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This book is dedicated to the reviewer who reminded me of the importance of attention to detail.

Writing has always been a comfort to me, and I couldn’t do it without the support of the friends and family I have in my life. I’m grateful to all of them. 

Finally, this book is dedicated to you, dear reader. Thank you for letting me entertain you with the characters that dwell inside my mind. I hope they bring you as much joy as they bring me.
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​Chapter One
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The perfect fall sky couldn’t distract from the impending doom about to overtake her life. The last of her three children, Megan, bounced between the house and the storage truck as if propelled by excitement alone. Had Kimberly ever been so young, or faced life with such excitement? At fifty-two, nothing in her life brought the joy etched in her daughter’s smile. Megan carried the last suitcase in the rented truck. The car they’d purchased her when she’d graduated high school bore painted well wishes from her friends. Kimberly held back tears as she walked toward her daughter to say their last goodbye before Megan drove away to college. Though she was only going across the state, it may as well have been light-years away. 

The manicured front lawn she’d spent decades perfecting crunched beneath her pumps that sunk into the soft earth. Lilies lined the front of her house with deep, colorful hues. Their beauty brought pain as she blinked back the tears that threatened to fall. Kimberly’s chest ached with each heartbeat that drove her closer to the end of life as she knew it.

It broke her to know she was no longer needed to care for the well-being of her children. They still needed her love, she knew that, but it was different when they were on their own. When she hugged her youngest daughter, she let her tears fall. Though Megan promised to be home for Christmas, the holiday seemed light-years away instead of right around the corner.

“Mom,” Megan said as she shook her head and frowned. “I’m not leaving forever, you know.”

Kimberly couldn’t bring herself to speak, but nodded her agreement and wrapped her arms tightly around the youthful woman, who shouldn’t be old enough to drive off across the state. 

“Also, the last time I did laundry, I turned everything pink. I’m sure that means you’ll see me once a week,” said Megan. 

Kimberly smiled. It was true, Megan struggled with the basics of adulthood. She’d tried hard to make sure all her children had the tools to survive whatever life threw at them. It seemed like only yesterday that Gregory taught Megan how to ride her bike next to the curb where they stood.

“Text me the moment you get there,” Kimberly said with her head buried in her daughter’s dark tresses.

“I will, I promise,” Megan said with a laugh. The excitement of her adventure shining clear in her bright eyes.

Kimberly’s husband of thirty years, Gregory Davenport, walked out of the front door with his arms loaded with boxes. She took a moment to admire his arms as he carried them. Even at fifty-four, he was gorgeous. His black hair, sprinkled with strands of white, made him look distinguished. The body he treated with care hadn’t given in to the battle of age. His face, partially hidden from the mountain of boxes he carried, had gone unshaved that morning and black and gray stubble lined his chin. She’d kissed that chin thousands of times, but as she stared, her mood went from bad to worse. 

After Megan and her father said their goodbyes, Kimberly stepped onto the sidewalk that led to her front door and waved as her daughter got in the moving truck. Megan waved and blew a kiss to her father. Through teary eyes, Kimberly watched her daughter drive away.

Gregory put his arm around Kimberly’s waist and watched the truck disappear in the distance. He winked at her.

“Well, after almost thirty years of marriage, we’re on our own.” His voice was deep. A chill of excitement crept down her spine when he spoke. He’d always affected her that way. She glanced at him. Despite his betrayal, she loved her husband with all her heart.

“In more ways than one.” She slipped out of his arm and walked into the house. She went straight to their bedroom and once again wished she had the fortitude to have separate rooms. As much as she sometimes hated her husband, he never failed to make her want him.

He followed her. The purpose of her comment had been to start a conversation. He walked into their bedroom. She glanced at him. Her heart rose into her throat. She could do this. Surrounded by the tranquility of their bedroom decorated in their combined love of the outdoors, Kimberly straightened her spine and squared her shoulders. She had to do this.

“What was that remark about?” His voice held a note of irritation. Gregory preferred everything out in the open. He hated hidden meanings and riddles. Funny logic from a man who hid another life from her.

“It means we’ll be on our own. It means you’ll be on your own in this house, and I’ll be on my own at the hotel I’m moving into today.”

She watched each word bounce off him as he absorbed what she said. The only noticeable sign he’d heard her was a slight redness in his face and the vein in his forehead that throbbed. His eyes, naturally a dark brown, were almost black.

“And to what do I owe the dishonor of my wife leaving me?” His harsh voice made her want to retract her statement for a moment. Not only anger, but pain tinged his words.

“Having my love thrown in my face for the last two years, knowing that you were lying in bed with another woman, torturing myself.” The words flew out of her mouth like a volcanic eruption. She’d kept them bottled up for far too long to stop them once they began.

