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As a devout Christian, blessed with prophetic visions and dreams, I have always held God’s Word as a precious treasure. One night, He impressed upon my heart, through a dream, a clear instruction—to write this book. Humbly and obediently, I accepted.

The message was unmistakable: this book is meant to call humanity to a higher way of living—a life marked by genuine acceptance, unfeigned love, and the release of judgment toward one another.

“Do not speak against one another...” (James 4:11–12)

“Love the Lord your God... and love your neighbour as yourself.” (Matthew 22:36)

“Whoever does not love does not know God, because God is love.” (1 John 4:8)

Through these pages, I pray that hearts will open, minds will be renewed, and lives transformed in the light of His eternal truth.
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CHAPTER 1
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Tamryn squeezed her hands together and drew in a slow, steady breath, her fingers trembling as they pressed into one another, her palms damp despite the cool air circulating through the waiting room. She focused on her breathing—deliberate, controlled—as though each inhale might steady her and each exhale might quiet the storm building relentlessly inside her chest.

The faint hum of the air conditioner filled the space, blending with the occasional shuffle of papers behind the reception desk. Somewhere nearby, a phone rang—sharp, intrusive—before being silenced just as quickly, leaving behind a hollow quiet that seemed to stretch longer than it should. The room smelled faintly of antiseptic mixed with something floral, an attempt to soften the clinical sterility that clung stubbornly to everything. It didn’t work. The scent still carried that unmistakable edge—the kind that reminded you something here was never quite right.

Across from her, a woman flipped through an old magazine, her eyes skimming the pages without really seeing them, turning each one with mechanical repetition. Beside her, a man sat hunched forward, elbows resting on his knees, staring at the tiled floor as though answers might somehow be hidden there if he looked long enough.

Everyone here was waiting. Waiting for answers. Waiting for something that could change everything.

Tamryn swallowed, the movement tight and deliberate, her throat dry despite the moisture in her palms. She wasn’t sure if she was waiting for the same thing as everyone else—or something entirely different.

She avoided looking at her mother. Not because Martha wasn’t afraid—but because she was afraid for entirely different reasons.

Her mother feared the worst: illness, loss, the unknown that no one could control.

Tamryn feared something else entirely. And yet, beneath that fear, there was something she could not ignore, something that refused to be buried no matter how hard she tried.

Hope.

It flickered quietly beneath the surface, fragile and dangerous, something she barely dared to acknowledge. It made her chest tighten in a different way, not from fear, but from the terrifying possibility of something changing—something finally shifting.

Cancer was a dreadful thing, a word heavy with pain, fear, and devastation, a word that stole futures and rewrote lives without warning. But maybe—just maybe—in this one twisted, impossible circumstance...it could be her salvation.

The thought struck sharply, sending guilt through her like a sudden jolt. Her stomach tightened as though rejecting it outright.

How could she think such a thing? How could she attach hope to something so terrible?

And yet, no matter how much she pushed it away, it lingered, stubborn and persistent, a quiet truth she had carried for far too long.

The last thing she wanted was to lose her parents. Or Ash. The thought alone made her chest ache. If the truth—the real reason behind that hope—ever surfaced, it would change everything.

No. She couldn’t risk it. So she did what she had always done. She bit her tongue. She  stayed quiet. She endured. All the while clinging to that quiet, desperate belief that somehow, one day, she might finally become who she truly was.

“Mrs Walker, Doctor Stewart is ready to see you now.”

The receptionist’s cheerful tone felt strangely out of place, almost jarring against the weight of the room.

Martha stood quickly, gripping her handbag tightly before reaching for Tamryn’s hand, her fingers closing around it with firm urgency, as though anchoring herself to something solid before everything slipped away.

Tamryn let herself be pulled up, though her legs felt heavier than they should, as if the simple act of standing required more strength than she had.

As they walked down the corridor, the sounds of the waiting room faded behind them, replaced by the muted echo of their footsteps and the distant murmur of voices behind closed doors. The fluorescent lights overhead hummed faintly, casting a sterile glow along the walls, making everything feel even more unreal.

Martha’s thoughts spiralled. This couldn’t be happening. It wasn’t possible. Because if it was—

The idea of losing her only child pressed heavily against her chest, stealing her breath, tightening something deep inside her that she could not release. If she were a religious woman, she might have prayed. A fleeting thought crossed her mind.

Was it too late to start now?

