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Content Warning & Disclaimer

Trigger Warning: This book contains themes of domestic violence, emotional and psychological abuse, and survival in an abusive relationship. While the story does not include gratuitous descriptions of violence, it does explore the mental, emotional, and physical toll of long-term abuse in a realistic and sensitive manner.

If you are sensitive to these topics, please read with caution. If you or someone you know is experiencing abuse, resources are available to help.
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Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. While the events and characters in this book are inspired by real-life experiences that many survivors endure, this story is not based on any specific individual or case. The intent of this novel is to shed light on the reality of domestic abuse, honor the strength of survivors, and highlight the importance of finding support and freedom.

If you need help, please consider reaching out to domestic violence hotlines, counseling services, or support groups in your area. You are not alone.

We say, I’m fine when the weight of the world presses into our ribs.

We laugh at messages we wish had been calls, hold back words that feel too heavy.

We scroll past lives we’ll never touch, comparing, wanting, losing ourselves in flickering light.

Loneliness hides in group chats, in crowded rooms, in the silence between goodnights.

We wish to be known but fear being seen too much, too little, never quite right.

So we swallow our words, bury our aches, and call it strength.

But maybe, just maybe, saying I’m not fine is where healing begins.

Katlyn Rose

ONE CANNOT CONTROL LIFE, OR LIVES. ALL OF A SUDDEN, THE LIVES YOU THINK YOU HAVE CONTROL OVER, WILL SHOW YOU DIFFERENTLY. 

The main reason the abused are afraid to step out against their abuser. Terror. Plain and simple.

The abuser instills a sense of fear in many ways. From the worst beatings to something as simple as “convincing” you that you can’t go through life alone.

Questions are often asked: How did I not see it? It was there but I thought I could make a difference. Why didn’t I just walk away when I saw it? They told me they used to be that way but are a changed person.

They can’t change. They can’t be reformed. They might be good for a while, but they need that sense of power. It will pull them back in, and they will revert to their old habits.

It is a serious mental flaw, and they prey on people they consider weak and convincible, who will be easy to break.

The abuse may start with something as simple as getting you to stop doing something you enjoy because they think it isn’t a worthwhile project or endeavor and takes focus away from them, or because they don’t understand it. It’s easy for them as they keep repeatedly “suggesting” changes until you’re in their control.

Once you have had those things you love to do taken away, you are free to then focus your attention on them and basically become their servant. They use terms like: “Well, if you really loved me... I know I asked you to do... but I guess you can’t remember. We did discuss that and here’s what you said.” All designed to make you question yourself.

The list goes on and on for ways the abuser coerces their victims. One way or another, you will be changed, subdued, and controlled by the one who is supposed to love you.

The abuse is not limited to spousal. Sibling bullying, school bullying, employer, so called friends, and other family members. Anyone who constantly “plays” on you to get you to do what they want. It becomes so continuous until you literally become their servant. Never saying “no” because it’s just easier to comply than to live in a constant state of fighting.

Most of the time we think we have things handled, until we “wake up” one day and see all of the life we missed by giving over ourselves to this type of person. We’ve lived in a hole of complacency and fear because we allowed them to break our spirit.

Now is the time to climb out of that hole, take a stand and fight for yourself. Step into the daylight. This is when the real battle begins. By reading these stories of faith and victory, I hope you are ready to make a stand for yourself and take back what is rightfully yours. YOU!

Katlyn Rose
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CHAPTER 1
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Redemption is a small town hidden deep in the mountains. It stands as a place of second chances and hope. Though few people live there, those who do speak of its magic. They talk about transformations and healings that seem almost miraculous.

The beauty of Redemption is unmatched. Stepping outside, one sees breathtaking views of mountains, rivers, and streams in all directions. Each season brings rich colors, greens, golds, reds, and purples, that blend into a living rainbow. This natural beauty soothes the soul and lifts the spirit.

