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Chapter One
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The ancient alarm clock rings at precisely 6:30 A.M. on January 22nd, and Mya Adler stirs for a moment before reaching from beneath the heavy quilt to silence it.    

With modern technology, most people opt to use their cellphone alarms, but Mya loves the vintage double-bell alarm clock given to her by her favorite aunt, Caroline. 

Just a few months shy of turning twenty-three, Mya Adler is a stunning young woman with fair skin and reddish-blond spiraling curls.

She is still somewhat tired and not ready to get out of bed after a disruptive night of sleep that included countless trips to the bathroom.  

The only real downside of being pregnant so far is that her bladder seems to be working overtime.  

However, the hopeful, young mother-to-be is already in her third trimester, and her pregnancy has been fairly easy thus far. 

As she moves closer to her sleeping husband, absorbing the warmth of his toned, muscular body, Mya only wants five more precious minutes to snuggle with him.  

She is over the moon happy with her perfect life, and unaware that her idyllic little world is about to be shattered.  

If only an omen could have alerted Mya of the unthinkable tragedy that would devastate their lives, she would have surely remained safe with her husband beneath the warm covers.

Nevertheless, this morning has dawned like every other normal morning, except this time, fate will deliver a harsh and disturbing jolt to this happy young couple.

Mya’s eyes sparkle with the color of emeralds, and a smile breaks across her lips as she watches her husband sleep, by the dim glow of a nightlight in the adjoining bathroom. 

Mya believes her husband is the sexiest man alive, but she knows there is so much more to this man than just good looks and the perfect, athletic body.

Linc is a very loving and genuinely compassionate man, and it touches Mya’s heart deeply when her husband beams with pride, as he boasts about becoming a daddy.

Beneath the heavy, warm quilt, Lincoln David Adler is positioned on his back, wearing only a pair of boxer briefs.  

A year older than his wife and not much taller than her, Linc is of Greek descent, with a handsome, chiseled face and a curly shock of dark hair.  

As a harsh January wind rattles the windowpanes of their cramped little apartment, Mya snuggles even closer to her slumbering husband.

Despite having grown up in a lavish home in Charleston, the state Capital, Mya is happier in their modest little apartment than she ever thought possible.

Raised in an affluent community, Mya is the eldest daughter of physician parents; her mother, Cybil, is a gynecologist, and her father, Oliver, is an orthopedic surgeon.  

Mya and her younger sister, Melissa, were brought up in a very privileged lifestyle with all the advantages.  

Members of the local country club and educated in expensive private schools, this family vacationed in Hawaii and Europe, and money had never been an issue in their lives. 

Growing up privileged never mattered so much to Mya, and she was eager to move to Linc’s hometown of Woodbridge, a two-hour drive north of Charleston.

The couple had met in college, falling fast for each other.  And it was just six months later when they were already making plans for a future together.  

To the absolute dismay of their parents, Linc and Mya were married after less than a year of dating.   

Oliver and Cybil Olson were stunned.  They had tried to persuade Mya to wait until after law school before considering marriage.  

The young woman had already disappointed her parents by not following them into a career in medicine.

However, they were still very proud of their daughter’s academic accomplishments as she strived for a law degree. 

When Mya’s parents realized there was no way of dissuading their daughter’s decision to marry so young, they offered to finance a starter home for the young couple.

Mya’s mother had all but signed on the dotted line for a charming little house, right there in Charleston, not far from their own sprawling Tudor-style home.  

Mya and Linc expressed their appreciation for the generous offer, but they wanted to make it on their own.

The excited young couple planned to eventually purchase their own land and build their dream home right there in Woodbridge.  

Linc left the University to work full-time so that he and Mya could afford their own place, while taking evening classes at the local college to finish his business degree.

Woodbridge is one of those charming little historic towns in rural Shelby County, where people still smile and wave to one another on the street.  

Surrounded by vast forests of mature oaks and tall pines, Shelby County seems to stretch on forever, with mile after mile of rugged and breathtaking mountainous terrain.

Narrow, two-lane roads crisscross the county, passing countless farmhouses and leading over historic covered bridges to quaint little towns like Woodbridge.  

The actual town square of Woodbridge consists of only a one-block cluster of eight buildings, four on each side of the narrow main street.  

All of the buildings are ancient red brick, more than a century and a half old, with modest storefronts on the ground floor and apartments on the second and third stories. 