***
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Doctor Stewart stood as they entered.

“Hello, Mrs Walker, hello Tamryn. Please, take a seat.”

They sat, the chairs cool and firm beneath them, grounding them in a moment neither of them wanted to face.

The doctor’s expression was composed—but there was something beneath it. Something unmistakable. Sympathy.

Tamryn saw it immediately and her heart skipped.

The ticking of the clock on the wall suddenly seemed louder—too loud—each second stretching unnaturally, filling the silence.

“I’m afraid the results came back positive,” the doctor said gently. “Your daughter does have ovarian cancer.”

The words seemed to hang in the air, suspended, as though time itself hesitated to move forward. Positive. Cancer.

They didn’t feel real—more like something spoken underwater, distorted and distant, unable to fully reach her.

Martha gasped, her grip tightening painfully around Tamryn’s hand. “Are you sure, Doctor?”

The doctor nodded. “We caught it early. It hasn’t spread to the pelvis or stomach. We can proceed with an oophorectomy to remove the ovaries—and with it, hopefully, all of the cancer.”

Martha nodded rapidly, trying to hold herself together, her thoughts racing faster than she could control.

“Don’t worry,” the doctor continued. “It’s a relatively simple procedure. Recovery should take about a week.”

“So... she’ll be fine...” Martha whispered, clinging to the words.

Then, quieter, almost as if saying it made it more real, “...but she won’t be able to have children.”

“Sadly, no,” the doctor confirmed gently. “But there are other options—adoption, for example.”

Martha exhaled shakily. She had always imagined grandchildren—small hands, laughter filling the house, a continuation of everything she had built. That dream slipped quietly away, dissolving into something she could no longer hold onto.

“Will she be in pain?” she asked.

“Minimal.”

“And hormone treatment?”

“Yes. We’ll need to reintroduce oestrogen to prevent acute withdrawal, but—”

“I want a hysterectomy.”

The words cut cleanly through the room. Sharp and final.

“I want you to remove my uterus... and my breasts.”

Silence fell instantly, heavy and absolute, as though even the air itself had paused.

Martha blinked. “What did you say, sweetie?”

Tamryn didn’t look away. “I want you to remove all my female organs,” she said steadily. “And turn me into a man.”

The air shifted, cold and unforgiving.

“I want a sex change.”

Martha stared at her, her face draining of colour.

“Is that even possible?” Tamryn asked, her voice steady despite the tremor beneath it.

“Well... yes,” Doctor Stewart replied carefully. “But it’s a complex and lengthy process—”

“No more ‘buts,’ Doctor.” Her voice trembled—but her resolve did not.

“I don’t care how long it takes. Or how much it costs.”

Her breath hitched slightly, the weight of what she had just said settling fully into the room.

The words were out now and there was no pulling them back. For years, they had lived inside her—unspoken, buried beneath expectation and fear. She had rehearsed them in silence, late at night, in front of mirrors, in those quiet moments where truth could exist without consequence. But saying them out loud—here, now—felt like stepping off a cliff.

Terrifying and yet strangely... freeing.

“It’s time to fix me... to make me the way I should have been from the start,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less certain. “...and put an end to my suffering.”

Martha finally found her voice. “What do you mean... the way you should have been?”

Tamryn swallowed—but she didn’t retreat. “Mom... we both know I should have been a boy.”

“That’s absurd!” Martha snapped. “Be quiet. You don’t know what you’re saying!”

She shot the doctor a strained smile, as though trying to undo what had just happened.

But the moment refused to be undone. Something inside Tamryn shifted. For years, she had made herself smaller, quieter, easier. Not anymore.

“This cancer,” she said, her voice steadying, “is nature’s way of correcting its mistake.”

“Tamryn!”

“I’m not just a tomboy. You know that. I don’t fit. I never have.” Her voice faltered slightly. “I feel like an imposter in my own body.”

The words hung between them, raw and exposed.

“I’m sorry, Mom,” she said softly. “I don’t want to hurt you. But this is who I am.”

She drew in a breath. “This cancer... it’s given me hope to live.”

“Stop talking!” Martha slammed her hand against the desk. “You’re not thinking clearly!”

“I’ve never been more clear!” Tamryn shot back. “I’ve been alive—but not living. I’ve been trapped.”

Her chest rose sharply. “Now there’s a way out.”

“Ungrateful child!” Martha snapped. “You’re seventeen! You should—”

“Mrs Walker,” Doctor Stewart interjected gently, “please... let her speak.”