From the 1960s to the early 1980s, Redemption was a lively and busy place. The streets were full of laughter and friendly chatter. Neighbors greeted each other warmly, and businesses thrived. Life was steady, and the community spirit was strong.

Redemption's infrastructure was top-notch. It offered schools, medical facilities, hotels, manufacturing, and the one and only restaurant, Goodluck Cafe. Every need was met. Even as the population shrank, the town's founder kept everything up to date. Buildings were well-maintained, and services remained modern and efficient.

What made Redemption special was its spirit of acceptance. Unlike many formal, church-centered towns in the South, Redemption welcomed all no matter their faith. From the start, it offered unconditional acceptance to anyone with an open heart. Those who harbored and promoted hatred were counseled by the town's founder. They had to choose between embracing acceptance or moving on. This fostered a community of kindness and understanding.

As the sun set behind the mountains, casting long shadows, Walter stood on the outskirts of this magical town. His and Lindy’s sanctuary.

Their journey had been long and hard. Their body’s ached, but they felt a flicker of hope. The mountains were bathed in the golden light of sunset, and the river glistened like gold. The landscape was a mesmerizing kaleidoscope of colors, welcoming peace.

Anyone stepping into Redemption felt their past's weight disappearing, replaced by hope for the future. Walking through the quiet streets, they sensed a deep peace. The town's beauty resonated with them, calling them to heal and hope.

Visitors would come and meet the people of Redemption and hear their stories. They would discover the town's hidden gems, where nature and humanity coexisted in harmony. And they would learn that, though the road ahead might be tough, Redemption was a place to start fresh.

To understand the town, you must understand and know about the couple that founded Redemption. Out of abuse came a decision to love, live, and share life. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2
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Walter

The founder of Redemption was a man by the name of Walter Goodluck and his wife, Lindy. It was strictly by accident that the land of the Town of Redemption and the land that surrounded it were owned by him. Walter had been raised in the west by very liberal and very poor parents. He and his siblings grew up with no boundaries, not having much in life and eventually learning to take care of themselves without parental guidance. Walter was one of the middle children, and quickly learned to get what he could, when he could. He promised himself that when he was old enough, he would leave home without ever looking back and would never again live a hand-to-mouth existence. 

Walter graduated from high school with honors, despite the challenges of his upbringing. He moved away from his small-town home in California to a larger city, where he continued his education. There he majored in finance and business. He became friends with an extremely intelligent man by the name of Trevor, who grew up the same way he did. They developed a friendship that would span the ages. Trevor was what a person would consider a bookworm, standoffish and a bit of a loner, but he had learned how to make life and money work for him. Walter was just as smart but had more compassion for the underdog and enjoyed helping people. Somehow, the two men complemented each other well. Trevor once told Walter, “You find it, I’ll buy it. It’s all about the land.” Walter took him at his word.

At first, they purchased land and property all over the state of California. Cheap, because Trevor could see where the value would rise quickly. So, they bought and sold, moving as quickly as possible to keep their investments making money. Trevor was also very astute about the technology industry. He found small companies selling stock that looked as if they would soon explode, or at least eventually explode, but never lose money. Walter trusted Trevor and when Trevor asked him to sign something, Walter knew he would never have to worry about being scammed. Both men kept up with all the new advances coming into the world so that they would never be behind the times. 

Walter met his first wife while visiting Los Angeles. To him, she was star quality. She came from a wealthy family and was used to the finer things in life. Walter, in his early 20’s, was able to provide many of those things for her and tried his best to keep her in the way she was raised. They traveled on the weekends to different hotpots in California and enjoyed being newlyweds. Their first year of marriage was almost perfect in Walter’s mind.

It was when Walter decided to join the service that things began falling apart. His country had given him so much, he felt the need to give back. Many people could not understand this, but Walter did and acted on it. He and Trevor discussed it at length. Walter left, leaving Trevor to handle business and watch over his wife. 