A very affordable little flat with a kind and attentive landlord, Linc and Mya’s place is on the second floor, directly above a mercantile/antique shop.    

By the time they were married, Mya had already earned her bachelor’s degree, and she had passed the law school admissions test with flying colors.  

When Mya became pregnant immediately after their wedding, the couple decided that she would stay home for six months after the birth, before starting law school.  

Although the pregnancy had not been planned, they were both thrilled.  The couple was even more ecstatic when they learned that they were expecting twins.  

The apartment has been the perfect starter home for the young couple, but Linc has already begun sketching out some very impressive plans for their new Log home.  

The couple has their eye on a nice piece of property on the outskirts of town.  If all goes well, they will make the purchase and break ground to begin construction by spring.

Their dream house is all they talk about, and if all goes according to plan, Linc estimates the house will be completed before the twins reach their first birthday.  

Unfortunately for this aspiring young family, Linc and Mya Adler will never share their lives in this dream home, nor will they spend one more day on this earth together. 

As her babies begin to stir, Mya gently runs a hand over the cotton gown covering her full stomach.  

Just then, Linc slowly opens his eyes, and it still takes Mya’s breath away when he looks at her with those incredible dark eyes against olive skin.  

Linc smiles that sexy crooked smile where the right side of his mouth goes up just slightly higher than the left side.  

He quickly moves closer to her beneath the colorful hand-sewn quilt, a recent Christmas gift from his Grandma Pauline.  

An ancient furnace in the basement of the old tenement building keeps each unit well-heated during the winter months, but there is still a slight chill in the apartment.

Regardless of the temperature, Linc Adler always sleeps in nothing more than a pair of boxer briefs.  

“Good morning, baby.”  Linc is still smiling, and Mya’s heart melts as he kisses her on the lips.  “How long have you been awake?”

“Just for a little while,”  Mya says, as she maneuvers herself to where her head is against his smooth, solid chest.  

“Just long enough to watch my sleeping beauty for a few minutes.”  She adds with a silly laugh.  

Linc holds his wife close for another moment, and then he moves and positions himself over her.  

“Hello in there, are you boys awake?”  Linc says, as he kisses Mya’s full stomach through her nightgown, and she laughs out loud.   

“What makes you so sure that there are two boys in there?”  Mya beams as she watches the wonderful expression of pride on his face.  

Lincoln Adler wants twin sons so bad, but Mya knows that he will be content no matter what their gender.  

They had decided from the very beginning of the pregnancy not to know the sex of the babies until their births.  

“Well, I suppose that we’ll know in about three weeks, right, guys?”  Linc smiles and then kisses her stomach once more, before moving up to plant another one on her lips.  

“I’m going to grab a shower, babe.”  He rolls out of bed and pads across the hardwood floor to the tiny bathroom that is only big enough for a modest sink, commode, and shower stall.  

“Ok, Love,”  Mya says with a smile as she watches him walk away.

Just before shutting the bathroom door, Linc turns and pulls down the back side of his underpants, flashing a solid, meaty butt cheek, causing Mya to burst into laughter.   

“You tease!”  She calls after him, and Linc is still laughing when he steps into the shower. 

A moment later, he is singing a very out-of-tune version of an older hit by The Proclaimers. 

Mya giggles as her husband belts out “I would walk five hundred miles and I would walk five hundred more...”  He sings for the entire duration of his morning shower.    

The alarm goes off once again, and Mya shuts it down and then moves awkwardly out of the warm, comfortable bed. 

She stands tall at 5’9” and during her entire pregnancy, Mya has maintained a strict and healthy diet, which has kept the pregnancy weight under control.    

Stepping into a pair of blue fuzzy house slippers and pulling on a matching housecoat, Mya then heads out into the tidy little eat-in kitchen to start breakfast.  

The apartment is a basic renovated alcove, very cozy and quaint, with high ceilings, exposed brick walls, and hardwood floors.  

There is a full laundry room in the basement of the building, along with a caged-off storage area for each apartment unit.     

The dwelling had come furnished, and the living room holds a simple, plaid upholstered sofa and a matching chair.

There is also an average-sized television in the living room, with floor-to-ceiling built-in shelves, containing an endless variety of books.   

As part of her morning routine and wanting to catch the day’s weather forecast, Mya hits the remote to the television and continues into the kitchen.  