“Don’t tell me how to handle my daughter.”

Tamryn reached for her mother’s hand but Martha pulled away.

The rejection landed harder than she expected, sharp and immediate. Still—she continued.

“Mom... please. You don’t know how hard this has been.” She paused. “And you never will.”

“Then explain it to us,” the doctor said gently.

Tamryn nodded—but before she could speak, Martha stood abruptly.

“If you think we are paying for this transgender nonsense, think again!”

“I don’t need your money,” Tamryn replied calmly. “I have Grandpa’s inheritance.”

Martha froze.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“I will,” Tamryn said. “And I’ll take care of my education myself.”

Martha stared at her. “Who are you?”

Tamryn held her gaze. “This is me,” she said quietly. “I’ve just been hiding.”

***
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They left soon after.

The car ride home was suffocating, the silence pressing in from all sides, thick and unrelenting, as though even the air between them had weight.

“I cannot believe you did that,” Martha said finally. “You embarrassed me.”

“Why are you making this about you?” Tamryn snapped. The words cut through the silence.

“I’m the one trapped,” she continued, her voice shaking—not with fear, but with truth. “I’ve been waiting my whole life to break free.”

Martha let out a bitter laugh. “A butterfly, is that it?”

The words cut deep but Tamryn said nothing. Her throat tightened painfully. She refused to cry.

At home, she fled to her room.

Downstairs, voices carried faintly.

“...it’s her life,” Peter said quietly.

“She’s only seventeen!” Martha cried.

“If the cancer is real... she won’t have a future as a woman anyway.”

Silence followed.

“This might be her only chance at happiness.”

Upstairs, Tamryn stood frozen. She hadn’t meant to listen. But now she couldn’t stop.

Each word pressed against her chest, heavy and inescapable. Her father’s voice—calm, steady. Her mother’s—fractured, breaking. And somewhere between them—her life, being pulled apart and redefined.

She pressed her hand against her mouth, not to silence herself, but to hold everything in.

The guilt. The fear. The certainty. Because despite everything—she knew one thing with absolute clarity.

She could not go back.

Slowly, she turned and walked back into her room, closing the door gently behind her.

She stood there in the quiet and alone, but for the first time—honest.
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CHAPTER 2
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The day of the surgery—and with it, the beginning of her new life—was approaching far faster than Tamryn had anticipated. Time, which had once dragged endlessly while she wrestled in silence with thoughts she could not share, now seemed to move with an urgency that left her struggling to keep up. Days blurred into one another, slipping past before she could properly hold onto them, as though everything had begun accelerating without her consent, pulling her forward whether she felt ready or not.

It left her with little space to sit with her thoughts, to organise them, to make sense of the emotions rising within her. Despite her sessions with Doctor Ramsy, despite the long conversations and careful explanations, she still felt unprepared for the reality now standing directly in front of her. For so long, her mind had been consumed by one singular need—the desperate, all-encompassing desire to transform, to become who she had always known herself to be. That longing had filled every corner of her thoughts, leaving no room for anything beyond it. It had been the answer to everything. But now it was no longer distant.

No longer imagined. It was real. It was happening. And with that reality came something she had never truly allowed herself to consider—a future that stretched beyond the transformation itself. A life she would have to step into and shape, not just physically, but emotionally, socially... completely. She would have to rebuild everything.

The thought settled heavily in her chest, not crushing—but vast. Unknown. Like standing at the edge of a landscape she had never seen before, knowing she had to walk into it without a map. She would need new dreams. New expectations. A new sense of identity that extended beyond the fight she had spent so long preparing for.

The idea was overwhelming and yet, beneath that rising uncertainty, something else stirred quietly. Possibility. It was faint—but it was there.

***
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Lying on her bed, propped up against the headboard, Tamryn stared absently at the opposite wall as the late afternoon light filtered through the curtains, casting soft shifting patterns across her room. Dust motes drifted lazily through the golden glow, suspended in a stillness that felt almost detached from reality. Time seemed slower here, quieter—but her thoughts refused to follow that calm. They had already drifted elsewhere. Back to him. Ash.

The thought of him settled into her chest with a weight that was both comforting and painful, pulling at something deep within her that she could not ignore. She had never truly told him—not about this, not about the truth that had lived inside her for as long as she could remember. He had accepted her as she appeared on the surface—the boyish habits, the refusal to conform, the ease with which she fit into spaces others questioned—but he had never seen the full extent of what she carried inside. And now—standing on the edge of something that would change everything—it felt wrong that he didn’t know.