Walter never saw any combat, which made him happy. Although close to battle zones for part of his tour because of his technology skills, he ended up being stationed in France, a dream post, where he was able to attend and graduate from le Cordon Bleu, something he never dreamed would happen. One of his many gifts turned out being able to cook and do it well. It turned into a great passion of his, something he was actually very confident about and excelled at as a result. 

As hard as he tried to get her to travel with him, Walter’s wife had chosen to stay state side, claiming her parents needed her close to take care of them. Walter was not happy, but had Trevor buy her a house on the same block as her parents so she wouldn’t have to travel far or live with them. He sent her a weekly allowance of $500, which was a lot of money in the ‘60s. However, he did not let her control his money or make decisions, that was Trevor’s job, which irritated her to no end, but there was nothing she could do. Both had signed a prenuptial agreement to cover her inheritance and his assets. Before he left, she commented, “You are so stingy. I am good at watching pennies. I’ll starve if you don’t help me out.” Walter told her that the $500 would just have to do. 

Walter called his wife weekly telling her how much he loved her. He took a holiday leave during his first Christmas away and returned to the states for two weeks. “Two weeks of bliss,” he thought, but soon found himself ready to return to duty. His wife had been very receptive during the first couple of days, but then he found her to be very curt and condemning of anything he attempted to do. At first, she claimed it was because they didn’t know each other that well anymore, then later changed her tune when she listened to him and Trevor talk about their wealth. She wanted a piece and couldn’t get it, so she played nice.

Most of their issues had to do with the money she knew he had. Her hot and cold treatment of him was definitely related to how much he would spend on her. It saddened him. He hoped she would become pregnant during his visit, but to his knowledge, it never happened. So, with a sad heart, he returned to France and completed his tour of duty. Upon completion of his time, Walter returned to California and his wife. 

She was very different that the woman he had married. She seemed bitter, resentful, and was very hateful and demanding, nagging at him about something almost constantly. He tried to give her everything she asked for, but it seemed never enough. She even seemed to resent his friends and him leaving for work at a restaurant he bought every morning, yet she did love the money. 

During their fourth year of marriage, after enduring three years of bitter fights, words, and sleepless nights, Walter’s world fell apart. He had been asking for children, but she kept putting him off, saying she just wasn’t ready. “We don’t know each other, Walter. A child would only interfere with us and our plans.” 

“What plans?” he asked. She just kept telling him, plans. 

Then, during a particularly vicious verbal fight one night, she let it slip that she had terminated one pregnancy, and it was not going to happen again. She did not want children because they left the woman looking fat and old. Walter was devastated and could not stand to be around her after that.

The very next day he filed for divorce. Walter offered her $500,000, the house and car, if she signed the papers without a fight. Otherwise, he told her she would get nothing. He figured he could prove that she aborted a child, which was illegal, and they didn’t love each other any longer anyway. She had a hefty inheritance she could live off of. She signed, and he left. 
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CHAPTER 3 
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Besides all the property in California, Walter had what he thought were about 200 acres on a mountain in North Carolina. He decided that moving that far away would leave little chance of his ex-wife coming to him when her money ran out, as he knew it would. Turns out, Trevor had been buying land for Walter in North Carolina and instead of his 200 acres, Walter had around 19,000 acres. He was floored. When asked why, Trevor stated that it had become available, and they might think about opening some type of resort or something. Walter told Trevor he would mull it over. Walter had been building a large house on what he thought was his 200 acres for his wife and him to vacation to, but the day of the divorce, he cancelled that order and told them to build a little cabin for one. He needed some time alone. 

Asheville, North Carolina is where Walter did meet the true love of his life, not that either of them knew it at the time. Walter met her first as a local restaurant in Asheville that he had fallen in love with on a previous visit. He discovered she was the cook as well as the owner. The food was beyond excellent, and when he asked to meet the cook, Lindy came out. They both stared a little too long at each other, smiling, but since she was married, and he recently divorced, they knew there was no chance of a relationship. 