The local news show comes on, and a pretty meteorologist, dressed warmly, appears on the screen with the wind whipping at her long auburn hair.

Mya busied herself in the kitchen as she listened to the news of a heavy snowfall in the upper northeast. 

Less than twenty minutes after stepping into the shower, Linc is dressed in jeans and a dark blue work shirt.  

After lacing up a pair of tan Caterpillar work boots, Linc enters the small kitchen just as Mya is tossing scrambled eggs and bacon onto a plate.  

Kissing his wife on the cheek, Linc takes his breakfast plate to the small wooden table of their eat-in kitchen.  

As she pours him a glass of orange juice, Mya touches the smoothness of Linc’s freshly shaved cheek, knowing that a full five o’clock shadow will return before noon.  

“You’d better eat up, honey, or you’ll be late,”  Mya says, looking out the tiny window over the kitchen sink at the fierce winter winds.  

As he eats his breakfast, Linc is leafing through an accounting manual for some additional cramming for a big test that is coming up.

However, he puts the accounting book aside to help Mya lower herself into the kitchen chair opposite him.  

“Thanks for assisting the cow,”  Mya says with a glum expression as she takes a sip of her juice and then proceeds to eat her oatmeal.  

“Oh, but you’re such a cute cow.”  Linc smiles as he sits back down and resumes eating his breakfast.  

“Do you still love me, even though I’m as big as a house?”  

She pouts, which puts a big smile on her husband’s face.  “I’m so fat, Linc, that I can barely fit into the seat belt in my car.”

“I love you even more, now that there’s more of you to love.”  He teases and smiles at her.

“Are you ready for your big test, Mr. Accountant?”  Mya questions as she bites into a piece of her toast.    

“I think so,”  Linc speaks in between chewing his breakfast.  

“But I’m going to take this in the truck with me.” He gestures to the accounting manual, “I’ll do some more studying if I have any downtime today.” 

Linc drives a tractor-trailer for a local lumber company during the day, while taking evening courses in finance and accounting at the local college over in Pineview.

Linc had driven a tractor-trailer for his father, Troy, since he was eighteen, but a severe heart attack had forced the older Mr. Adler to retire early and sell his small trucking business.  

Linc had opted for a business career over truck driving, and this decision had pleased his parents dearly.   

“If you decide to go out today, be careful, Babe,”  Linc says as he stands from the table to discard his breakfast dish and utensils in the sink.  

“I have that doctor’s appointment later this morning, and I also want to stop at Target for a few things while I’m out.”  

“Hold off as long as you can, and the main roads should be cleared by mid-morning,”  Linc says as he helps Mya into a standing position.

He kisses his wife on the lips and holds her tight for several moments before grabbing his heavy brown coat from a side closet near the front door.

With a broad smile on her face, Mya hands him his school textbook and a bag lunch, along with his thermos of black coffee.  

“Don’t forget that my Mom and Missy, and maybe even Daddy are driving up from Charleston later today.  

“They’ve already booked their rooms at the motor lodge, so I know we’ll be meeting them for an early dinner this evening.”  

With the motor lodge at one end of town and countless rental cabins throughout Shelby County, the area of Woodbridge is always buzzing with tourists all year round.  

“Oh yes,”  Linc says with a mock scowl.  “I have to deal with the dreaded in-laws this weekend.” 

But, in truth, they both know that Linc adores Mya’s family, and they love and respect him in return.  

As Mya follows Linc to the front door of their apartment, he abruptly turns with a silly look on his chiseled face.  “Don’t forget, baby...” 

“What?”  Mya asks with a laugh, and her expression reveals that she is waiting for something comical.

With a broad smile, Linc starts singing a goodbye tune, resuming the same song he had belted out earlier in the shower.  

“I would walk five hundred miles and I’d walk five hundred more just to be the man that walked a thousand miles...” 

He then winks at Mya, and she is laughing so hard by this time that she nearly pees herself. 

“Do you think I could make it on American Idol?”  Linc asks jokingly, and Mya has to catch her breath through her laughter before she advises him not to quit his day job.  

“Come here,” Linc says as he sets his things down on a table next to the door, and his wife gladly moves closer.  

Linc tenderly clasps her face in his hands and kisses his wife gently on the lips before lowering himself to kiss her full stomach.