Their friendship was not something small or easily replaced. It was steady. Familiar. Real. It had become something she leaned on without even realising how much she needed it until now, when the thought of losing it suddenly felt possible.

Would he understand? Or would this be the moment that broke everything between them?

The question tightened painfully in her chest.

Losing him felt far more immediate—far more real—than anything else she was facing.

It was bad enough that her mother refused to speak to her. The silence between them had grown heavier with each passing day, settling into the walls of the house, lingering in every room. Conversations, when they happened at all, were brief, strained, unfinished. Doors closed more often. Eye contact was avoided. Everything felt fractured in a way Tamryn didn’t know how to fix.

She couldn’t help but wonder if something essential had already been lost between them.

And if she lost Ash too—she wasn’t sure how she would carry that.

Her father, at least, had been different. He was supportive but in his own quiet, measured way. He wasn’t someone she instinctively turned to for emotional reassurance. His world was built on logic, structure, reason. But there was something steady about him—something grounding. He didn’t react impulsively. He didn’t let emotion overwhelm him. He listened. He considered. And when he reached a conclusion, he stood by it. Even if he didn’t fully understand her—he accepted her and that mattered more than she had expected. It gave her something solid to stand on. But still—it wasn’t what she needed most.

Right now she needed Ash.

The weight of everything she had kept from him pressed against her chest, heavier now than it had ever been before. It hadn’t arrived all at once—it had built slowly, piece by piece, each unspoken truth adding to the next until it became something she could no longer ignore.

He deserved to know. He deserved to understand why she had pulled away. Why she had become distant. Why she would soon disappear from his daily life.

The thought of home schooling loomed ahead—necessary, unavoidable—but isolating in a way she could already feel settling in. No shared routines. No effortless conversations. No laughter that came naturally. No him.

A quiet emptiness followed that thought.

She told herself it was temporary—that it was part of becoming who she needed to be.

But knowing that didn’t make it easier.  And yet—despite everything—this was still her moment. The moment she had waited for.

For so long, she had lived as though wrapped in something that restricted her, something that kept her from fully stepping into herself. Now, finally, she stood at the edge of something new—something that promised freedom, authenticity, and the chance to live honestly. But even that promise could not quiet the fear of losing Ash.

Then, slowly a thought began to form. Maybe she didn’t have to lose him. Maybe she could tell him.

The idea settled into her mind with surprising calm, not forced, not rushed—just there, as though it had been waiting for her to reach it.

They had been friends for years, through everything. He had never judged her. Never made her feel like she didn’t belong. Never turned away. Why would that change now?

A small, tentative smile formed on her lips as the possibility took hold.

Yes. She would tell him. Today. No more hiding. No more silence.

If their friendship was as real as she believed it to be—then it would survive this. And if it didn’t—

she refused to let herself stay in that thought long enough for it to take hold.

Reaching over, she opened the small drawer beside her bed and took out the tiny box she kept hidden there. It was simple, unremarkable to anyone else—but to her, it held something far more meaningful than its appearance suggested. Inside lay a delicate pair of gold earrings.

She held them gently between her fingers, turning them slightly so they caught the light, watching the soft reflection shift with each small movement.

Ash had given them to her on his sixteenth birthday. She remembered the moment clearly—the awkward way he had handed them to her, the casual shrug he had used to disguise the effort he had clearly put into choosing them. It had meant more to her than she had ever admitted, even to herself.

They were also the only “girly” thing she had kept.

Everything else had been discarded once the date of the operation had been set. Letting those things go had felt freeing, almost like shedding something that had never truly belonged to her. But these—these were different. She couldn’t let them go. 

Maybe she didn’t want to. Maybe she needed them. Not as a reminder of who she had been—but as something that connected her past to her future. Something that proved she was still—underneath everything—the same person.

When she told Ash...maybe this would help him see that.

A flicker of guilt passed through her. Was she expecting too much? Asking him to accept something so big—so suddenly? Maybe she was. But she couldn’t deny how much he meant to her. Or how deeply she relied on his presence. His humour. His ease. The way he always seemed to lift her without even trying.

Ash had always been that constant and she trusted him. She had to.

Closing the box gently, she placed it back in the drawer and drew in a steady breath, feeling something settle inside her—something firm, unshakeable.

