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CHAPTER 1: THE DAY EVERYTHING BROKE
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Sarah Brooks almost canceled the appointment.

She stood in front of the mirror that morning, fingers resting on the edge of the sink, staring at a woman she barely recognized anymore. Her eyes were tired. Her smile, when she tried to summon one, felt borrowed. Still, her husband’s voice echoed gently in her mind.

“Go, Sarah. Just take the break. You’ve been carrying too much.”

So she went.

The hair and beauty parlor smelled of lavender and warm air. Soft music played in the background, and for the first time in weeks, Sarah allowed herself to sit still. No cooking. No folding laundry. No worrying about what needed fixing in the house. Just an hour to breathe.

Her phone buzzed.

She smiled as she glanced down at the message.

Daniel: “We’re almost home. Traffic’s light. Emma’s asleep already.”

Sarah’s heart softened. Her husband always texted like that—small details, quiet reassurances. Their daughter, Emma, had been tired after Sunday school, fighting sleep with stubborn determination.

“Good,” Sarah replied. “I’ll be home soon.”

She never made it home before them.

The call came while the stylist was rinsing shampoo from her hair. At first, Sarah didn’t understand the words. They floated past her like noise—accident, intersection, emergency responders.

Then came the silence.

Then the scream she didn’t remember making.

The world ended on a road she wasn’t on, at a moment she chose herself for once.

The days that followed blurred into one long ache. The funeral. The prayers. The casseroles left at her door. Her parents holding her while she cried until there were no tears left. Nights where she reached for Daniel in bed and remembered, all over again, that he was gone.

Her daughter. Her husband.

Both gone.

Sarah stopped asking why. There were no answers that made sense.

She only knew this: she had survived something she didn’t want to survive.

And now she had to figure out how to live with it.
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CHAPTER 2: THE SILENCE AFTER
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Grief was loud at first.

It arrived in waves so violent that Sarah thought they might kill her too. She cried until her chest burned. She screamed into pillows. She collapsed onto the kitchen floor more times than she could count. Her body ached as if something had been ripped out of her—and it had.

Then one day, the noise stopped.

The silence that followed was worse.

Sarah would wake up in the mornings and lie perfectly still, staring at the ceiling. No little feet running down the hallway. No Daniel humming while making coffee. No reason to move.

Her parents refused to leave her alone for long.

Her mother, Ruth Brooks, stayed in the guest room, rising early to pray softly in the living room. Her father, Samuel, fixed things around the house that didn’t need fixing, just to keep busy. They never pushed Sarah to talk. They never told her to “be strong.” They simply stayed.

One afternoon, Sarah sat on the porch steps, watching the wind move the trees. Her mother came out and wrapped a blanket around her shoulders.

“You don’t have to understand this right now,” Ruth said gently. “You just have to survive it.”

Sarah swallowed hard. “I don’t know how God could let this happen.”

Ruth nodded slowly. “I’ve asked Him the same question myself. Faith doesn’t mean we don’t question. It means we bring our questions to Him instead of running from Him.”

Sarah didn’t answer. But she didn’t walk away either.

Weeks passed. The house grew quieter. Friends returned to their lives. The casseroles stopped coming. The world moved on.

Sarah felt stuck in place.

She stopped going to church at first. Not out of anger—out of exhaustion. Sitting in the pew where her family used to sit felt unbearable. Still, she prayed at night. Sometimes only one sentence.

God, please don’t leave me.

One morning, Sarah stood in front of the mirror again. She barely recognized the woman staring back. Thinner. Older. Tired in a way sleep couldn’t fix.

“I can’t stay like this,” she whispered.

Not because she wanted to be strong.

But because staying broken forever would dishonor the love she had been given.

That afternoon, she sat at the dining table with her laptop and began searching for work. Nothing glamorous. Nothing demanding. Just something to keep her moving. To keep her breathing.

Her parents watched quietly from the kitchen.

“You don’t have to rush,” her father said.

“I’m not rushing,” Sarah replied softly. “I’m choosing to live.”

She didn’t know it yet, but that choice—the smallest, bravest one she’d made since the accident—was about to lead her into a life she never imagined.