Beaming with all the love in her heart, Mya runs her fingers through her husband’s thick, dark hair. 

“Boys, you keep momma safe, and I’ll see you later.”  He then stands up and kisses his wife one more time.

“I love you, doll,”  Linc says as he collects his things from the side table. 

“I love you, too.”  Mya smiles, opening the door for him.

Linc steps out into the drafty hallway and punches the button for the elevator, and it opens almost immediately.  

“I’ll see you when I see you, sweetheart,” Linc says as he steps inside the elevator and turns to face her with that broad crooked smile of his.

With a big smile of her own, Mya blows her husband a kiss just as the elevator door closes.    

For just the splinter of a moment, a sensation of dread washes over Mya Adler, but then it's gone just as quickly as it had come.  

As her babies begin to stir, Mya runs a hand over her full stomach.  She is overjoyed with her life and can hardly wait until her babies come into the world. 

However, there is no way for this young woman to see into the future, and nothing in the world could ever prepare her for what this day will bring.  

Mya Adler will never see her husband alive again, and he will never experience the births or the lives of their twin babies.
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Chapter Two
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While Mya Adler is unknowingly bidding her husband a final farewell in the small town of Woodbridge, another young woman is waking up next to her husband, more than three hundred miles to the west.    

In a very affluent community of Cincinnati, Ohio, Kate Avery opens her eyes to the beginning of yet another volatile and extremely unpredictable day.  

The enormous bedroom suite holds lavish, dark-wood furniture on sleek hardwood floors, with a huge stone fireplace and French doors that open onto a second-story veranda. 

On the massive King bed, at barely twenty-four years of age, Kate is a very stunning young woman.  

An absolute beauty with a model-thin figure and long jet-black hair, Kate has deep blue eyes that carry a very dark sadness.

The sprawling suburban home is a virtual mansion compared to the modest farmhouse where Kate had been raised in Pearl, Ohio, a rural farming community north of Cincinnati. 

The enormous walk-in closets of this impressive house seem bigger than the apartment she had leased a few years earlier while working as a waitress to put herself through school.  

However, that was a lifetime ago, before Victor Avery abruptly swept Kate off her feet, saying all the right things and promising a storybook happily ever after.

Tall and athletic, Victor wears his sandy blond hair close-cropped, with a neatly trimmed goatee on a striking, chiseled face.  

As charming as he is handsome, and more than a decade older than his young wife, Victor Avery is very successful in the banking industry. 

Married to a very attractive and prominent businessman and the mother of a healthy newborn baby girl, Kate Avery appears to have it all.  

No one in the world would ever suspect that she is living a waking nightmare behind the closed doors of this extravagant home.  

It is exactly 6:51 a.m., and in nine minutes the alarm will sound.  Waking up long before the alarm goes off has become routine for this troubled new mother.  

Kate spends this quiet time staring up at the exposed wood beams of the high, cathedral ceiling, willing herself the courage to face yet another morning.  

Every day has become a challenge, and despite all this time with Victor, she still struggles to comprehend that her life has become so dark.

With Victor’s slumbering body facing her in the enormous, four-poster bed, Kate cautiously watches her husband sleep by the soft light from the adjoining bathroom.  

This is somewhat similar to the way that Mya Adler had watched her husband sleep earlier that morning, hundreds of miles away.  

Their only difference, Mya Adler could never comprehend ever losing her husband, while Kate Avery prays endlessly to be free of hers.   

Watching him sleep, Kate pays close attention to Victor’s heavy breathing and the way his massive chest rises and falls in the white nightshirt he wears.  

She also notices the way his lips purse, almost pouty-like, and then pushes out with a low snore as though he is blowing her a kiss.  

At the very start of their marriage, Kate had loved this cuteness about him.  It was such an endearing trait about Victor, and she loved everything about this man, in the beginning.

But in the aftermath of so many violent and unimaginable episodes, Kate wonders what in the world she ever did to deserve this living hell.  

Nevertheless, that is exactly where this desperate young woman lives.  Katelyn Joanna Webb-Avery is alive in hell.

She had come from a warm and loving family, growing into a good-natured young woman with a kind smile and a vibrant sense of humor.  

It is very difficult for this young housewife to wrap her mind around the fact that she harbors dark thoughts about her husband and constantly prays for his death.   

