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To all who seek light in the midst of darkness and troubles, hope in the middle of uncertainty, and faith when the path ahead feels unclear. May You find the Light that guides and always sustains, the One true Light shining from above.

And to my loved ones — your support, prayers, and encouragement have carried me farther than words can express. 

Those no longer here on earth – I feel your presence and carry you in my heart, forever until we meet again.

Disclaimer

This novel contains themes and situations that may be emotionally sensitive for some readers, including elements of suspense, trauma, and spiritual reflection. These scenes are presented within a fictional context and are not intended to depict real individuals or events.

Readers are encouraged to use discretion and care, especially if they have experienced similar circumstances in their own lives.

All Scripture quotations are from the King James Version (KJV) of the Holy Bible.

Chapter One~

Max hurried, as fast as her long legs would allow. Her eyes-maintained contact with the building in which her whole career hinged upon.  The architecture was super modern, and spectacular. But her article was going to be a renaissance in the making. Or as stories go, in the human-interest arena, it was going to be a real heart grabber.

The interview was scheduled to begin in ten minutes.  She hadn’t planned on a three-car accident on the highway. She was always so purposed, and precise with plans, but this time, didn’t give any thought to unforeseeable snarls on the road. 

The door was within her grasp, seven minutes to spare, not bad. She might make it after all. She pushed open the heavy glass door and quickly moved toward the elaborate mirrored doors.

She called out to the man inside the elevator, “Hold it please!”

However, her request fell upon deaf ears. The doors swooshed close, in an almost seemingly polite fashion, inches from her nose, until all she could see was her rattled reflection staring back. Now, she’d be late for sure.  But maybe not.  The interview was on the fourth floor.  Perhaps if she took the stairs, she wouldn’t be late.

As she ran up the steps, she secretly wished the man who ignored her request to hold the doors, would sit on a wad of gum and ruin his suit.  She knew the type. The type was conceited, putting their needs ahead of everyone else. The stuck-in- a vortex-of-egotistical-it’s-all-about-me-type-individual. It’s like the world owed them a living.  She knew it, and lived it, firsthand, from her last boyfriend, Jack Riley.  Oh, boy...what an egotistical jerk he turned out to be. Ugh!

She reached the fourth floor with two minutes to spare.  She was hardly out of breath. Exercising and running, surely paid off big time.  It was great to be in shape. Six months prior, she’d have collapsed on the second floor. 

Eating chocolates, while crying into a bag of potato chips that soon turned soggy, over her break- up with Jack Riley, was the usual evening entertainment.  She was dutifully happy, and entirely grateful that her friend Rose pushed her to get back into shape. So many illnesses ran in her family, with diabetes at the top of the list, followed by heart disease. It was never too early, to start a preventative program, to try to keep those things from happening to her.

“Excuse me; I’m here for the interview.  My name is Max Marie, with Eastern Magazine.”

“Hi—Yes, they’re all in the conference room, if you’ll follow me Ms. Marie.” The petite receptionist led Max across the hallway, gesturing for her to enter the huge glass enclosed room. 

“Here you are Ms. Marie. Refreshments, are to your left, please help yourself.”

“Thank you.” 

A sea of faces watched as she entered. However, one face stood out and caught her eye. Max reacted without thinking, the words instantly slipped out before she could stop herself, “You!?”

“Excuse me?” He collectively glanced around the room, and then back at Max. “What about me?”

His blue eyes stared into her huge green eyes. It felt as if he were looking right through to her very soul.  And knew everything about her, almost on an intimate level. She’d never had that sort of reaction, from a mere stranger’s glance, in her entire life. It was highly disconcerting, to say the very least.

Max stopped abruptly. She was here to do an interview for the magazine she worked for. The article could bring an entirely new audience and perspective to Eastern, if she played her cards right. She could hardly begin chastising this person, who might be an integral part of the story. She scrambled her brain for a quick retraction. But unfortunately came up with an inferior response.   “Pardon me, sorry about that. I thought you were—well— someone else.”

She could have sworn he smirked, which only served to infuriate her further.  Somehow, she felt he knew exactly what she meant, that he deliberately ignored her plea to hold the doors. .... But she had to keep up appearances for her story. After all, it was an important one, and one that would matter to the elderly citizens of this country overall.