While he contemplated what he was going to do with his life, Trevor would contact him regularly to let him know how his finances were doing. Walter begged Trevor to move east, but while they still had more holdings in the west, Trevor was inclined to stay there. He did come to visit quite a bit during the first year of Walter’s divorce, but after that, it was usually twice a year to go over their trust information on their vast holdings as he thought Walter was now over being divorced. Walter and Trevor had become very wealthy men. 

Soon after an easterly visit, Trevor began selling their land in California, stating the value had skyrocketed and it was time to move more into technology and the likes. Walter agreed and quickly, Trevor had all their land in the west sold and became a southerner, choosing to move to Charlotte instead of Asheville. Of course, Trevor saw a chance to make money in the east or he would never have moved in the first place. 

One night, several months into the second year after his divorce, Walter was visiting a friend in the hospital in Asheville. As he was sitting with his friend, he heard a smack and then a woman cry out in pain. He waited a few minutes, but never saw any nurses come by, so he decided to investigate. He heard the cry again, and once again, no response from the nurses, so he followed the sound of the crying. 

Walter did not enter the room where the weeping was coming from, but stood in the hallway, spying Lindy, the cook from the Asheville restaurant, lying in bed, and a gigantic man standing over her yelling, “Who in the hell do you think you are? I will not allow you to cavort with anyone any longer! I saw you flirting with Jonsie last week. Next thing I know, you’ll be letting him run his hands up your skirt!” And slapped the woman again. 

Walter figured out very quickly the nurses were not going to intervene, so he did the only thing he could think of. He bounded into the room, calling out his friend’s name, and immediately apologized for the “mix up” and backed out of the room. This would, he hoped, give the lady a little reprieve.

As he turned around, the nurses all stared at him like he was crazy. He understood why they stayed out of the room, but his heart couldn’t let that happen to Lindy. That was the biggest man he had ever seen, and Walter was a just a short fellow. He smiled at the nurses and returned to his friend’s room for a bit in case the big man followed him. 

Two days later, as he finished his visit with his friend, Walter heard Lindy sobbing very deeply. He didn’t see the man around, so he chanced a visit to her room. Her deep sobs tore at his heart. He could see fresh marks on her arms and face. There were probably more elsewhere on her body, but Walter couldn’t see them. Lindy never looked up, so he quietly backed out and went to talk with the nurses. 

He discovered Lindy had come in a week ago with broken bones, bruises, and cuts all over her. Her husband claimed she fell down a flight of stairs, but the hospital staff knew better. So did the security officer the hospital staffed. A couple days later when Lindy’s husband showed up in a fit of rage, everyone kept their distance while he was visiting, because they didn’t want to be on the receiving end of the same treatment that they believed Lindy had gotten. That is, until last night when he beat her again. This time they called the police and had him arrested. 

The staff informed Walter that the husband would be in jail for a few days on assault and battery charges. The poor woman needed time to heal, and this was the only way they could provide that healing. They knew, unless Lindy pressed charges, her husband would get out in 48 to 72 hours and be back in full vengeance. 

Walter asked if any of Lindy’s injuries were life threatening and upon hearing they were not, formulated a plan to help her. The next night, gathering Lindy, her meds, and personal items, they disappeared from the hospital in Asheville, never looking back. Lindy looked like a zombie through the whole event, never responding to anything other than the gentle prompting of the nurses and Walter. 

Walter’s property was about forty-five minutes from Asheville in the mountains. That is where he would take Lindy. Before leaving Asheville, they stayed the night in a hotel, two separate beds of course. The next morning, he hired a nurse to tend to Lindy, and then called his attorney, explaining what he wanted done about Lindy’s husband and headed to his home in the mountains. 

