

    
        
          The Caregiver's Heart

        

        
        
          Werner Stejskal

        

        
          Published by Werner Stejskal, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CAREGIVER'S HEART

    

    
      First edition. October 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Werner Stejskal.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233459719

    

    
    
      Written by Werner Stejskal.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Werner Stejskal

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Love

          
        
          
	          Shape of Desire

          
        
          
	          The Empty Room

          
        
          
	          Walking Home to Myself

          
        
          
	          Where Angels Walk

          
        
          
	          Who Wore My Body

          
        
          
	          The Face I Finally Found

          
        
          
	          The Girl Who Lingered

          
        
          
	          The Heart Remembers

          
        
          
	          The River That Waits

          
        
          
	          The Visitor From Tomorrow

          
        
          
	          Touch After Silence

          
        
          
	          When Life Is Engineered

          
        
          
	          The Art of Touch

          
        
          
	          The Boy I Never Forgot

          
        
          
	          My Imaginary Friend

          
        
          
	          Our Second First Time

          
        
          
	          After All Tomorrow Was Ours

          
        
          
	          A Place to Begin Again

          
        
          
	          From Coffee to Cradle

          
        
          
	          Fugitives of the Eastern Sky

          
        
          
	          Assigned to Love

          
        
          
	          Love, Laughter, and Other Side Effects

          
        
          
	          The Love I Chose

          
        
          
	          Whispers of the Forgotten Princess

          
        
          
	          The Desire We Share

          
        
          
	          East Meets West

          
        
          
	          Melodie of the Streets

          
        
          
	          The Bellydancer Billionairess

          
        
          
	          The Knight's Legacy

          
        
          
	          Timeless Voyages

          
        
          
	          Between Two Worlds

          
        
          
	          The Captive Of Calypso

          
        
          
	          The Gambler's Gift

          
        
          
	          Where the Past Still Breathes

          
        
          
	          Unprofessional Love

          
        
          
	          My Fairy

          
        
          
	          Commune of Love

          
        
          
	          Love Beyond Earth

          
        
          
	          Between Sultan and Knight

          
        
          
	          The Stolen Son

          
        
          
	          A Courtly Love

          
        
          
	          The Mountain King

          
        
          
	          The Letter in the Bottle

          
        
          
	          Through the Portal of Love

          
        
          
	          The Cuneiform Lovers

          
        
          
	          Bound Across Worlds

          
        
          
	          Love Beyond Jealousy

          
        
          
	          The Last Summer of Innocence

          
        
          
	          Lost and Found in Love

          
        
          
	          Bewitched by Love

          
        
          
	          The Doctor and his Nurse

          
        
          
	          The Body Swap

          
        
          
	          The Dreamseer's Promise

          
        
          
	          Safe in your Arms

          
        
          
	          Love's Second Movement

          
        
          
	          A Whiff of Desire

          
        
          
	          The Caregiver's Heart

          
        
          
	          The Story We Lived

          
        
          
	          The Lightborn Generation

          
        
          
	          The Girl Who Loved Twice

          
        
          
	          The Smile

          
        
          
	          The Cave of Eira

          
        
          
	          Becoming Larissa

          
        
          
	          The Siren's Daughter

          
        
          
	          The Mermaid's Promise

          
        
          
	          The Arranged Marriage

          
        
          
	          Filming Love

          
        
          
	          My Adopted Sister

          
        
          
	          The Painter's Muse

          
        
          
	          AI Matchmaking

          
        
          
	          Love Beyond Sight

          
        
          
	          The Fairy's Daughter

          
        
          
	          Loved Twice

          
        
          
	          Love with ADHD

          
        
          
	          The Night We Don't Remember

          
        
          
	          Space Baby

          
        
          
	          The Life I Chose While Sleeping

          
        
          
	          I, The History Teacher

          
        
          
	          Between Care and Love

          
        
          
	          Déjà Vu

          
        
          
	          The Unexpected Daughter

          
        
          
	          Swept Away

          
        
          
	          Cupid and Psyche

          
        
          
	          My First Lesbian Love

          
        
          
	          IVF

          
        
          
	          The Ghost Who Wanted a Child

          
        
          
	          The Mountain That Remembered Her

          
        
          
	          The Angel Who Taught Me To Love

          
        
          
	          When Hearts Crossed Death

          
        
          
	          The Princess of the Forest Cottage

          
        
          
	          Slow Steps to Love

          
        
          
	          The Emperor's Listener

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Werner Stejskal

The Caregiver's Heart | Werner Stejskal

Sign up for Werner Stejskal's Mailing List

Also By Werner Stejskal

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Caregiver's Heart

Werner Stejskal


[image: ]


There are, I believe, three ways people handle grief.

The first kind confronts it like a storm — battered for a moment, perhaps, but never broken. They gather the pieces of their lives, call it experience, and move on. It’s the cleanest wound, the kind that heals quickly and leaves only a faint scar.

The second kind suffers longer. They stumble through the darkness for a time, leaning on friends, family, and the gentle insistence of routine. They weep, they remember, they ache — but little by little, they return to the light, carrying their loss like a quiet shadow behind them.

And then there are the third kind — the ones like me.