Kate is constantly thinking of ways to get herself and her precious newborn baby as far away from this man as humanly possible.  

However, getting away from Victor Avery seems impossible, and  Kate knows that simply walking out the door is not an option for her.

For those people who think that leaving an abusive relationship is so easy, they have no earthly idea of how impossible it is until they have walked in the shoes of a battered person.

Victor has committed many vile acts of violence against his young wife.  He has also systematically threatened her with what would happen if she ever dared to leave him.  

Kate Avery has become a virtual prisoner in her marriage.  Most recently, this heartless man has even threatened the life of her newborn daughter if Kate ever ran from him.

Kate truly believes that escaping from this violent man is not an option for her.  She can only fantasize that his sudden death will free her from this nightmare.

During the turbulent years of her marriage, Kate’s troubled mind has conjured up countless ways of gaining her freedom from Victor.  

As ashamed as she is to admit this to herself, Kate has even thought of ending her husband’s life with her own two hands.

Victor’s violent abuse and severe cruelty have spawned some very dark and disturbing thoughts.  

Kate would never admit to another living soul the countless nights she lay awake praying for the courage to do whatever it took to gain her freedom again.

Hiding a knife under her pillow and waiting for him to fall asleep, she could cut a main artery and wait for him to bleed out.  

Or perhaps she could find something in the house potent enough to poison him.  Kate had even thought of a housefire that would end her husband’s life, while she and the baby escaped.

But despite the unspeakable abuse, Kate knows that she is not capable of ever going through with any of these terrible ideas.  

Even if she did gain the courage that it would take to end Victor’s life, there was prison to consider, and Kate could not fathom being separated from her new baby. 

In the moments before the alarm goes off, Kate lies flat on her back with her hands clasped together at her abdomen, listening carefully in the quietness of the morning.  

She strains to hear anything out of the ordinary, knowing that it is impossible to hear any noise from the nursery down the hall.  Victor made certain of that from the very beginning.  

All that Kate hears is her husband’s heavy breathing as he lies on his right side facing her, with a long, muscular leg stretched over her lower body.  

They have slept this way every night of their married life, and Kate has been with this man for way too long already.  

Two years, ten months, and twenty days.  My God!  Has it been that long already?  But in some ways, it seems to have been much longer.

Almost from the very beginning of their marriage, Kate knew that she had made a colossal mistake by marrying Victor. 

It had slowly gotten worse until one day she woke up to find herself trapped in a very violent and abusive marriage. 

Even with Victor gone from the house during the day, the mere thought of his return in the evenings terrifies her.  

Every waking moment of her life is a psychological torture, and all she focuses on is making it through one day at a time.  

The alarm clock from Victor’s nightstand suddenly goes off, and Kate’s stomach immediately clenches.  

Even though she always prepares herself for the alarm, the faint sound strikes fear in her every time.  

Victor reluctantly rolls over to turn it off.  He then turns back to face his wife, and instantly, a striking white smile takes over his face.  

Despite the horrendous ugliness of his unthinkable actions, Victor Avery is the absolute definition of handsome.  

“Good morning, sweetheart.”  His voice is somewhat raspy from sleep, but still gentle.   “How wonderful it is to wake up next to you, my love.”  

His words are empty and meaningless to Kate now, and no longer do they prove that he ever really loved or cared for her at all.  

Victor leans over and gently kisses her forehead, and Kate forces that familiar smile so as not to provoke him.  

“Good morning.”  She replies, in a low voice, continuing a forced smile.

Victor then rolls his tall, athletic build out of the enormous bed and heads off to the adjoining bathroom.  

When she hears the shower start, this is Kate’s indication that she is “allowed” to get up and start her morning.  

The young woman immediately bolts out of bed at once and scurries across the expansive master suite.  

Barefoot and wearing a thin cotton nightgown, Kate rushes down the cool hardwood floor of an endless hallway, and an eternity later, she finally reaches the nursery.  

With her adrenaline working overtime and her heart pounding out of her chest, fearing what may lie in wait, Kate immediately enters the baby’s room.  

When she opens the door, Kate is instantly confronted by the high-pitched shrieking cries of her newborn.  

Kate’s heart sinks with despair every morning, wondering how long the baby has been crying.  

She quickly closes the door behind her to keep Victor from getting annoyed, and then gently lifts her infant daughter from the expensive crib.  

