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  For my person,

Who is always there for me. Even when my ideas are crazy, she smiles, nods, and waits to see if she needs to pick me up, dust me off, and put me right back on this horse we call life.
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  Foreword



Like most people, I don’t have a ton of spare time to sit and read. I wanted to write a short simple book that could be read on a Sunday afternoon with a glass of wine or at a perfectly picked out spot at the beach.

When I proposed my idea to my editor, well, let’s just say she thought I was crazy. When I told her I wanted to write it from one perspective only, she offered to have me committed. I’m sure I drove her to the brink of insanity when I stood my ground on not changing my plan, or pretty much a single word contained below.

I also wanted to forever immortalize someone who touched my heart in ways no one else ever could. Every word of this book was written with her in my mind and in my heart. I will forever be completely and madly in love with Shaynne. I hope each and everyone of you finds your Shaynne, and they touch your heart the same way she held mine.
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To my editor, we may fight about it, but I know without you, they are just words that were once stuck in my head and typed way too fast.

To my beta readers, the biggest thanks for your time. Not every book rocks, but you read it anyway.

Last but definitely not least, my fans. New and old. I know my style of writing isn’t for everyone, so to those who love it, I adore you.







  Triggers and warnings









This work of fiction may contain triggers for some, including but not limited to: -Mention of abusive or toxic relationships

-weapons and firearms

-illegal activities (please do not try any of these)
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My name is Shane Ryan McAllister. I was born in New Orleans, Louisiana. My identical twin sister was born seven minutes before me, making me the youngest. Her name is Ryan Shane McAllister. Our parents had been told we were boys, so they chose our names based on that information. 

Turns out they were wrong. 

When our father learned we were actually girls, he chose not to change our names because our mother had helped pick them out. It was the last decision they had made together. Sadly, our mother did not survive our birth.

We share an older sister. She was six when we were born. She expected my parents to return with two baby brothers. Not only did my father need to explain how she ended up with two sisters, but he also had to inform her that our mother was never coming home. I don’t think she ever fully forgave me for losing our mother. To this day, I fully believe she still blames me at times.

Our father did the best he could to raise us alone. His work demanded frequent travel, taking him to various corners of the world. Yet, he never wavered in his responsibility as a parent. He could be gone for as little as a day or two or weeks at a time. Whenever he was home, he showered us with love and affection, making the most of his limited time with us. He must have missed countless family events and milestones, but he always made sure to be present whenever possible. I’m sure he didn’t want to leave us, but he had to. It was the only way he could provide for us. It couldn’t have been easy for him. In those moments when he was away, he relied on the support of our extended family to care for us.

Between you and me, I was always his favourite. He often referred to me as his baby. Ryan saw this as an opportunity to cause havoc. She would blame me for her shenanigans, knowing he wouldn’t get mad at me. Over the years, he figured it out and ruined her fun. Our oldest sister also saw an opportunity. The chance to be jealous of how close my father and I were. Over the years, that jealousy I accepted that she and I would never be close as I was with Ryan.

Every year, our father took us all on a family vacation. He wanted us to see some of the places he travelled to for work. When Ryan and I were five, we took that vacation in Mexico. During our vacation, fate brought our father and a woman together. As destiny would have it, their connection grew deeper over time. By the end of that year, she officially became our stepmother. It was a significant change for all of us as we adjusted to this new addition to our family.

Our new stepmother wanted nothing but the best for us. So our father packed us up, and we moved to Calgary, Alberta, Canada. The two of them felt growing up in Canada was significantly better than in the suburbs of New Orleans. When we arrived, it was the dead middle of winter. The first thing we noticed was the brutal cold and snow. The snow seemed to go on forever. It took some time, but we all adjusted just fine.

When school started, she enrolled us in a private school. The private school provided an environment of academic excellence and a nurturing community. She had carefully chosen a place where we could thrive and reach our full potential. Our stepmother’s love and dedication didn’t end with just our education. She invested time and effort in ensuring we had well-rounded development. She meant well. She always did. We had the best clothes. She made us eat healthily. It could have been worse. She could have despised us, but she didn’t. She genuinely cared for every one of us.

Our eldest sister discovered a kindred spirit in her—someone who shared her love for spa days. The gentle hum of soft music and the aroma of lavender filled the air as Ryan, and I found ourselves attending these spa days. Personally, I didn’t enjoy spending my time getting pampered, but I still participated in the spa days with them. I suppose the warm towels and the sensation of the masseuse’s hands working out the knots in my back were pleasant enough. My father had asked me to attend these family activities, believing it would bring us closer together. I didn’t want to disappoint him, so I obliged.