“So, Ms. Marie, I—” he began, before abruptly being cut off.

“Max.”

He nodded his head matter-of-factly before continuing. “Yes. Okay...Max.  I understand you’re a staff writer for the New York Maga—”

Again, she interrupted. “I’m the chief editor, and head writer for Eastern Magazine, Mister? —”

“Wright—Jason Wright— as in— Wright Management & Company.” He shuffled papers, and then took a sip of coffee, before eyeing her again.  This time, his eyes lingered a little too long, before redirecting his gaze at the papers on the table.

Max didn’t flinch; her poker face was spot on.  He obviously was the big shot of the company, and as the fates would have it... the main person she’d need to interview for the article. Darn! This wasn’t going to be easy, she thought, before answering as nonchalantly as possible. “Okay. Well, please continue, Mr. Wright. 

“Ahem. Yes, that’s what I’ve been trying to do, albeit, without success thus far.”

She was annoyed at his insolence. And that he didn’t return the courtesy she’d afforded him, by using a first-name basis. Perhaps, he didn’t want to be on a familiar term basis with her. Or maybe, he liked to feel superior to all those around him, especially women, that was probably it. Again, she knew the type.

That would certainly explain his behavior earlier in the lobby.  Well, that’s fine.  Max thought, two could play this ridiculous game.  He didn’t know it yet, but she wasn’t the average female that succumbed to his charms, and ruggedly handsome features. 

Max was far from that type of woman, that would fall at his feet, or swoon, because of his crystal blue eyes, and dimples. She was never one to be easily swayed by rugged grandeur, or charm. He didn’t know what he was up against. She kind of almost felt sorry for him.   While she was in the middle of debating with her mind and emotions, he must have asked her a question, because everyone was focused on her, seemingly waiting for an answer.  She was horrified.  How would she get out of this debacle?

“Well Max? Do you feel that is a fair assessment? Are you up to doing the interview my way?”

She decided to pretend she knew what he was referring to; after all, she would find out anything she needed to know further, during the interview. “Yes, Mr. Wright. That’s a fair assessment. And of course, that sounds like a good way of completing this assignment.”

“Good, then this meeting is over. I will see you at the close of the business day. I’ll have my limousine come to pick you up at approximately five this afternoon, directly in front of your residence. I’ve taken the liberty of having my assistant find out your address. Please, make sure you pack adequately, we’ll be meeting and greeting many people over the weekend.”

She was numb. She had no idea what the heck just happened. She didn’t want to appear like a fool, so she decided to fill in the blanks when the moment allowed her to do so. She was seething silently within. She couldn’t believe the audacious move on his part. To have someone look up her address and assume she would agree to go somewhere with him, for the 

weekend, was preposterous.  She was going to let her assistant have it when she got out!  How could Savvy give out personal information without her approval? She was livid.  She had to get under control and not let her emotions show.

She heard his baritone voice, laced with an air of arrogance and superiority say, “Well, Max.  If you’ll excuse us, we have a meeting with the board in five minutes. I trust you can find your way out.”  Then he smiled slowly and deliberately, before saying, “I’m sure you know where the elevator is located...”

Max, although inwardly flinched, didn’t allow his comment to get to her. He was taunting her, and what’s more... appeared to be enjoying it. She took a deep breath, then replied in a cavalier tone, “Yes, I’m fully aware of where it is Mr. Wright.  I’ll venture to say, chivalry isn’t quite dead...that is to say, at least in other elevators around the city.  See you later...” 

Jason Wright chuckled silently within himself. She seemed to be quite determined, in reminding him of his lack of manners.  He was lax in holding the doors, but only because he hadn’t heard her request, until it was too late to do otherwise.  He had been actively involved with conducting a huge business deal on his blue tooth and was sorry that he couldn’t accommodate her request. 

But he wouldn’t tell her that. He didn’t want to spoil her salty engraved impression of his rude, and less than gentlemanly behavior. Eventually, he’d tell her, but right now, he was going to ride it out. He was going to have fun and get major mileage out of this scenario. Yes, he was going to milk her misapprehensions concerning his manners, for as long as he could. 