“Oh, my sweet little girl.”  Kate croons to the child.  “Momma’s here now, sweet girl.”

So tiny and so new, Baby Lilly is such a precious gift and the only light in Kate’s dark world.  

The child’s tiny face is red as a beet, and her small body quakes with sobs in the tiny sleeper she wears. 

Kate moves the baby to an expensive changing table and immediately cleans the child and gets her into a fresh diaper and a new sleeper.  

“How’s my Lilly-girl now?”  Kate is quick, but gentle, as she finds the small baby bottle of formula on the dresser that she had prepared the night before.  

Holding her daughter in the crook of her arm, she gently proceeds to nourish her.  Baby Lilly’s eager mouth quickly finds the nipple, and she begins to nurse.  

Kate had originally wanted to breastfeed, but Victor wouldn’t hear of it.  He said that it was disgusting and something only animals were supposed to do.  

Over the past three weeks, since having given birth, Kate has gotten precise with her morning routine.  

Her main priority is to change the baby’s diaper and feed her just long enough to satisfy the child, while Victor showers and shaves.  

He is a monster for not allowing her to go to the baby during the night.  Never in all of her life had Kate ever heard of forcing a newborn to cry all night.  

It was unimaginable because anything could happen to the child, and this terrifies Kate to her very core.  

She is always thankful to God, each morning when she opens the nursery door, hearing the cries and knowing that her baby is alive.  

Less than fifteen minutes after entering the nursery, Kate gently returns Lily to her crib and then preoccupies the baby by turning on a colorful Disney mobile.

As the child’s deep blue eyes sparkle with delight and wonder, Kate carefully shuts the nursery door behind her and hurries down the back stairs to the kitchen.

Maybe the most striking area in the entire house is the expansive kitchen.  With stunning cabinetry, extravagant marble countertops, and the highest-end appliances.

Kate had already placed bread in the toaster and laid out the eggs the night before, saving precious seconds where they counted.  And thank goodness for coffee makers with timers.  

She moves quickly around the enormous kitchen, and within minutes, Victor’s meal is ready for him just as he enters the room.  

Small portions of oatmeal with protein powder and fruit, along with Greek yogurt containing a mix of berries, and a small omelet sautéed with vegetables. 

Dressed impeccably in a dark Armani suit, with a white shirt and colorful tie, Victor is the absolute definition of accomplishment.  

With much hard work and dedication, he has made a name for himself in the banking industry and is very successful.  

Despite every horrible thing that this man has done to her since the beginning of their marriage, Kate would have had to admit that her husband is as handsome as he is brutal.  

“It snowed heavily last night, sweetheart.”  Victor makes idle chatter as he pulls the morning newspaper from its protective plastic bag.

He then sits down at the cozy little kitchen nook and leafs through the business section while eating his breakfast.  

Kate sits down quietly across from her husband as she sips at a short glass of orange juice and nibbles at her dry toast.

The young woman’s heart beats rapidly, scared as though she were in the presence of the devil himself.  

Kate concentrates on remaining calm and focused, trying her best not to do or say anything that might provoke an outburst of rage. 

Kate feels as though she is constantly walking on eggshells around this man, and she cannot wait for him to leave the house.  

“I’m going to be late.”  Victor abruptly stands from the table so quickly that Kate nearly wets herself.  He then pulls the sleeve of his shirt back down over the impressive Rolex. 

“Have a good day, sweetheart,”  Victor says as he leans down to kiss his wife’s forehead.  

With a heavy overcoat draped across one arm and brandishing an expensive attaché, Victor disappears through a door that leads out into a spacious three-car garage.  

Kate finally breathed a deep sigh of relief, realizing that she had been holding her breath for the last several seconds that Victor had been in the kitchen.  

While in the company of her husband, Kate always finds herself having to remember to breathe.  

She listens intently as the garage door opens, and moments later, it starts to close again.  This is once again Kate’s indication that she can go to her baby.  

Quickly taking the back steps two at a time, Kate reaches the nursery in just seconds and is very soon holding her new baby delicately close to her bosom.  

Kate wants more than anything in this world to get her baby girl away from Victor, and her desperation is growing with each passing day that they remain trapped with him.

As a firm rule set down by her cruel husband, when they brought their baby home from the hospital, Kate was forbidden to get out of bed during the night to tend to her daughter.  