She did her best with Ryan and me, but we were like a pair of mischievous imps, always playing pranks on her. She struggled to distinguish between us, squinting her eyes and furrowing her eyebrows in confusion. Just when she thought she had us figured out, we would swap identities and throw her off track. Looking back, I feel a twinge of remorse for our behavior. But then again, she made some mistakes too. Her attempts to win us over with our father’s wealth only worsened things. I can still remember the sound of her sighs of frustration when we refused to cooperate.

Yes, our stepmother spoiled us rotten. Her answer was always “yes” to our every request. However, there was one thing I yearned for that she couldn’t give me - my mother. I would have given up everything to feel her embrace and hear her voice just once. This longing fueled my animosity towards our stepmother, but she was a saint for putting up with my tantrums and mood swings. I can still recall her gentle voice soothing me, the smell of her freshly baked cookies, and the comfort of her warm hugs. I don’t know how she managed to keep her calm and sanity while dealing with my grief and anger over the years. God bless her for her unending patience.

Our father still owned our family home in Louisiana, a charming two-story house with a white picket fence that surrounded the yard. Every summer, we returned to the familiar creaking of the porch swing and the sweet scent of magnolias that bloomed in the front yard. However, our new stepmother was noticeably absent, and Ryan and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief. It wasn’t easy to find new ways to torment her. Perhaps he did it so that she could have a reprieve from our constant torture.

As the years passed and we grew up, Ryan and I began looking more and more like our mother. We shared her blonde hair, bright blue eyes and her good looks. The last and probably best feature she gave us was her smile. Everyone found us to be gorgeous, but when we unleashed that smile, let’s say no one said no to us.

Ryan used it to her advantage. As teenagers, she had every boy falling at her feet. It wasn’t often you would find her alone. She blew through boyfriend after boyfriend. I, on the other hand, prefer the ladies. Unlike her, I wasn’t prepared to commit to one at a time. Finding a girl who wanted to experiment was relatively easy, and I was willing to help them all out.
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When I was ten years old, my family and I embarked on a trip to Panama. While we were there, I had the opportunity to ride a horse for the first time. The experience was unforgettable. The sound of the horse’s hooves hitting the ground filled my ears with a soothing and rhythmic beat. The sight of the lush greenery surrounding me was breathtaking, and the smell of the fresh air was invigorating.

As the horse moved beneath me, I felt a wave of excitement and joy wash over me. The sensation of the horse’s muscles rippling beneath my legs was exhilarating, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder at the power and grace of these magnificent creatures. It was as if we were one, moving in perfect harmony. From that moment on, I was hooked. The thrill of horseback riding had captured my heart, and I knew that it was something I would continue to love for years to come.

When we returned home, my stepmother wasted no time enrolling me for horseback riding lessons. Every week, without fail, I eagerly attended each session, relishing in the sweet scent of hay and the soft whinnies of the horses. I felt a sense of calm wash over me as I stroked the silky mane of my trusty steed, feeling the gentle sway of its movements as we trotted around the arena. It was the highlight of my week, and I made sure to stay out of trouble so I wouldn’t miss a single lesson.

As the years rolled by, I learned more advanced riding techniques at my father’s request. I learned to jump from a moving horse and land on the ground, or another horse properly. I learned how to ride with or without a saddle. There wasn’t much I couldn’t do on a horse. I had a passion for them. My riding instructor told my father I was a natural.

Shortly after turning twelve, our father signed us up for martial arts classes to teach us self-defense. The movements felt foreign at first, but I quickly caught on, the rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins as I executed each technique. As the weeks passed, I became more confident, and my sisters grew more disinterested. Eventually, they dropped out, but I continued to hone my skills, grateful for the opportunity to learn.

The following year, he invited us to the shooting range. The moment we stepped inside, the sound of gunfire filled the air. The smell of gunpowder was strong and pungent. I could see the targets in the distance as we walked towards the shooting lanes. My heart raced with anticipation. As we approached our lane, I saw the small handguns neatly lined up on the table. The metal glinted in the bright fluorescent lights. I picked one up and felt its weight in my hand. The handle was cool and smooth. I took a deep breath and aimed at the target. The sound of the gun going off was loud and reverberated through my body. I felt a rush of excitement and adrenaline.