Walter had half-heartedly started construction on the big house again, hoping to attract people to the winter opportunities available in the area. He called the construction company and told them he’d pay double if they returned and completed the job in record time. He did not want Lindy to winter in a small cabin while trying to heal. He informed the construction company to spare no expense in making it the perfect place to live. Walter had another idea. He was going to build a town for his soon to be wife. The soul of his soul. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 4 

[image: ]




Lindy

Lindy had a wonderful life growing up in the south. Her parents were well off, so they tended to spoil their only child a bit. Lindy’s favorite person in life was her nanny, Merry Lynne. Merry Lynne taught Lindy many things that she would not have learned anywhere in her world, the first being how to cook. Soul-food, as Merry Lynne called it, the food dreams are made of, but also baking, and gourmet foods. Everything Merry Lynne knew, Lindy eventually learned. By the time Lindy reached her 17th birthday, she could put out a meal fit for royals. 

Merry Lynne also taught Lindy the fine folk art of traditional medicine using herbs found in the wild and herbs that one could grow themselves. Lindy learned how to find, identify, and use the herbs and plants. Lindy also learned how to cultivate her own medicinal plants and herbs. Now, at 17, she just needed an outlet to practice and use the skills. 

Lindy made a deal with her parents the summer she turned 18. If they would help her purchase a restaurant, she would go to college to take the business courses she needed to be a successful business owner. The deal was made, the restaurant bought and gifted to Lindy upon graduating high school, and thus, Lindy became the proud owner of Sunshine’s Restaurant. As a bakery, restaurant, and catering service, it quickly became one of the most popular places in Atlanta, Georgia to dine at and cater from. The baked goods created a business of their own.

The second year after opening her restaurant, Lindy had also completed her business college courses and had doubled her catering business. She hired a woman to help manage all aspects of the restaurant, leaving Lindy to cook, promote her business, or do whatever she needed to do. Lala became Lindy’s right-hand woman. They also became the best of friends. Lala was a very direct, open person, saying whatever was on her mind without thought. Good or bad, it was how she was and even when Lindy corrected her on it, it still happened. 

Lindy catered to many of the businesses all around Atlanta, which then led to parties for wives, events for the businesses, et cetera. And, as a result, Sunshine’s became very well-known in the Atlanta area. One of the events she catered for was for a big banker who was hosting some people from New York. It was here she met her future husband, Rand. Rand’s father was the banker that Lindy was catering for. Rand swept her off her feet. 

Rand would visit her restaurant, charming everyone he met, except for her assistant. Lala told Lindy she was dating a creepy, narcissistic jerk, and refused to double date or have anything to do with him. Lindy ignored her friend and began developing a deeper relationship with Rand. He showered Lindy with affection, weekend trips, and gifts of all sorts. Lindy fell deeply in love, and her parents seemed to adore Rand. He dazzled everyone with his charms, except for Lala. 

They married a year later when Lindy was 21. It was a huge wedding with all the right people in attendance. The affair was perfect from beginning to end. The only issue during it all was when Lindy slipped her shoes off during the reception and later couldn’t find one of them which had hidden itself under the table. Rand seemed very upset that she did this and chided her severely after he recovered it. She apologized profusely as she returned the offending shoe to her aching, blistered foot. She would bear the blisters rather than disappoint her new husband. This was the first sign of Rand’s controlling way, only Lindy didn’t see it. 

A lot of things happened during their first year of marriage. Lindy found herself attending more and more high-end parties that she did not cater and found herself spending less time doing what she loved, which was running her restaurant. Business never slowed, and she was making good money, but as much as she wanted to be working, Rand wanted her by his side, almost constantly. 

The first time Rand hit Lindy, she was ten minutes late returning from her restaurant. They had a new chef, and she always trained the new people. Rand hit Lindy hard enough to knock her to the floor. He was instantly apologetic and contrite, telling Lindy it would never happen again. She believed him. They of course had a “thing”, and he did not like to be late. She ended up feeling like the bad guy and had also been the one to apologize. 

Things were perfect again after that. For a while, Rand showered Lindy with fine gifts and clothes. Lindy always made sure to leave work early, calling him before she left so he would know exactly what time she would be home. But the peaceful times were short-lived. Lindy found out through a series of phone calls that Rand was no longer receiving the inheritance his mother left him. Because of his spending, the trust had put him on an allowance, severely cutting his spending habits. He couldn’t touch her money because of a prenuptial agreement both parents had made them sign. She assumed he was just upset and had no one to take his troubles to, so she allowed him to vent and yell at her. 

