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We are sisters, a beautiful mosaic united by the love of God through the blood of Christ.

Each month The Mosaic Collection releases one or more faith-based novels or anthologies exploring our theme, Family by His Design, and sharing stories that feature diverse, God-designed families. Stories range from mystery and women’s fiction to comedic and literary fiction. We hope you’ll join our Mosaic family as we explore together what truly defines a family.

If you’re like us, loneliness and suffering have touched your life in ways you never imagined; but Dear One, while you may feel alone in your suffering—whatever it is—you are never alone!

Learn more about The Mosaic Collection at

www.mosaiccollectionbooks.com

Join our Reader Community, too!

www.facebook.com/groups/TheMosaicCollection
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About This Book

She took the job as a last resort. Falling for her guarded boss was never part of the plan. 

One disastrous mistake derailed Sonia Krogstad’s big-city PR career, leaving her broke, humiliated, and out of options. Retreating to her remote Norwegian hometown was never the dream—but until she can rebuild, it’s the only place to start over. 

Axel Vikhammer didn’t plan on fatherhood, either. The reclusive tech founder bought the struggling Berghaven Arts Center to give back to the community—and to create a safe space for Karla, the teenage daughter he only recently discovered. But with fundraising stalled and bills piling up, he reluctantly hires Sonia to turn things around.

What neither expects is the slow, steady spark growing between them. Sonia’s heart is waking up to possibilities she never imagined—but so is her ambition. 

She knows this small town isn’t part of her long-term plan, and Axel, burned by betrayal once before, isn’t sure he can risk his heart on a woman who’s already dreaming of leaving. When love and calling collide, Sonia must decide whether to chase the life she planned… or embrace the one God is quietly unfolding.

Into the Flood is Book 1 in the Seasons of Faith Christian romance series: five longtime friends, one small Norwegian town, and a reminder that God’s timing is always perfect—even when love comes later in life.


Dedication

To my amazing husband, who is my number one cheerleader, and Paula and Emily who held my hand. This one was hard. Thank you for walking with me.


Chapter One

SONIA KROGSTAD WANTED ANSWERS. And, one way or another, she was going to squeeze them out of her elusive business partner today. Since Lauritz Thorsen wasn’t taking her calls, she had manufactured an errand that took her to Trondheim Harbor, giving her an excuse to be in the neighborhood of his glass-fronted office building.

What could be more natural than an impromptu visit to her closest business associate? Especially since she’d been waiting days for him to green-light a contract with their biggest investor to date. The venture capitalist was ready to put millions of dollars into Moving Up, Lauritz’s groundbreaking real estate app. But if Lauritz didn’t show up and close the deal, the investor would take his cash to the next shiny startup, wasting all Sonia’s hard work in nurturing the lead.

She strode through the revolving glass doors, her heels clicking a fast staccato on the shiny marble floor of the lobby. The male receptionist at the front counter welcomed her with a grin, waving her toward the bank of elevators. She was a familiar enough face that the front desk staff no longer asked her to sign in for a visitor’s pass.

Riding up to Lauritz’s penthouse office, Sonia straightened her new Armani suit in the mirrored walls of the elevator. Maybe it stretched her budget to the limit, but the fitted tie-fastened jacket flattered her hourglass curves and went perfectly with her maroon Valentino pumps. Besides, everyone knew that cheap clothes were bad for the environment and supported sweatshops that exploited widows and children in developing countries.

Smiling at her reflection, Sonia smoothed her dark, curly bob. There was only one hairdresser in all of Trondheim she could trust with her Afro-European hair, and he didn’t come cheap.

She looked far better at forty-five than she had at twenty. After years of working hard and paying her dues, she’d come a long way from her humble small-town roots. Her days of rummaging through Salvation Army racks and bargain store discount bins were over. As a sought-after independent public relations specialist, elegant clothes and weekly salon appointments were part of her professional role.

Her well-groomed appearance was a key reason Lauritz had been eager to do business with her in the first place, along with a little flirtation on the side to make things interesting. It was a bit of fun, and who knew where it might lead?