Over the next few weeks, we continued to visit the range. I progressed from small handguns to bigger ones. The rifles were heavy and required more strength to hold steady. The targets were further away, and the sound of the bullet hitting the metal echoed through the range.

By age sixteen, I was comfortable with a sniper rifle. The sound of the shot was deafening, and the recoil shook my entire body. But I was in control. I could hit the target with precision, and my confidence grew with each shot. I knew I could take down a full-grown man twice my size. He had no reason to worry about me.

That was also the year I learned what my father did for work. We had always thought he was just a businessman. We all knew he travelled the world for work. He would leave for work often and could be gone a couple of days or weeks at a time.

One day, he took me somewhere I had never been. On the way, he explained I was the only one who would know of this place. My sisters were never to know. My stepmother was never to know. I wasn’t to tell any of my friends. No one but him and I could know. He took me to his work office. On the way there, he explained what he did. I will not sugarcoat it for you. My father was a hitman. They paid him to kill people. I was shocked. I did not know he did this.

He had trained me to take over his job years before I knew what his actual job was. He explained to me I had excelled in everything needed to do this. I was exceptionally good with guns. Moving target, not a problem. Stationary target, easy to hit. Up close or far away. I could hit it. Small guns, big guns, rifles, handguns, it doesn’t matter. He trained me to use them all.

All the martial arts classes had been part of my training. They trained me in hand-to-hand combat without even knowing it. The shooting range was part of my training. They trained me to use any weapon without even realizing it was training. The riding lessons were part of my training. Riding a horse was one of the best ways to get into remote areas. My entire childhood, I had been training to become an assassin.

On the drive to his work office, he explained the best way to perform his job is with a sniper rifle. The further away you are, the better. If you can hit your target far away, you can get out of the area before anyone can look for you. Always use this method. Making a kill in close is dangerous. You can easily be caught or, worse, injured. The most important thing he told me that day was you always make it home safe.

His office was situated on an isolated airstrip, enclosed by vast expanses of open fields that stretched as far as the eye could see. The bright sun shone down on the area, casting a warm glow on everything around. The silence was calming, and it felt like a tranquil haven amidst the chaos of the outside world.

I followed him towards a sleek metallic machine, which he proudly introduced as his private jet. Its glossy exterior gleamed in the bright sunlight. He invited me inside, and I couldn’t help but notice the luxurious leather seats, which felt soft and smooth to the touch. The scent of fresh leather and polished metal filled my nose. He explained how he traveled the world for work but never mixed business with pleasure. The only time he used the jet was for work-related travel. Our family trips always involved flying commercial airlines.

When we boarded it, there was someone already on board. That was the day I met Trent. He was tall, thin, and blonde. Decent looking for a guy. He wore a nice shirt and tie. He looked to be a couple of years older than me.

He reached his hand out to me. “Welcome aboard, Ma-am.”

“It’s Shane,” I said firmly, my hand clasping his in a firm handshake. “Not Ma’am,” I added, my voice unwavering as I stood my ground.

“Excuse me, Ma’am,” he answered. “Your father might kill me if I used your name.” He looked at my father, sitting stoically, his eyes fixed on the man.

My father’s voice was low and serious as he spoke. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as he delivered his message. “We never use names in this business,” he said. “He will only ever call you, Ma’am. Others like us will recognize you as a number.”

“Okay. So what do I call him?” I asked.

“He’s just Trent. You can use his name,” my father said in a relaxed tone. “He is not one of us. He helps us. If you need something, he finds it. If you need a hotel, he books it,” he explained, his voice becoming more serious. “He will drive you if you need a ride. He will be your spotter. Your right hand. He watches your back. You watch his. You both make it home every time,” he finished, his words hanging in the air like a thick fog.

That day, I accompanied my father and Trent on a job. As I watched, my father effortlessly ended someone’s life. The sound of the gunshot echoed in the air. I sat in silence, feeling alone and numb during the flight home. That night, I lay awake, unable to shake off the images from earlier. Despite knowing my father as a kind and caring soul, I had witnessed a side of him I struggled to come to terms with.

Over the next two years, my father and Trent groomed me to take over his role. As I lay awake at night, I reminded myself that our targets were terrible people, and that we were doing the world a service by getting rid of their greed and wrongdoings. After graduating high school, I felt fully prepared to step into my father’s shoes. Soon after graduation, I completed my first job without his help, but I found no pleasure in it.