“That made me realize I was worth nothing in your eyes. I promised myself that on the day our children left the house, I would too. Megan was the last, and she left today.” With that, she turned around and picked up the suitcase she’d packed earlier that morning.

“What are you talking about? I’ve never been unfaithful to you!” His voice rose.

The anguish in his words stopped her forward momentum. She’d rehearsed the scene for three months, but she didn’t expect his pain to hurt her.

“I hoped it was a phase, something you needed to do. A mid-life crisis.” Her voice rose as the anger built. “She kept calling. Then she’d tell me where you really were when you were supposedly on a business trip.”

She didn’t give him the chance to speak the words that threatened to come out of his open mouth. He’d had his chance to change his ways. For years, she blamed herself for his indiscretion, but no more. Never again would she give him the value of her self-worth and fall apart when he smashed it by his betrayal. Her actions, and her life, were her own. Only she had the power to make things better. She’d tried to wait him out, but her mental health demanded that she walk away. 

“Then I’d call your hotel and you wouldn’t be in.” Kimberly’s voice cracked as tears threatened. “She knew intimate details only a wife should know. For years, I put up with her calls. The children have left, and now, so have I.” Her face heated as memories assaulted her. The first call happened over two years ago when a digitized voice asked her if she knew where her husband was. Her faith in Gregory was unshakable for the first six months. It never occurred to her to believe such nonsense, but as time wore on, so did her defenses. After the first few months, Kimberly had changed her number, but that didn’t stop the calls from coming. Three months ago, she began a plan to leave her marriage. Gregory didn’t question the random withdrawals on their account, so she didn’t feel the need to share it with him. 

“How could you not come to me? Did you have so little faith in me, in us, to believe a lie? Kimberly, look at me.” He took a step toward her, but she stepped away from him. 

Shock caused his words to stutter as he stared at her, open-mouthed. She tried to look away from the anguish on his face. It didn’t make her feel any better to hurt him. All she wanted was to escape the pain he’d caused her, and to leave the marriage he broke. The only thing that stood between her and a fresh start was the door to their bedroom. The same door that had markings for each child’s growth that started a little over two feet and ended with her son at over six feet. That door that marked the passage of her life. 

The door that stood in her way.

Doubt lingered as she stared at the man whose heart she’d just crushed. “I can’t. Goodbye, Gregory.” Kimberly fumbled with the doorknob as sobs threatened to overwhelm her. She paused with her head down and took a breath before she walked out the door and out of her life.
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​Gregory stared at the front door that he’d shut more out of habit than conscious thought. What had just happened? The sight of his beautiful wife, red faced with anger and apparent disgust for him, shocked him to his core. While not meek, Kimberly rarely spoke in anger. In over thirty-years, he couldn’t remember a time she ever spoke to him with such an expression on her face. A wave of anger washed over him. How could she believe he’d ever betray the bonds of his marriage? Never once had he been unfaithful to her. If he hadn’t been so blown away by her announcement, he’d have said it again, demanding that she believe in him. He loved her as much after decades of marriage as he did the day he proposed.

The memory of that day gripped him even as he tried to push it away. In the waning days of the summer when he’d just turned twenty-one, Gregory arrived on Kimberly’s porch, as he did every Friday, for his three-hour visit. In summers past, they had only allowed him to spend thirty minutes with the beautiful woman who’d captivated him from the moment he’d agreed to a double date. 

As he climbed the steps of her front porch, he acknowledged he wanted more. He wanted every hour she would give him for the rest of his life. With the investment his father made in his education, Gregory’s life had only one thing missing. The red-headed vixen who put a spell on him he couldn’t break away from. He knocked on the door and awaited a response. Her father answered, to which Gregory was grateful. Kimberly’s father, he could deal with, her mother intimidated him.

“Fall’s coming,” Kimberly’s father, Mr. Kilbane, said in greeting as he stepped onto the front porch with Gregory and closed the door. The elder Kilbane had a full head of silver hair that curled around his ears. Time had touched the man’s mouth and eyes to show a life of laughter. Gregory hoped to fare as well when he was an old man.

“Yes, sir,” said Gregory.

“You’ll be going back to school, I imagine,” the older man said as he motioned toward the two Adirondack chairs on the front porch.

“Yes, sir, I got accepted to law school.” Gregory said as he sat down. He fought the urge to bounce his knee, as he did occasionally when nerves got the better of him. He’d practiced his speech, but his mouth ran dry as the anticipation built.

“What are your intentions toward my daughter?” The direct question took him by surprise. Kimberly’s mother most
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