But neither the business nor the flirtation would go anywhere unless she found out what was happening with Lauritz.

The elevator doors slid open and Sonia stepped out, slamming into a woman who was bustling past. Sheets of paper flew into the air and scattered all over the floor.

“I’m so sorry, Maria,” Sonia said. The young intern, whom Sonia had seen around Lauritz’s office before, gave her a strained smile, stooping to pick up the mess. Sonia allowed herself a mental fist pump. She’d once been an invisible peon at the bottom of the corporate ladder, so it gave her a kick to call even the humblest support worker by name.

Sonia’s pencil skirt wasn’t designed for crouching, but she did her best, angling her body downward to help Maria pick up the wayward documents.

Gathering the last of the papers, Maria smiled again. “Thank you. I’m sorry about that.”

“It wasn’t your fault. I should have been looking where I was going. See you soon.”

Maria scurried down the hallway and Sonia stepped through the office door and into pure bedlam.

Normally humming with contained, efficient energy, today Lauritz’s business HQ resembled an ants’ nest after a collision with a bulldozer. Workers scrambled back and forth. The ringing of telephones filled the air, but no one appeared to be answering the calls.

One man, sweat ringing the armpits of his blue shirt, stood next to a heavy-duty paper shredder, feeding it from a pile of documents that teetered at the edge of his desk. The papers slid to the floor and he barked out a string of profanities.

What was going on? Sonia headed to the desk where the receptionist, Rita, stood.

The petite woman’s face was flushed, her normally pristine blond hair slipping out of its bun. The phone on her desk was ringing, but instead of answering it, Rita stuffed a handful of papers into the churning metal blades of a shredder. Her pale eyes widened as she looked up at Sonia. “How did you get up here?”

Sonia stared back at her. How was she supposed to answer such a weird question? She gestured over her shoulder. “With the elevator.”

“Past the lobby reception? They were under instructions not to send any visitors up today.”

“I’m not really a visitor, though. I work with Lauritz.”

Rita fidgeted with her stack of papers, her hands skittering over them like a pair of flighty squirrels. “Nobody other than on-site staff was supposed to come up here today. We’re really busy, as you can see.”

Sonia glanced at the chaos surrounding them. “I can see that. But since I’m here now, could I have a quick word with Lauritz? I won’t be more than five minutes.”

“Mr. Thorsen isn’t in.” Rita picked up another handful of papers and slid the edges into the shredder.

Sonia looked past the receptionist to Lauritz’s closed office door. “He’s not in, or just unavailable?”

“He’s not in,” Rita repeated, her gaze sliding away from Sonia’s face. “Why don’t you call and make an appointment?”

“Can’t you set up the appointment now?”

“That’s not possible. Company policy states that we can only make appointments over the phone. It really would be better if you called.”

Sonia pointed at the shrilling phone lying between them on the desk. “You mean like these people who are trying to call right now?”

Rita glared at her, face flushed.

Sonia took a slow, calming breath. Time to try honey instead of vinegar. Smiling, she injected as much sweetness into her tone as she could muster. “I can see you’re really busy, and I don’t want to add to your workload. But since I’m here now, how about you schedule me in and save me the trouble of calling for an appointment?”

“That’s not possible. I already told you I can only make appointments over the phone.”

“Since when has that been a policy?” So much for being syrupy sweet.

“Since we realized that drop-in visitors disrupt everyone’s workflow,” Rita snapped. “Now, if you don’t mind, I have a lot to do. Have a nice day.”

Sonia bit back a sharp retort. Squabbling with the receptionist would get her nowhere. Glancing at Lauritz’s closed door, she sighed and half-turned to leave.

A harried-looking man balancing a stack of ledgers knocked on the door, then stepped inside. He closed the door behind him, but not before Sonia glimpsed a pale faced, unshaven Lauritz sitting hunched at his gleaming glass and steel desk.

Sonia whirled back to Rita. “I thought you said Lauritz wasn’t in.”

Color flooded Rita’s face. “I—I’m under strict instructions not to let anyone in. It’ll cost me my job if you go in there.”