The decision was made. Today she would tell him everything. No more hiding. No more silence. Whatever came next she would face it honestly.
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CHAPTER 3
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The smell of tobacco hung thick in the air, clinging stubbornly to the walls and furniture as though it had seeped into the very bones of the house. It was suffocating—heavy, stale—and Ash felt it settle in his chest with every breath he took. The longer he stood there, the tighter his lungs seemed to draw, as though the air itself had grown dense and resistant, unwilling to move freely.

It irritated him more than he cared to admit.

There was something deeply unsettling about it—not just the smell itself, but what it represented. The carelessness. The indifference. How his father could live in it, breathe it in day after day, as though it didn’t matter, as though it didn’t affect anyone else, was beyond him. If the old man wanted to destroy his own lungs, that was his choice. Fine. But at least have the decency to give everyone else the same option.

Ash clenched his jaw, the thought pressing forward before he forced it back down, swallowing it before it could become words.

“You say something, boy?” his father’s voice came from across the room, rough and edged with suspicion.

Ash shook his head quickly, forcing his expression into something neutral. “Nothing,” he muttered, though the tightness in his voice betrayed him more than he realised. He didn’t wait for a response. Grabbing his coat, he moved quickly toward the door, needing to get out before the irritation grew into something sharper—something he couldn’t take back.

The moment he stepped outside, the fresh air hit him like release.

He inhaled deeply, filling his lungs as though trying to clear out everything he had just breathed in, letting the coolness expand through his chest, pushing away the heaviness that had clung to him inside. It wasn’t just the smoke—it was everything. The atmosphere. The tension. The constant friction that seemed to linger in that house no matter how quiet it was.

Not today. He wasn’t going to let it get to him.

He had never allowed anyone to steal his sense of ease before, and he wasn’t about to start now. Life was too short to carry that kind of weight. With a firm shake of his head, he pushed the irritation aside and focused on something that mattered far more.

Tamryn.

The thought softened something in him immediately, loosening the tension in his chest—but the relief didn’t last. It was quickly replaced by a tightening unease that had been growing stronger with each passing day.

What was going on with her? His messages hadn’t gone through in days. At first, he had brushed it off easily—her phone had probably died, or she was busy, or something simple he didn’t need to think twice about. But as the hours turned into days, that easy explanation had begun to feel thin, stretched too far to hold.

Now—the silence felt wrong. Not just unusual. Wrong.

It had only been three days since school had closed for the holidays, but without her, it felt longer—far longer. The absence of her presence in his daily routine had left a space he hadn’t realised existed until it was there, impossible to ignore. Everything felt quieter. Duller. Empty in a way he couldn’t quite explain. It wasn’t like her to disappear without a word.

A flicker of concern tightened in his chest, subtle at first, then growing. Was she sick? The thought lingered uneasily, refusing to settle, turning over again and again without resolution.

Or—his thoughts shifted. What if there was someone else?

The idea crept in slowly, unwelcome but persistent, slipping past the edges of reason and settling somewhere deeper. His stomach dropped slightly at the thought, a reaction that surprised him.

Had she met someone? The question lingered. Had she fallen for someone?

Something in his chest tightened sharply, more than he expected, more than he was ready to admit.

He exhaled through his nose, shaking his head as though he could physically dislodge the thought. “Get a grip,” he muttered under his breath, forcing himself to breathe, to steady the spiral his mind threatened to take him down.

She was probably fine. He was overthinking. Maybe she just wasn’t feeling well. He grimaced faintly at the thought—not out of discomfort, but sympathy. She always struggled during that time of the month, and he hated seeing her like that. More than once, he had wished he could take that pain from her, carry it himself if it meant she wouldn’t have to.

But even then—she would have replied. That was what didn’t make sense.

The unease settled deeper now, no longer something he could brush aside or dismiss with logic.

If she knew how he felt—if she had even the slightest idea how much she meant to him—she wouldn’t have left him like this. Not without a word.

The thought lingered. And then something shifted. He couldn’t keep waiting. It was time.

Time to tell her the truth. 

He exhaled slowly, his thoughts drawing inward, settling into something more focused, more deliberate. If he was going to do this, he had to do it properly. Maybe he should bring her something. Flowers?

He dismissed the idea almost immediately. She hated flowers—said it was like giving something a premature death sentence just for decoration.

A small smile tugged at his lips.

Chocolates? He let out a quiet snort. Not a chance. She had always preferred savoury over sweet, and she had made that very clear more times than he could count.