Victor would not hear of being inconvenienced and has never once held his baby girl.   He had even gone so far as to have the nursery walls soundproofed.  

Kate always fears that the baby may choke in her sleep, or the unthinkable might happen, and Sudden Infant Death Syndrome would take away her precious baby.  

Those long, agonizing hours she has to spend next to her sleeping husband, barely finding any sleep herself, are a maddening agony for Kate.  

Her husband’s leg wrapped around her at night felt warm and protective at the beginning of their marriage, but soon it became a shackle of flesh and bone meant only to keep her trapped. 
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Chapter Three
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Linc Adler has lived in the small but vibrant town of Woodbridge, West Virginia, his whole life.  

A little community that is no longer dependent on the coal mines, but continues to thrive in the lumber industry.  

Linc makes a decent wage driving a tractor-trailer for one of the lumber mills in the area, where timber has become the main lifeblood in this region of the Mountain State.  

Linc’s commute to the industrial area at the edge of town is very short, and his Toyota Tacoma handles the heavy snow easily.  

This young man has never taken for granted the splendor of Shelby County’s rugged terrain, surrounded by amazing mountain vistas. 

Especially now, at the peak of the winter season, this striking landscape sparkles like diamonds beneath a fresh blanket of snow. 

With clean, fresh mountain air, Shelby County is one of those areas of the mountain state with plenty of outdoor enjoyment for everyone.

Northern West Virginia is the perfect place for anyone planning to get back to nature, and people come from all over the country to visit the rural, rugged territory of this state.  

Whether it's Skiing, rock-climbing, whitewater rafting, or camping, no matter what time of year, West Virginia has it all, and Shelby County is an absolute sportsman’s paradise.  

The bustling little town of Woodbridge is right in the center of it, and the beauty of this stunning landscape is picture-postcard worthy.

Lincoln Adler is a true bona fide outdoorsman and has always proudly considered himself an absolute country boy at heart.  

With visitors from all walks of life coming to enjoy the scenic beauty of this region, he is fortunate and appreciative to have this paradise in his backyard.  

During the warmer months, Linc takes full advantage of the adventurous whitewater rapids, whether in a raft or a kayak.  

However, as an avid snowboarder, as well as an excellent skier, the winter months are Linc’s favorite time of the year.  

Linc parks his silver Toyota Tacoma in a familiar spot near the office of Cox Lumber Company, one of many lumber mills in the sprawling industrial park.  

It is 7:00 am on the dot, and Jim Cox is sitting behind a cluttered, unkempt desk with a cup of black coffee in one hand and the stub of a Marlboro in the other.  

“There’s my number one driver.”  A kind and genuine smile of crooked, stained teeth breaks across Jim’s face.

Linc smiles a good morning to his employer and stomps the snow from his work boots before stepping inside the small trailer office.  

There are only a handful of lumber-yard workers on Jim Cox’s payroll, four to be exact, and Linc has always been the first to arrive.  He is also Jim’s favorite employee.  

A broad man in his late fifties, Jim is good friends with Linc’s father, Troy, and he has known Linc all his life.  “How are you doing this morning, young man?”  

“I’m well.  How about yourself, Jim?”   Linc is all smiles as he walks to the small kitchen nook of the cramped trailer and pours himself a half cup of coffee in a small paper cup.  

He then returns to his boss’s desk and sits down on an ancient wooden chair opposite the older man. 

“I can’t complain, and even if I did, who’d listen?”  The older man says with a hefty cough when he bellows out a laugh.

“How’s that pretty little gal of yours?”  Jim is a good-natured man, and it always warms his heart and puts a smile on his face when he sees Linc Adler.      

“She’s fine, Jim.  Thanks for asking.”  Linc takes a careful sip of the hot coffee.  

“She can’t wait to be a momma.”  The young husband and father-to-be beams with all the joy and love in his heart.  

It is more than evident to Jim Cox that this young man is walking on clouds.

“Well, that’s just dandy!”  Jim exclaims, and a moment later, he shifts gears in the conversation as a cautious expression falls over his aged face.  

“Be extra careful out there, son.”  Jim stubs out his cigarette butt into an already-overflowing ashtray.  

“As you can see, it snowed like the dickens last night.  I just heard on the scanner that there was a pretty bad accident over in Pineview.  

“Nobody was seriously injured, but there were a couple of cars involved, and Route 19 will be closed for a time.  