Max was fuming. She decided to wait until she got to the office before, she spoke with Savvy.  She was too hyped up with his insufferable behavior.  She did not remember when she felt more aggravated by a mere stranger.  In fact, she couldn’t recall ever having been so upset by an individual at any course during her life. And she’s had many encounters with people who have upset her greatly. Somehow, this one was glaringly different.

The ride in the cab to Madison Avenue was painstakingly long. It was a busy time in the city during lunch hour.  Well, it was always crazy. However, lunchtime seemed to be the height of chaos, more than any other time. She thanked the taxi driver, which seemed to be a dying breed.  Wherever you looked lately in the city, there were Uber drivers.  It was the biggest thing, but Max preferred the good old-fashioned Taxi drivers of yesteryear. Something about the traditional yellow cabs brought a sense of nostalgia to her very bones. It endorsed good memories of her childhood, and her granddad who owned his own taxicab. And I worked 12-hour days, driving every day of the week, except Sundays. So, for her, it was personal and a matter of choice.

“Here you go sir, keep the change.” 

She took deep cleansing breaths, as she rode the elevator.  Savvy walked into her office within seconds of her arrival. “Hi Boss Lady. How did it go my friend?”

She looked at her friend, and loyal assistant’s face, and plainly asked, “How did he talk you into giving out my private and closely guarded personal information?”

She dropped quickly into the chair in front of Max’s desk; her face scrunched up. “Huh? What the heck are you talking about? Who is he? And what did he get?”

“Didn’t you give out my home address to Jason Wright to his assistant today?”

“No!  Of course not!  I’m beyond shocked that you’d think I would do that Max. Don’t you know me by now?  In ten years, have I ever done anything so foolish or irresponsible? I know how private you are, especially with intricate details of your life.  I would never breach any info on a professional, or personal basis. You’re not only my boss, but my best friend. Honestly, I’m really stunned you’d even entertain that notion, even for one nano second!”

Max’s face went blank. “It wasn’t you? Then who?”

“I don’t know, maybe number three stole the cookie from the cookie jar.”  She couldn’t help herself; the childhood nursery song flooded her brain as soon as she heard that.

Max smiled despite the unsettled feeling she’d had. “So...how did he get my address?”

“Well, I’ll have a look online. Sometimes, big shots, like you...have profiles online, with all their pertinent information displayed, for the world to see. It happens. And the higher up on the ladder one ascends, the more it occurs. You are quite prominent and a prolific writer.”

“Gosh. I’m sorry Savvy, I should have known better. I’m sorry. I was out of line accusing you, let alone thinking that you’d even be guilty of such an act.” She smiled at her friend, truly contrite.

Savvy waved her hand as she stood up, “No problem. I probably would have thought the same thing in your place.  I’ll try and find out what I can. I’ll get back to you as soon as I get the info.”

“Thank you.  Oh, and the meeting went very well. I think.  I can say this much.  Jason Wright has a last name that belies his very soul.  Oh, that’s if he even has a soul.  He is the most irritating man...I’ve—”

Savvy stopped in her tracks, “Oh, really?  Tell me, just how handsome is this irritating person?”

“What do you mean?  How did you know he’s handsome? —”

She giggled, “I didn’t, until just now when you confirmed it.”

Max grinned and shook her head. “You little sneaky assistant you.” She sighed, and took a deep breath before saying, “I suppose, certain women, under extraordinary circumstances, standing under a moonlit sky, after a few Martinis, might find him somewhat attractive, I guess.  “But that doesn’t detract from his arrogance or his rude boorish sense of superiority. “ 

She grinned from ear-to-ear.  “Boy— that cute huh? I can’t wait to meet this paragon of handsomeness!”

“Handsomeness? That’s not even a word, is it?” She rolled her eyes. “Okay. Don’t you have some work to do?” She smiled as she dismissed her with an exaggerated wave of her hands.

She walked away laughing, “Okay boss...”

The morning flew by...she was grateful for the full schedule, to keep her mind off that awful meeting. It was a debacle of a meeting, if she was honest with herself. Especially, when she didn’t hear what she had foolishly agreed to. It was embarrassing, and so unlike her. She was usually precise, sharp, and never wavered from conversation. He was so irritating.  It was four o’ clock by the time she finished her tasks.
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