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PREFACE 
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“Life is a fragile thread woven from moments of joy, loss, and discovery. The SweetHeart Broken tells the story of Angela, a young woman who discovers that love, courage, and family can heal even the deepest wounds. 

Born into privilege yet orphaned of parental care, Angela’s journey takes her from the comfort of her grandparents’ home in Amsterdam to the raw reality of reconnecting with a father she thought was gone forever. Through heartbreak, anger, and the slow rebuilding of trust, she learns that life is neither perfect nor predictable—but it is worth every step. 

This story is a testament to resilience, to the power of forgiveness, and to the courage it takes to follow your heart, even when the path is uncertain.” 

— Mia Block 
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Dedication 
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To Petter B.W., for inspiring courage, love, and the belief that even the deepest wounds can be healed. 

— Mia Block 
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CHAPTER ONE 

“The Birth That Changed Everything” 
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Angela was born on April 18, 1989, in Quebec, Canada. The hospital smelled of antiseptic and sorrow, a sterile room that would become the first memory of a life marked by absence. Her mother, Anne, did not survive childbirth. The nurses spoke in hushed tones, eyes downcast, and Angela’s father, once a vibrant man full of laughter and warmth, crumbled under the weight of grief. Alcohol became his solace, and drugs numbed the pain he could not face. 

From the moment Angela’s tiny cries filled the room, there was emptiness around her. The man who should have held her, protected her, and whispered promises of love was gone—alive in body but absent in spirit. Her life, fragile and new, was now a silent echo of tragedy. 

By the time Angela turned four, her maternal grandmother had won custody. She brought Angela to Amsterdam, to a house that smelled of polished wood, old books, and faint traces of perfume from decades past. Her grandparents’ world was grand, filled with velvet curtains, crystal chandeliers, and paintings that seemed alive, observing every move. Angela’s small hands grazed the smooth banisters as if trying to touch stability itself. 

Yet luxury could not fill the void left by her mother’s death or answer the unspoken question: what happened to her father? Every night, Angela imagined a man she had never met—a man whose eyes might reflect her own, whose hands could make the emptiness disappear. Dreams of him were vivid and cruel, whispering possibilities she could not yet grasp. 

Life in Amsterdam was beautiful on the surface. Angela quickly adapted to the rhythm of wealth and elegance. Private tutors ensured she excelled academically, while music and art lessons painted her days with creativity. Her grandmother, Anne, showered her with affection and guidance, reminding her constantly of the privileges she inherited. Her grandfather, a stern but wise man, balanced indulgence with discipline, teaching manners, etiquette, and the importance of self-control. 

Yet Angela often felt a quiet ache. Material comfort could not soothe the emptiness inside her chest. At school, classmates admired her dresses, her eloquence, and her talent, but none could see the longing behind her eyes. She wandered along Amsterdam’s canals in solitude, listening to the soft lap of water against the stone, imagining a father who might be somewhere, just beyond reach. 

Angela’s paintings became a sanctuary. Each canvas captured what her life lacked: a father’s embrace, a mother’s smile, laughter echoing through a home that felt both hers and not hers. She painted faces she had never seen, voices she had never heard, and scenes that existed only in her imagination. 

Each brushstroke was an act of hope, a plea for something lost and unreachable. 

Even in her comfort, the ache was constant. She wanted to feel the warmth of family, not the sterile opulence of wealth. Her heart, though young, already knew the bitter taste of longing and loss. 

Angela’s sixteenth birthday approached with both excitement and unease. She had grown into a striking young woman, her brown eyes deep and expressive, her hair cascading like chocolate waves. Despite her outward poise and intelligence, a fragile undercurrent of emptiness ran through her life, tethered to a past she could not reclaim. 

It was Pitter, her cousin a few years older, who noticed the storm in her heart. One rainy afternoon, they walked along the cobblestone streets after school, the sky low and gray, the wind heavy with the scent of wet stone. 

“Angela... there’s something I need to tell you,” Pitter said, voice low, hesitant. 

Angela stopped, sensing gravity in his tone. “What is it?” she asked, a chill creeping into her chest. 

Pitter took a deep breath, avoiding her eyes. “It’s about your father. He’s... alive.” 
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