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STORY SUMMARY

 


Sometimes it takes a storm to clear the air. . .

 


An emotional, heartwarming, contemporary romance
novella, Tempest is the poignant tale of two damaged souls
on the verge of losing the most important thing in either of their
lives. . . Each other.

 


One year ago, Tracey and Adam Wesley’s relationship
was strong, happy, fulfilling. Now, their ten-year marriage is at a
terrible crossroads. They stumble through their days, pretending
everything is fine, but inside, they fear their love is dying.

 


Win or lose, the heartbreaking battle for the
survival of their marriage will end tonight. But will a push from
Mother Nature help them remember just how rare and precious their
love truly is, or put an end to it forever?

 


 




DEDICATION

 


Tempest is dedicated to the married couples
out there—from the newlyweds to the couples celebrating their
50th anniversaries and beyond, and everyone in between.
For the good times, the bad times, the loving times, the hating
times, and the times when everything seems stagnant and dull and
empty, like it will never sparkle again. For sticking it out,
working it out, and for having faith that the shine is still there.
Buried deeply, sometimes, but there, and worth fighting for.

Stay true. Stay strong. And never forget the
love.

 


 


I would not wish any companion in the world but
you

~William Shakespeare, The Tempest
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CHAPTER
ONE

 


 


It’s going to be all right.

Tracey repeated the words to herself, staring into
the depths of her still-full glass of dark red wine while a busboy
removed her equally untouched meal from the table. Across from her,
Adam stared at his own plate as he sawed through his steak with
unnecessary force, chewing each bite as though the tender beef had
turned to leather in his mouth.

What if it isn’t all right, though? What if this is
really it?

Rubbing a hand over her pitching belly, Tracey took
a small sip of wine. It was an excellent vintage, a favorite, but
it burned going down her throat and bubbled like acid in her
stomach. Almost as if she were pregnant, and delicate with it, but
the comparison brought only another pang. There was nothing so
joyful as a tiny beating heart resting in her womb. Only the weight
of her sadness and worry, throwing everything off kilter.

Nothing tasted right. Or smelled right. Or felt
right.

Half sick, she shoved the glass away. Keeping their
weekly dinner date at Chez Charlie’s had been a mistake.
They should have just gone home instead of trying to eat with such
an important conversation hanging over their heads, pretending
everything was fine. But she hadn’t been able to face one more
break in their routine, and pretending had become their way of
life. Adam had agreed, both of them clinging to this last, small
tradition.

Adam chewed and swallowed, chewed and swallowed. How
could he eat? If her throat closed down any more tightly she would
choke on nothing more than air.

“Are you all right?” Adam asked, his gorgeous sherry
eyes skating over her face, not looking at her directly. His gaze
came to rest at a point slightly above her left shoulder.

Tracey nodded jerkily and said, “Fine,” the word
rasping over her vocal cords like sandpaper.

She reached for her water glass, then set it back
down without taking a drink, afraid she wouldn’t be able to swallow
the icy liquid.

“Do you want to. . . talk now?” The fingers
clutching his fork were white at the knuckles.

Tension tore through her already shredded emotions.
Here, in the restaurant?

“N-no.” She shook her head to emphasize the word.
She cleared her throat. “No.”

A heartbeat passed in silence, then two, before Adam
nodded and returned his attention to his steak.

She forced a deep breath into her lungs, and
another, lightheaded from lack of oxygen and hoping to tame the
wild tremors coursing through her body. Nerves made her fingertips
numb with anxiety. She twisted them in her lap, while the ‘D’ word
trampled all the once-tranquil pathways in her heart.

Divorce.

Di-vorce.

D-I-V-O-R-C-E.

It pulsed in her mind with dark menace, an evil
heartbeat. Di-vorce. Di-vorce. Such a cold, awful word. A word that
sounded exactly like what it meant. To divide. To forcefully
separate into two parts, like an axe blade striking something
precious and cleaving it down the middle, leaving only broken
pieces behind out of a once-beautiful whole.

Divorce.

As yet unspoken, its specter haunted the
battleground of white linen stretched between them while they
endured their quietly strained dinner. The oh-so-solicitous passing
of bread, the refilling of a glass. Politely formal as they never
were, except when an argument was brewing.

Did Adam feel that poisonous ghost creeping along
his spine the way she did, digging its sharp-taloned fingers into
the tender skin at the base of his throat? Did he recognize the
danger, the red-flashing warning signs screaming, Turn back now,
before it’s too late?

In her mind, divorce was still a last resort, an act
of desperation, but for the first time, it hovered between them, a
topic to be broached. She hadn’t been able to read him that morning
when she’d asked if they could talk tonight.

Was he thinking about it?

His body language, once so familiar to her, had
seemed foreign, his thoughts unknowable. His wants unpredictable.
She had wandered through work in a fog. Had she spoken to anyone?
She couldn’t remember.

“I like this outfit on you,” Adam said, breaking the
silence again and startling her. Their dinner conversation had been
scant at best. “The blue brings out the green in your eyes.”

He’d seen her charcoal grey slacks, matching jacket,
and blue-green cami a million times.

“It’s teal,” she said, for no particular reason.
Then felt like a bitch for correcting him.

“Oh. Right.”

“Thanks, though,” she offered lamely, by way of
apology.

Adam shrugged and dropped his gaze to his wine
glass. Probably regretting he’d said anything.

Despite his casually elegant button-down navy shirt,
grey corduroy jacket, and dark jeans, Adam Wesley looked more like
the lead singer of a rock band, as he’d wanted to be in high
school, than what he was—a junior-college English professor, and
her husband of ten years.

The restaurant’s low lighting picked out the bronze
streaks in his dark brown hair, nearly the same shade as hers, and
sparkled his eyes with gold. If he smiled, deep dimples would pop
out in his lean cheeks, and his laugh could send shivers of lust
down her spine. At thirty-six, he could still make her panties drop
with a single look from fifty paces.

Add the fact that he could quote romantic poetry
without a trace of irony and sing overplayed love songs as though
they’d been written just for her. . . Well, who could resist that?
Not that she’d seen him give that look, or heard him sing, in a
long time.

But she remembered.

No wonder all the girls in his college classes had
crushes on him. She’d fallen for him practically at first sight
herself all those years ago. But lust had little to do with
building a relationship. Or keeping a marriage alive.

Lighting cracked outside Chez Charlie’s
windows, spearing across the white-tipped waters of Lake Winnebago,
and thunder rumbled in the distance, making her shudder. Another
storm blowing in.

Great.

“Sounds like a wild one coming up,” said Hannah,
their usual waitress, as she stopped beside their table to collect
the check Tracey didn’t even remember her dropping off. “I hope you
two have a nice fire ready to light when you get home. They’re
talking power outages on the radio.”

“You bet,” Adam said, nodding and smiling his
I-can’t-wait-to-get-out-of-here smile. The one that didn’t reach
his sherry-colored eyes, not at all like his normally warm,
friendly grin.

Hannah frowned, darting her gaze between them with
sudden concern. She’d been busy all night with extra tables and
hadn’t spent her usual time with them, or she probably would have
noticed the chill between them before now. To cover it, Tracey
lifted her own lips in the best imitation of a smile she could
muster, but knew she’d failed when the waitress’s mouth turned
downward instead of returning the smile.

“I’ll take care of this for you and be right back,”
Hannah said, the light dropping out of her voice.

Scanning their faces again, Hannah placed a hand on
Tracey’s shoulder and squeezed gently before walking away, nearly
setting free the tears Tracey had battled all day.

Silence returned to the table. Even the gentle
strains of the harpist strumming in the far corner of
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