So Lauritz was avoiding her. The sneaky, cowardly, lying weasel. Something strange and stinky was going on. Sonia could walk away and avoid an awkward confrontation, but she had an important investor waiting for answers. No way was she leaving until Lauritz spoke to her.

“I’ll tell him you tried to stop me,” she said, stepping around Rita’s desk.

Rita dropped her papers and held her hands up, her blue eyes wide. “Please don’t go in there.”

“I need to see him.” Sonia walked toward Lauritz’s door.

“I’ll call security.”

Sonia looked over her shoulder.

Rita, jaw set, clutched a phone receiver in a death-like grip.

Sonia held her gaze and was dimly aware of a hush around them, as though everyone else in the room held their breath.

Rita broke eye contact first, turning to the phone keypad. She punched in three digits. “Hello, security? I need someone up at Thorsen Solutions to remove an unwelcome guest.”

“Fine. I’m going.” Sonia gritted her teeth. Getting thrown out of the building would consummate her humiliation. She gathered the threadbare remains of her dignity, held her head high, and stalked toward the door, staring down the blue-shirted man next to the big paper shredder.

He ducked his head as she swept past.

She faced the elevator doors, her ears burning. Lauritz had better have a sterling explanation, delivered along with a groveling apology. Besides all the investors she had brought to him over the past months, she had liquidated her pension fund and sunk it all buying into Lauritz’s startup. Her nest egg probably paid the salary of that receptionist who’d just called security on her.

Somebody jostled her elbow and Sonia looked up. Maria, the intern, hovered in front of her, arms loaded with document folders. “Sorry, I’m so clumsy today. Goodbye.”

Maria turned to leave, but as she brushed past, she pressed a folded scrap of paper into Sonia’s hand.

The elevator doors slid open, and Sonia stepped inside. As the doors closed, she unfolded the paper Maria had given her. It was a note.

There’s something you need to know. Meet me at the Java Bean Café down the street in ten minutes. 

Her heart thumping, Sonia crumpled the note and stuffed it into her handbag.



SONIA SAT IN THE Java Bean Café, staring at her phone while her cup of black coffee cooled. As she waited for Maria, she clicked through Lauritz’s business website and scoured his social media accounts. No mention of anything out of the ordinary. But the vibe at Thorsen Solutions was way off. They were hiding something big. Something way bigger than just Lauritz holed up in his office. 

She checked the time. Ten minutes had passed, but Maria still wasn’t here. She’d give her ten more minutes, and then put in a call to her lawyer.

As the clock crawled past the five-minute mark, Maria rushed through the doors and approached Sonia’s table near the window. She walked past, murmuring, “Please move to the back of the café. We’re too conspicuous near the window.”

Feeling like Norway’s answer to 007, Sonia gathered up her coffee and purse and followed Maria to a secluded booth at the back of the crowded café.

Maria scanned the room and leaned forward. “I only have five minutes, so I’ll make it brief. You’ve always been kind to me, which is why I’m going to tell you this.” 

She looked over her shoulder and lowered her voice. “You need to distance yourself as far as you can from Lauritz. Something big is going down. The police are involved, and I think Interpol is, too. This morning, Lauritz gave orders to shred a bunch of documents, and everyone’s hard drives were to be wiped. I think it’s only a matter of time before they arrest him. You’re a decent person and judging from the way they’re stopping you from seeing him, I’m sure you’re not a part of whatever shady deals have been going on. If I were you, I’d get out as fast as you can.”

Each of Maria’s words hit Sonia with the force of a sledgehammer. “Are you sure?”

“Trust me. The Titanic has hit the iceberg, and it’s sinking. I know you’ve invested a chunk of money with Lauritz. Get it out if you can. I’ll be leaving as soon as I’m done with my shift today. I’m sorry I couldn’t do more for you.” Maria glanced at her watch and stood. “I’d better go. I don’t want anyone to know I’ve been speaking with you.”

Sonia watched her leave. Around her table, the café bustled along as usual, as though Sonia’s world hadn’t just spun off its axis.

 


Chapter Two

AXEL VIKHAMMER NURSED HIS third cup of hospital vending machine coffee, dredging his mind for any scrap of wisdom on how to parent his only child.

