furrows 
when she realized just how ironic it all turned out.

Finally, she had the time to write. Sadly, though, she ended up losing
nearly everything she had committed her entire adult life to. Alana sighed
deeply. She could not allow those losses to consume her. High blood pressure
was a silent killer and its deadly grip nearly drove her into an early grave.
Dropping dead without warning scared the hell out of her. It was not an
option, she exhaled deeply. She would not give it the power to control her.
Besides, there was a stack of dirty dishes in her sink, her place looked like a
bomb went off and she wasn’t wearing any underwear. The thought of it all
made her chuckle as she shook her head. Only a woman would think like that.

 She survived worse.  She could do it again.  There were hundreds of 
thousands like herself in crisis because of this damnable economic crisis.  
One of her biggest enemies though was the silence.  She hated it.  It was the 
loudest sound in the world and, more so, at night.  It engulfed her like a heavy 
cloak latent with gloom.  She was a woman who reveled in companionship.  
Her lips had not felt the pressure of a passionate kiss in nearly four years.  
She craved the soft, tender touch of a caress in the stillness of the night.

“Enough,” she blurted and rose.
Alana walked back into her apartment. She made a face when she looked

at the unopened certified letter from the IRS still sitting on the coffee table.



For the first time she took a long hard look at her furnishings and wondered
how much longer she had before she truly lost it all. She joked with her
friends about becoming one of the best dressed bag ladies in the Capital
District if she got evicted. The harsh reality was nipping at her heels and she
quaked at the thought.

One positive thing did blossom out of all this gloom, she thought as she 
moved forward and reached down to pick up a copy of her first published 
contemporary romance.  It was the final copy and had just arrived in the mail.  
If it was not for being unemployed, she would not have had the time to write 
it.  She fanned the pages with her thumb and a sense of extreme pride washed 
over her.  Now all she needed was a lot of luck getting it out in front of the 
masses.  Her publisher was awesome, but backing new authors with a huge 
marketing budget was not a perk they offered her. 

  Rays of sunshine began to filter into the living room behind her, filling it 
with a bright blast of light.  It was like the Lord was telling her what she was 
hoping for was on its way, and to lighten the hell up.  She felt its warmth 
against her back and turned in time to see the dark clouds begin to dissipate 
and a beautiful, azure sky replace them.

“I gotta get out of here,” she blurted as she set her novel down.
She felt like a prisoner in her own home and what she really needed, was a

long, hard run. Within a matter of minutes, she changed into something
suitable and was out the door with her iPod strapped to her arm.

She stretched quickly in the hallway, and then headed toward the exit
door leading to the stair well. Mindlessly, she skittered down the stairs and
turned the landing that led to the door exiting the building.

When she reached out to grasp the door knob, the panel flew open and she
collided into the chest of a stranger. The impact sent her flying backwards
and the stranger automatically let go of the suitcase he was carrying.

He tried desperately to reach out and catch hold of her, but lost his
balance when he tripped over his briefcase and fell forward, taking her with
him with a crushing thud to the floor.

Alana lay unmoving as the shock of what just happened sank in and her
gaze focused on a pair of soft grey eyes looking back at her. The musky
scent of male and aftershave wafted to her nose arousing her from her stupor.
The strong sculpted outline of full lips dangerously close to her own made
her question in her mind how aptly they might pleasure a woman.

His strong male presence was overwhelming and the enormity of it left



her breathless and gasping for air. He shifted slightly and reached out to
tenderly run his thumb along her cheek, pausing at the corner of her mouth.

“You okay.  I’m so sorry … I didn’t - “
Her palms pressed hard against his chest.
  “You couldn’t -” she gasped, realizing her mistake in touching him.
Hard muscle twitched beneath her palms and she snatched her hands away

as though scorched. She postulated over his age … thinking he might be fifty
something despite his hard athletic physique. His face was smooth of lines
except for a sprinkling of wrinkles at the corner of his eyes.

His angular jaw was strong and an adorable dimple crinkled to the right of 
his lips.  His hair was like burned charcoal not totally black and not nearly 
grey.  It was then she realized her own shortcomings and Alana squirmed 
beneath him.  The friction it caused was a noted mistake as an excitement she 
had not felt in years coursed between her legs and she felt her face blush with 
embarrassment. 

“Um … you’re kind of squashing my pelvis and not in a good way,” she
stated coarsely as she pushed at him.

The stranger’s cheeks turned crimson as he stuttered his unease.
  “Ah …um … sorry.” He rolled to his right and bolted to his feet 

extending a hand to help her rise.  “Are you sure you’re okay? You’re just a 
little bit of a thing and I whaled you pretty hard.”

She noticed a wedding ring did not grace the appropriate finger and
became irritated when the thought pleased her. Alana squished her nose
with discontent and did not grasp the hand he offered.

“Couldn’t have planned it if … if I’d written the damn scene myself,” she
stated smartly.

“I’m fine.”
He snapped his hand back at his side and his face registered surprise.
She wondered as to his reaction and frowned.
He chuckled lightly.
“Forgive me. But you’re that romance author I was told lived in the

building, right? I’m Dylan Clayburn,” he offered an outstretched hand once
again.

Shit!  Of all the times I don’t wash my hair. 
Alana ignored the hand he again offered and shoved hers through her

unkempt hair avoiding his gaze.
“Yep … that’s me ... budding romance author.  Look … sorry, but I gotta



run.”
She sidestepped him quickly and pulled the door open wide and skittered

across the threshold.
“Wait!” he hollered after her, catching the door before it closed and

shifting his body against the frame. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
Alana did not look back and sprinted into a jog hoping desperately he

would forget their encounter and the terrible impression she left behind.
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