Rand began demanding money from Lindy, becoming very upset when she would not supply the amount of funds he asked for. She had even taken to hiding her books, so he was unable to see how much she had. Lala was good at telling him to buzz off, that Lindy’s business was none of his affair. 

At first, the beatings were mild enough. She could cover them up, but eventually he snapped. The first visit to the hospital was when he broke her jaw. She claimed she had to stop quickly at a traffic signal and hit the steering wheel. Over the course of two years, Lindy visited the hospital twenty different times. The staff knew the two of them quite well. The last beating Lindy received was when she was lucky enough to have Walter intervene for her. She remembered the day of the beating.

——
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Rand had come to her restaurant that afternoon and his friend Jonsie was there. Now, Jonsie was a big flirt, but he was that way to all her staff, not just Lindy. Unfortunately for Lindy, at the time Rand was there, it just happened to be her in Jonsie’s line of fire. Lindy watched Rand watching her and tried her best not to joke around with Jonsie, but it was too late. Rand had been drinking just enough to become jealous and incensed. She tried to talk to Rand, but Jonsie grabbed her, kidding Rand that he had the finest woman in Atlanta. Rand stormed out of the restaurant. 

There was a dinner party at their home later that evening and she had to finish the canapes and mix the punch before dressing for the evening. As she arrived, Lindy noticed a catering truck, not hers, in the drive. She walked through the kitchen, observing that none of her food was visible. The caterer told her that Rand had ordered them this afternoon. “Guess he was really angry not to be using my food.” She thought to herself. “Oh well. It will give me more time to doll up.” 

Lindy went to find Rand and the next she remembered was waking up on the bed with her cheek very sore and red. She choked back a sob and went to the bathroom to see the damage. Bruising had already set in, but she knew makeup would cover it. She looked at herself in the mirror and knew this could not continue. She would leave before the party, move back in with her parents and file for divorce. Rand put a stop to all this when he entered their bedroom. He looked to be in total rage, but never touched her. Just stared her down. It felt as if he could read her thoughts about leaving.
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As she dressed for the party under his scrutinizing eyes, Lindy tried to pretend nothing had happened. Rand was ever-watchful, and as they walked down the stairs into the full-swing party, he put on one of the best performances of his life, while she just painfully smiled and accepted compliments on the party. He kept very close to her through-out the evening, at one point even telling one of their guests to, “Piss off and keep your hands off of my wife.” All the time, squeezing Lindy’s arm so hard he left visible bruises. 

Later that night, Lindy quietly packed a small suitcase while Rand finished chatting with his friends. She slipped down the back stairs and headed through the kitchen to the garage. Having just closed the door, she screamed when it slammed open, and Rand stood there in full rage. Lindy knew she would never stand a chance of getting away, so she charged Rand, and the battle began. Lindy, being so small, was no match for Rand, so it wasn’t much of a battle. She remembered swinging at Rand with a bat, missing, and then feeling some of the most intense pain she had ever felt in her life. 

At the hospital, upon waking, she saw Rand towering above her. Lindy just closed her eyes and let the doctors and nurses ask him the questions and get to work repairing her broken body. Rand had taken the bat and had broken her left leg in two places, shattered the bones in her right hand, and cracked her collarbone. Not to mention the various lacerations and bruises he administered after she collapsed to the floor. There was no doubt it was a beating, but he told everyone she had taken a fall down a flight of stairs. He was very contrite and seemed remorseful at that time. 

While still in the hospital, as she tried to warn him away from her, he slapped her repeatedly. No one would or could help her. No one tried until the night he beat her with his fists while she lay in bed. She knew she would have to leave the state and completely disappear, or she would likely die by his hand. She just didn’t know how to go about it. 