He came up empty.

Teenage daughters should come with a user manual. Then he could look up the chapter titled, “What to do when child’s best friend self-harms” and he’d know how to be the kind of father Karla needed.

He could get a clue about whether allowing a thirteen-year-old to visit her emotionally fragile friend in the hospital was the right thing to do. And maybe pick up some befitting words of comfort. He’d pay hard cash for a primer on how to talk to Karla about anything and get more than a monosyllabic response.

He stood and paced the windowless waiting area deep in the bowels of Havdal Hospital, staring down the hall toward the patient rooms. The already drab colors of the walls looked even more washed out under the fluorescent lighting. Did all hospitals shop at the same paint supplier for this lifeless shade of beige? 

Karla should be back any minute now after visiting her friend. What could she and Erin have been talking about over the past hour?

Teenage females were a species alien to Axel’s world. Which made it ironic that God had dropped one into his life. His daughter. They shared genetic material, but Karla was a stranger to him. He hadn’t known she existed until less than a year ago, shortly before she came to live with him. And now it was up to him to raise her into a well-adjusted human being.

The responsibility weighed on him, dominating his worries and prayers. Her wellbeing mattered more than anything else, but he could never tell whether or not he was doing the right thing.

He was already floundering over the most basic issues, like how much of a weekly allowance she should get, and now he had to help Karla cope with a self-harming friend whose cry for help had landed her in the hospital.

Computers were so much easier to deal with than people. He could break down the most complex coding problem into logical sequences and loops. But interacting with his daughter felt like they were mumbling different languages at each other through a thick wall of Plexiglas.

And it wasn’t just because she’d grown up in Southern Norway and spoke a different dialect than what was common here in the north. He rather liked her accent with its soft r’s and regional colloquialisms. When she spoke to him at all.

A door opened halfway down the hall and Karla stepped out. She trudged toward the reception, a slight figure in black leggings and an over-sized sweatshirt. It still shocked him how much she resembled him, with her wavy almost-black hair and dark blue eyes. He hadn’t needed to take a paternity test, despite his lawyer’s advice. He knew in his core that Karla was his child. 

She headed to the water dispenser in the corner of the room. Keeping her back to Axel, she downed a drink of water and tossed the empty cup into the recycling bin.

Axel binned his coffee cup. “Are you ready to go home?”

“Yeah.”

They walked in silence through a maze of hallways, following the yellow line that marked the way out of the hospital. They made it to the parking lot and into Axel’s silver Ford Kuga without exchanging another word, while Axel sifted through and discarded a dozen potential conversation starters.

Buckling his seatbelt, he finally settled on asking, “Is Erin okay?”

“She’s alive.” Karla clasped her hands between her knees.

Silence settled again as he navigated onto the highway. Karla stared out of the passenger window as the coastal scenery slipped past. All the winter snow was gone now, and the region was in the full grip of Norway’s short but dramatic spring. It would take forty-five minutes to drive around the fjord to get back home to Berghaven. The town was too small to have a traffic light, never mind a hospital.

Thank God he ran his software development business from home and could drop everything to bring Karla to Havdal.

Axel’s hand moved toward the radio dial. Music or a talk radio station would break the wall of quiet. But that might imply to Karla that he didn’t want to talk. And nothing could be further from the truth. 

He withdrew his hand, placing it back on the steering wheel, and throwing a quick glance at his daughter. He wanted to connect with her, to have a meaningful conversation. Most of all, he longed to know what lay behind those unreadable blue eyes that looked so much like his. “Are you hungry?”

She shrugged, folding her arms tighter across her chest.

“I thought we could have Chinese tonight,” he said.

“Chinese sounds good.”

His stock of conversational topics worn out, Axel focused on the road.

What was going through Karla’s head? Her best friend had just tried to commit suicide. With all the hours the girls spent together, had the topic ever come up? An icy shard pierced his chest. Had Karla ever thought of doing something like that? He did his best for her. He prayed daily for her, took her to church, kept a regular routine at home. But was that enough?
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