And into a family that needed her just as much as she needed them.
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CHAPTER 3: WHEN CONSEQUENCES OF YOUR ACTION KNOCKD
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Michael Smithfield had everything most men wanted—and nothing he truly needed.

The penthouse lights glowed against the city skyline as music pulsed through the room. Laughter echoed off marble floors. Champagne flowed freely. Michael leaned against the balcony railing, glass in hand, watching the party below like a king surveying his kingdom.

Jake was already halfway drunk, dancing with two women at once. Ryan lounged on a leather couch, scrolling through his phone, while James stood near the bar, quieter than the rest, observing the chaos with a thoughtful expression.

“This is living,” Jake shouted over the music, raising his glass toward Michael. “Another quarter crushed. Another deal closed. You deserve it, man.”

Michael smirked. “I always do.”

At thirty-four, Michael Smithfield was the CEO of one of the most powerful oil and gas companies in the country. He had inherited the business empire from his late father and multiplied it with ruthless efficiency. Boardrooms respected him. Investors feared him. Competitors avoided him.

Responsibility, however, was something he preferred to keep at arm’s length.

The party blurred into another. Another night of distraction. Another attempt to outrun the quiet voice he refused to listen to.

His phone buzzed.

Michael frowned when he saw his mother’s name.

“Evelyn Smithfield” never called this late unless it mattered.

He ignored it.

James noticed. “You’re really going to let that ring?”

Michael downed the rest of his drink. “She’ll leave a message.”

“She always does,” James replied. “And you always regret not answering.”

Michael shot him a warning look. “Don’t start.”

James raised his hands. “Just saying.”

Evelyn Smithfield was not a woman easily ignored. She was strong, disciplined, and deeply grounded in her faith. Widowed young, she had raised Michael alone, balancing grief with prayer, firmness with love. She believed in responsibility, humility, and accountability.

Michael believed in freedom.

At least, that’s what he told himself.

The next morning arrived with a pounding headache and sunlight far too bright for comfort. Michael groaned, rolling over, only to find his phone vibrating insistently on the nightstand.

This time, he answered.

“What?” he muttered.

“Michael.” His mother’s voice was calm, which meant trouble. “You need to come home. Now.”

He sat up. “What’s wrong?”

There was a pause. “Someone left a baby at my doorstep.”

Silence.

Michael laughed once. “That’s not funny.”

“I’m not joking,” Evelyn said firmly. “There was a note. And a DNA test attached.”

Michael’s stomach dropped.

An hour later, Michael stood frozen in his mother’s living room, staring at the small carrier placed carefully on the sofa. Inside it was a baby boy, fast asleep, tiny chest rising and falling steadily.

“This isn’t real,” Michael whispered.

“You knew this day could come,” Evelyn replied. “You made choices.”

Michael ran a hand through his hair. “I don’t even know who—”

“The mother’s name is Danielle,” Evelyn interrupted. “She left no address. No phone number. Just the child.”

The baby stirred, letting out a soft sound. Something unfamiliar tightened in Michael’s chest. And that name rung a bell.. "Damnit! One night of a drunk escapade as dumped me into a life altering situation..."  Michael cursed softly.

“I can’t do this,” he said. “I don’t know anything about children.”

“You will learn,” Evelyn said. “Or you will fail him.”

Michael scoffed. “You think this is punishment.”

“No,” she said quietly. “I think it’s mercy.”

He didn’t answer.

Within days, the media was circling, rumors spreading. Michael moved the baby—Ethan—into his mansion under strict confidentiality. Nannies came and went, overwhelmed or uninterested. The crying grated on his nerves. The responsibility suffocated him.

Jake tried to lighten the mood. “Look on the bright side. You’ve got an heir.”

Ryan was less amused. “This isn’t a joke, man.”

James watched silently, concern etched across his face.

Michael lay awake one night, staring at the ceiling as Ethan cried down the hall.

“I didn’t ask for this,” he muttered.

But the truth was harder to face.

He had lived carelessly. And now, consequence had arrived—small, fragile, and entirely dependent on him.
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