The very next night, her guardian angel arrived in the form of Walter Goodluck. He took her out of the hospital and off to safety. He never looked at her in disgust because of the way she looked, but in love and concern. Hiring her a nurse and taking her to North Carolina proved that he cared very deeply for her even though they barely knew each other. She wondered if she would ever have the chance to feel the same. Sadly, she had to tell him she was pregnant, fearing he would surely shun her and send her back to Rand. 

Lindy healed very rapidly. She asked the nurse if she would be so kind as to locate certain herbs for her so she could make some healing medicine. As Lindy told the nurse how to prepare what she needed, she watched Walter build a very large house, and a pretty good sized something-or-other in front of the house. As she healed, the child inside her grew. 

It took Lindy three months to be healed enough to start venturing out on her own. She thanked the nurse for all her help and care and sent her back to be with her family. She also noticed that her mind seemed to feel cluttered. Kind of like someone else was living inside of it. She threw this up to still being confused about her current situation and how she was going to manage her future and being pregnant.

Walking to the building Walter had built, Lindy could see it was going to be a restaurant. This brought a little excitement to her heart. Maybe he would allow her to cook there for him and pay her a little so she could get by with rent and stuff. Lindy assumed that Rand somehow managed to get his hands on her money and that she was flat broke.

Walter and Lindy spent each evening together on the front porch of the cabin getting to know each other. About the time she was walking well again, the big house had been completed. She was burgeoning with child and felt ready to explode. Walter hired a woman to be the housekeeper, who was also a midwife, to watch over Lindy when he wasn’t there. They ended up spending each evening on the big porch getting to know each other, then Lindy would go to her room in the house, and Walter would return to the cabin. Around the end of November of that year, Lindy gave birth to a strapping baby boy. It was Walter’s surname on the birth certificate. The child never need know who his birth father really was. 

Only once did Rand try to find Lindy. Walter made sure, through contacts, that if anything ever happened to Lindy, Rand would never see the light of day again but spend the rest of his life behind bars. Rand was never heard from again. 

The restaurant Lindy had back in Atlanta had “accidentally” burned to the ground. Everyone had their suspicions on what happened, but nothing could be proven except for some information which Walter knew of. Knowing this, Rand decided his best bet was to keep his distance and stay put in Atlanta. They later found out that he had remarried another rich girl, could not get her money, and when he tried to beat her, she shot him, killing him instantly. Lindy wished she would have had the guts to do the same. 

Lala came not long after that with all of Lindy’s books and wonderfully enough, all of her monies from the restaurant. Lala had been very tight with money and Lindy ended up with a good inheritance for her son and herself. She asked Lala to stay, but Lala had her own plans. Thanking Lindy for the years they had been together, she told Lindy she planned on moving to New York and start her own business there. She wanted to provide catering services for companies, and these small towns did not have enough work for her to be successful, so New York it was. After a tearful farewell, life resumed for Lindy and Walter.

Lindy recovered nicely from her wounds and birthing a child, but found, in the process, instead of being fool-minded as she thought, she had developed a special skill. She found that she was a very deep empath and soul reader. She knew things about a person before that person would tell her, heck, before a person even met her. It was very discerning, but Lindy learned to channel it and come to terms with the ability. She was worried some would call her a witch. This never happened. The people that met Lindy, eventually came to her for healing, both of the body and the mind. 
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CHAPTER 6
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Lindy lived alone in the big house Walter built for almost two years, while Walter lived in the cabin. They would do everything together, including driving to Asheville and enjoying the many sites of the quickly growing town. Walter had been speaking with a lot of businesspeople about something which he kept from Lindy, and when pressed by her for an answer as to what he was working on, he would reply “Not yet.” 

Then, one fine spring day, Walter took Lindy all the way to Charlotte to meet with Trevor. Trevor had established a large firm of people whose jobs were to help him grow his and Walter’s businesses, find suitable charities to donate to, and help in the growth of the community around them. They dined at one of the finest southern restaurants Charlotte had to offer, and it was there, in front of Trevor, that Walter proposed to Lindy, surprising them both. 
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