The haunting memories of taking my father’s rifle and pulling the trigger on my first target plagued me. Each night, the same recurring nightmare interrupted my slumber. I could feel the cold metal of the gun in my hands, and the weight of it made my arms tremble. The smell of gunpowder filled my nostrils, and the deafening sound of the gunshot echoed in my ears. The target fell to the ground, and I could hear the thud of its lifeless body. I would wake up drenched in sweat, my heart pounding in my chest, and my breaths coming out in brief gasps. To justify my actions, I would remind myself of all the awful things the person had done, and it would ease my guilt. I didn’t dare share my nightmares with my father, fearing that I would disappoint him.

My father was proud of us all. Each one of us had slowly grown up to be confident women. Everyone could take care of ourselves no matter where life took us. My oldest sister returned to Louisiana to attend university. While there, she met her future husband. They now have three wonderful children. My twin did the same. She went home to attend school. Once she graduated, she also met the man of her dreams. They now have two wonderful children. They both still live in Louisiana. I stayed behind in Canada and took over my father’s job.

After my first job without my father, he and my stepmother also moved to Louisiana. They wanted to be closer to my sisters and their families. They offered to leave me the house in Calgary I grew up in. I didn’t want it. I wanted to pay my own way. I was done taking my father’s money. He taught me everything I needed to know to make my way through life. There was a tiny apartment that I found. I didn’t need a big, fancy house. I was barely ever home. I spent most of my time in other countries working.
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Being away from home had its perks. The hustle and bustle of different counties meant different cities. I could usually find a woman to join me in bed for a good time. Having more than just a good time with any of them was impossible. I couldn’t tell them what I did for a living. As I went about my daily routine, I couldn’t shake off the fear of being judged. It was a persistent thought that lingered in my mind, making me hesitant to share details about my profession with anyone. I knew I couldn’t ask anyone to understand what I did for a living, as the fear of being judged was too strong.

I tried a few times, though. I was with my last girlfriend for six months. Having to keep my profession a secret was tricky. I mastered the skill of dodging questions about it by simply changing the subject or being very vague about it. My father had taught me how to do this without arousing any suspicion from her.

There was always something missing in our relationship, a vague feeling of absence that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Despite this, we got along well enough. She was happy when we went shopping and attended parties together. I cherished the warmth of her body beside me in bed and loathed the emptiness that came with sleeping alone. The feel of her next to me in bed was soothing to my senses, but there was still a nagging sense of incompleteness that lingered in the air when we were together.

It all came crashing down one fateful night. We were nestled in our bed, the moon casting a soft glow through the window. As we talked, the air felt heavy with the weight of our words. The conversation turned to the topic of children, and that’s when she revealed to me that it was an impossibility. The sound of her voice was like a knife through my heart, and the pungent scent of sadness lingered in the air. I could feel the weight of the disappointment settling heavily in my chest. I had always dreamed of having children, but she wouldn’t even entertain the idea. After we said our goodbyes, I was alone with my thoughts for the night. The bed felt cold and empty, and the silence was deafening. I couldn’t bear the thought of sleeping alone, so I returned to a one-night stands to fill the void.

As the years slowly passed by, Trent would call me to let me know it was time to start work. I would grab my rifle and wait for him to arrive and pick me up. We would board my father’s jet and fly to our destination together. Gradually, I purchased my own jet and took over my father’s work office. Along with it, I inherited the private airstrip that my father had previously taken me to. To my surprise, it turned out that he owned the land, and now it belonged to me.

As often as possible, I made my way down south to see my family. Following my father’s advice, I opted for commercial flights every time. The cheerful chatter of my nieces and nephews filled the air, punctuated by the occasional outburst of giggles. As I picked up my youngest nephew, his soft, chubby hands wrapped around my finger, and I felt a sense of warmth and contentment wash over me. Being around them always brought me joy, and it made me realize that someday, I, too, wanted to start a family of my own.

On my twenty-fifth birthday, I found myself alone in a dimly lit hotel room in a foreign country. Startled awake by a bad dream, I realized I was having different ones now. The targets of my nightmares were no longer just the first one but others as well. Desperately seeking to chase my demons away, I thought of my nieces and nephews, and the memories of their laughter and smiles flooded my mind. It was then that I realized I wanted children of my own. I thought, “If I’m destined to be alone for the rest of my life, why not start now?” 

With that thought in mind, I made the decision to be alone and began my solitary journey.

After some research, I discovered the ideal clinic to manage my artificial insemination. The staff at the clinic
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