For us, grief isn’t something to be overcome. It seeps into the soul, thick and relentless, until every breath feels borrowed. We don’t cry it out; we drown in it. The world fades to gray, voices become echoes, and even the simplest act — waking, eating, speaking — feels like an impossible task.

That was me. The third kind. The one who didn’t recover, but collapsed. The one who sank so deep that even hope seemed like a distant memory.

*  *  *
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My name is Florence. And if madness had a season, mine arrived with white lace and wedding bells.

For weeks, I lived inside a storm — one made not of wind or rain, but of fittings, flowers, and fragile expectations. The world spun around table settings, color palettes, and guest lists that grew like weeds. Everyone said I was glowing, but it wasn’t radiance — it was exhaustion wearing a bridal veil.

It’s always the women, isn’t it? We become the architects of the dream. We hunt for the perfect dress, juggle the seating charts, soothe the feuding relatives, and smile through the sleepless nights. The men, meanwhile, hover politely at the edges — their greatest contribution often a half-hearted nod of approval or the occasional “whatever you think, darling.”

Still, I didn’t mind. Not really. I was in love — that kind of blind, consuming love that makes reason feel unnecessary. Every morning, I woke to a pulse of excitement so fierce it almost hurt. The day was coming — our day — and I had built it like a cathedral, brick by trembling brick.

And yet... beneath all that glitter and motion, something inside me was beginning to fracture. I couldn’t name it then — that quiet dread behind my smile, that desperate wish for it all to be over. I told myself it was just stress, just nerves, just the weight of perfection pressing down.

But in truth, some part of me already knew.

I was standing on the edge of something vast and merciless. And when the day finally came — the day I was supposed to walk down that aisle and into forever — the storm didn’t calm.

It broke me instead.

*  *  *
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The end of the world began for me early on my wedding day.

I remember the smell of coffee, the faint hum of the refrigerator, the way sunlight filtered through the kitchen curtains — thin, golden, and mercilessly calm. Everything was ordinary, achingly so, as if the universe had no idea it was about to destroy me.

Helmut arrived unannounced, still wearing the coat I had chosen for him the week before — the one I said made him look like a man ready for forever. He stood in the doorway, pale, distant, almost fragile, and yet there was something final in his eyes that chilled me.

“I need to talk to you,” he said.

I laughed — a small, nervous laugh — and waved him toward the table. “What’s so urgent? I just got up. There’s still a mountain of things to do. The florist’s coming at ten, remember?”

He didn’t sit down. He didn’t smile. His hands were trembling, and his voice broke slightly when he said it.

“No need anymore, Francesca... I can’t marry you.”

At first, I didn’t understand. The words hung in the air like foreign sounds, meaningless and cruel.

“What... what are you talking about?” I said, my throat tightening. “Why would you say something like that? We love each other. We’re getting married today.”

He looked away then, his jaw clenched, eyes glassy. “Francesca... I fell in love with someone else. A few days ago. I’m sorry.”

That was the moment the world stopped breathing.

The clock on the wall kept ticking — stubborn, indifferent. Somewhere outside, a bird sang. The air grew heavy, pressing down on my chest until I thought my ribs might crack. I wanted to scream, to curse, to tear the white lace dream I had built apart piece by piece. But no sound came out.

I am not the kind of woman who breaks plates or throws things. I simply... broke inside.

I sank into the nearest chair as if my body no longer belonged to me. The floor tilted, the light dimmed, and I heard myself whisper, “What’s happening? I don’t understand...”

And then the room vanished.

When I came to, I was on the floor, the taste of salt on my lips — my own tears. My wedding dress hung waiting in the next room, untouched, ghostly white.

Outside, the morning went on as if nothing had happened. But for me, everything — absolutely everything — had ended.

Helmut called my parents himself. I remember the sound of his voice — distant, stripped of warmth — explaining to them what had happened while I sat motionless on the kitchen chair, my hands trembling in my lap. My mother’s face went pale; my father’s eyes hardened in disbelief. They both stared at him as though he were some cruel stranger who had wandered into our home. When he finally turned and walked out the door, the click of the latch felt like the world closing behind him.

My father carried me to the sofa as if I were a child again. He whispered something meant to comfort me, but I couldn’t hear the words. Everything had become muffled, like sound underwater. I had entered a different world — a silent, colorless one. The world I had lived in just hours before had vanished, and I knew instinctively it wouldn’t return for a very long time.

I tried to think clearly, to make sense of it all. I wanted to find logic in the madness, to understand how something so solid could dissolve in a single morning. But every thought came to the same shattering halt — that moment when Helmut said he loved another woman. Those words looped endlessly in my mind, like a cruel refrain I couldn’t silence.

In my heart, I had built our future so carefully, so completely. I had designed every detail of our happiness — the soft light in our first apartment, the way we would laugh over burnt dinners, the quiet evenings reading side by side. I could see us building a home, filling it with warmth, with love, with the sound of a child’s laughter.

Sometimes I imagined her — a little girl with my eyes and his smile. I would hold her in my arms, and Helmut would watch us, amused, proud, happy. Those visions had once been daydreams of the future. Now they became my only refuge.

Reality was unbearable — a jagged landscape of loss I could not cross. So I fled to the world I had invented, where nothing had gone wrong and love still existed in
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