Jewellery? He hesitated briefly, then shook his head. He had already tried that once. The gold earrings he had given her for her sixteenth birthday had practically required negotiation to get her to wear them.

Tamryn was... different. And that was exactly what he loved about her.

A grin formed despite himself as he thought about her—her stubbornness, her refusal to conform, the way she rejected anything she didn’t believe in without hesitation. She had never tried to be anyone other than herself.

And somehow—that made her more real than anyone else he knew. 

More beautiful, too.

His thoughts softened as he pictured her—her long brown hair catching the light, that hazelnut glow that always seemed to come alive in the sun. It was one of the few things that reminded him, at times, that she wasn’t just “one of the guys.”

But even without it—nothing about her escaped him. He saw her. Truly saw her. And to him, she was the most extraordinary girl in the world. The centre of everything that felt right.

If only she knew that.

“Well,” he murmured, a small, determined smile forming, “it’s time you find out.”

With nothing to offer but honesty, he grabbed his bike and set off toward her house, the route so familiar he barely needed to think about it.

The ride felt longer than usual, his thoughts refusing to settle, looping back again and again to the same questions, the same uncertainty. By the time the red-tiled roof of her house came into view, his heart was beating harder than he would have liked.

I can do this.

He slowed, hopping off his bike and leaning it carefully against the wall. His hands felt slightly unsteady as he walked toward the front door, the confidence he had built on the ride wavering just enough to make him aware of it.

Relax.

He shook out his hands, trying to rid himself of the nervous energy. Then, before he could overthink it, he rang the doorbell.

The seconds stretched longer than they should have.

When the door finally opened, he barely registered anything beyond the rush of nerves.

“Hi, Mrs Walker. Is Tammy home?” he asked quickly. “I really need to talk to her.”

Only then did he notice her expression. Something wasn’t right. Her face looked drawn. Tense. Sad.

“I’m afraid she’s gone away for the holidays,” she said.

The words hit him harder than he expected. Gone?

“What? When will she be back?” he asked, confusion creeping in. “I’ve been trying to call her, but her phone seems to be off.”

Martha hesitated. Just for a fraction too long. “Um... she forgot her phone here,” she said. “It must have died. She’s gone to visit my sister, Celia, in Silverton. She won’t be back for a while.”

Silverton? That didn’t sit right.

“Oh... okay,” Ash said slowly, though something in his chest tightened further. “Can I have your sister’s number? I really need to speak to her.”

Another hesitation, barely noticeable, but there.

“Um... my sister doesn’t have a phone,” Martha replied quickly. “If I hear from Tamryn, I’ll get her to call you.” And before he could respond—the door closed.

Ash stood there for a moment, staring at it, the silence settling around him in a way that felt heavier than before. Something shifted inside him. Confusion gave way to something sharper.

Suspicion. That hadn’t felt right. Not at all.

Mrs Walker had been off—tense, evasive, like she was trying to hold something together that didn’t quite fit. And what she had said didn’t make sense.

Tamryn hated Silverton. She had said it herself—more than once. A place where everyone knew everyone else’s business, where there was nothing to do, nothing worth staying for.

There was no way she would choose to spend her entire holiday there, and especially not without telling him. Something was wrong he could feel it.

With no desire to go home, Ash climbed back onto his bike and rode without direction, his thoughts circling the same question over and over again.

What was going on with her? Because whatever it was—it wasn’t normal. And he wasn’t going to ignore it. Not when it came to her.
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CHAPTER 4
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Aunt Celia’s countryside cottage was as warm and inviting as Tamryn remembered, its rustic charm softened by touches of modern comfort that made the space feel both lived-in and effortlessly welcoming. The moment she stepped inside, something in her chest eased—not all at once, not in some dramatic shift, but gradually, like a tension she hadn’t fully noticed beginning to loosen. It settled over her quietly, like a protective layer, softening the noise she had carried with her and dulling the sharp edges of everything she had left behind.

The air smelled faintly of earth and wood, grounded and real, a scent that felt honest in a way the sterile environments she had recently been surrounded by never could. Soft golden light filtered through the windows, casting a warm glow over plush throws and well-worn furniture, highlighting the small imperfections that made the place feel alive rather than staged. Everything about the cottage felt safe in a way she hadn’t realised she needed quite so desperately.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Sometimes the hardest journey is not becoming
who you are... but learning to forgive.

JILL CARTER:

g&w






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