“Why don’t you just hang out a while here until that mess is cleared?”

“What about old Mill Road?”  Linc asks as he takes another careful sip of the nasty-tasting coffee.  

Jim Cox is a good and fair man when it comes to being an employer, but his coffee is always so strong that it could almost walk on its own.  

“Old Mill Road won’t be cleared at this time,”  Jim speaks even more cautiously as his thick eyebrows narrow.  

“As you know, son, those secondary roads are always the last to get treatment from the state-road snowplows.”  Linc slowly nods his head.   

The two men make idle conversation for a few minutes more, and then Jim’s telephone rings.  

The older man quickly picks up the receiver and soon realizes that one of his other employees is calling off sick...again.  

This call instantly infuriates Jim Cox.  This is the second time this year the employee has called out sick, and they are not even out of January yet.  

While Jim tears into his unreliable employee over the phone, Linc dumps the remainder of the coffee in the unkempt sink.  

He then grabs his register logs from the desk and, with a nod to his red-faced and fired-up employer, Linc proceeds back outside into the cold, blowing winds of January.  

“Whatever you decide, be safe out there, young man!”  Jim Cox calls after Linc, with his hand clamped over the mouthpiece of the telephone receiver.  

“I trust you to use your best judgment, son.”  

“Will do, Jim!”  Linc smiles and shuts the trailer door behind him as Jim goes back to berating his other employee, who happens to be his son-in-law.

Linc takes his time during the routine inspection of the ancient, black and chrome Peter-Built tractor-trailer rig and its long flatbed, which is strapped high with dozens of huge logs.  

He then retrieves his coffee thermos and accounting textbook from the Tacoma pickup and says goodbye to Jim Cox, who is already on another phone call by this time.  

Linc then climbs inside the cab of the big rig, and his first scheduled stop will be a Pulp Mill in Morgantown, almost thirty miles north of Woodbridge.  

Just minutes after leaving the lumber mill, Linc is headed over the mountain on Route 19, toward Pineview, the seat of Shelby County, which is less than ten miles from Woodbridge.  

His entrance onto Interstate 79 is just on the other side of Pineview, and another twenty miles north on I-79 will bring Linc into Morgantown.

With the steady stream of county snowplows clearing the treacherous roadways and dropping a mixture of sand and cinders in their wake, most of Route 19 is already cleared.

By the time Linc reaches the outskirts of Pineview, a roadblock has made Route 19 temporarily impassible as the cleanup from the early morning accident is still underway. 

The traffic is being detoured through the narrow streets of a residential area, which is currently the only passage through town. 

Linc pulls the rig into the wide parking area of a used car lot and jogs ahead of the slow-moving line of vehicles to speak with an officer directing traffic.  

“Good morning, sir. I’m driving that rig back there, you think I’ll have any problem making the detour?”  

“You’ll never get that thing through this neighborhood.”  The tall young officer says pointedly.  

“The power lines are way too low in some of those areas.”  

“Yeah, I figured as much,”  Linc replies with disappointment.  

“How long do you think it’ll take to get the road cleared?”  

“Hard to tell.”  The officer seems annoyed.  “It could be another hour.  Who knows?  They’re working kind of slow if you ask me.”

“Ok, thank you.”  Linc jogs back to the tractor-trailer.

If he is forced to wait an entire hour, Linc will be thrown completely off schedule.  He then decides to double back a couple of miles to Old Mill Road. 

This route would bypass Pineview altogether and eventually put Linc onto Interstate 79, keeping him on schedule.    

Linc manages to turn the rig around, and less than ten minutes later, he pulls over onto a wide shoulder of the twisting Route 19.  

He then pulls out a set of tire chains and carefully puts them onto the wide tires of the rig, something that he had done multiple times in the past.  

Linc then proceeds cautiously up Old Mill Road, and just as predicted, this secondary road is still snow-covered, and no other vehicles have yet attempted to travel over it.  

Linc had driven this road countless times over the years, and he never took for granted the amazing panoramic view from the highest peak of Old Mill Road.   

It is breathtaking and one of Shelby County’s scenic wonders.  This is one of the areas of the State that put the wild and wonderful into West Virginia. 

Linc is somewhat uneasy driving the rig over the narrow, untreated road, but he is a very experienced driver for such hazardous road conditions.  
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