
	Be careful what you wish for, because it just might send your life into a tailspin from which you may not recover.

	 

	 

	When presidential candidate Jamisen Powell meets volunteer Sarah Lee Pearson, he is shocked to discover her eyes mirror his own. But Sarah was raised by two loving parents and has no questions about her heritage. Instead, after their death, she merely longs to find an extended family. She becomes convinced that Powell could be a distant relative. Powell, on the other hand, has spent twenty-five long years haunted by the memory of a daughter kidnapped from her bed. He suspects Sarah could be his long-lost daughter. As both launch separate covert searches for the truth, Sarah is found by the estranged parents of the man who raised her. Suddenly, the truth will no longer set her free. It could destroy the happy memories of her childhood. Hang on to your seat, and more importantly, hang on to your heart, as one woman discovers the true meaning of family.
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Dedication

	 

	 

	To my friend and editor Tony who, like so many others, has happily discovered that family is about more than who shares your blood. It is also about who shares your heart.

	 


The President’s Daughter

	 

	 

	“Hush, little one. We must get to the train. We are going to visit your grandmother.”

	Five-year-old Sally nodded, her big sapphire blue eyes still flush with sleep. “Is Mummy coming?” she asked softly.

	Mary patted Sally’s fine blonde curls. “Your momma is a very busy lady. She will meet us in a few days.”

	“Okay, Mary.” Sally yawned and snuggled into her au pair. “Wake me when we get there.” She again fell asleep.

	Hurriedly, Mary passed the child through the bedroom window to the man who waited on the other side. Then she crawled out, falling onto a bush. She righted herself and took the child back into her arms. We must go. I put a little brandy in her milk. She will sleep through the night. And no one will check on her ‘til morning.”

	Sally slept soundly as they walked away into the night.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sarah Lee Pearson unlocked the doors to the meeting hall and stepped aside to allow other volunteers to enter.

	“The candidate gets here at four, so let’s get a move on, please.” She pointed to a stack of boxes against the wall. “Perdy, you and Jackson unpack those boxes and grab some of the other volunteers to help you. Sam, please get some people to help you set up the chairs. Remember, one aisle, down the center, or his security team will get their boxers in a twist.”

	“Sure thing, Slee.” Sam saluted and laughed. “All will be ready for the next President of the United States, Sir Jamisen Powell.”

	Sarah grinned. The senior partner of her law firm, Daniel Winters, was the head of the state campaign for Powell, so it was currently all-hands-on-deck at Winters & Simon, S.C. While the firm did not demand participation, it was made clear that volunteering would bode favorably for a partnership bid and year-end bonuses. And there was nothing Sarah wanted more than to be a partner. In fact, she intended to be Winters & Simon’s youngest partner ever.

	Jackson Millard walked over with a handful of brochures and handed one to Sarah. “Hey, Slee. Take a look at this guy. I never noticed it before, but he has your eyes. They’re that same odd color of blue. And the same shape. Are you related?”

	Sarah laughed. “Not hardly. The dude comes from some sort of dynasty. I was raised by two mill workers. And believe me, never the twain shall meet. Besides, I have no living relatives. My parents were onlies. I was an only. And as far as I know, there are no grandparents hanging around.”

	She looked at the photo and frowned. At age fifty-eight, Jamie Powell looked every inch a president—well, at least the Hollywood version. His salt and pepper hair was neatly styled, framing a lean face blessed with sharp sapphire blue eyes, an elegant nose, and a full smile. Although he had been educated as a lawyer at Yale, he had never practiced. After years of working on Wall Street, he had been elected to his father’s Senate seat after the old man retired.

	“You know, I guess I never really noticed his eyes before. They do look like mine.” She shrugged. “My parents always said I got my eyes and my smile from my grandfather. God knows I look nothing like them. I used to think I was adopted, but they denied it, so...” A wistful look crossed her face. “Still, not having any living family sucks. I always wanted a sister and cousins. Lots of cousins.”

	Jackson smiled. “After all of the shit you’ve been through—your parents dying in that explosion at the mill and then being placed in foster care—it would be kind of nice to discover you were some sort of American princess, wouldn’t it?”

	Sarah laughed. “Dream on, boyo.” She handed him the brochure. “Now get back to work. I need those brochures and the signs and the hats set out on the table by the door. Remember, the firm’s Executive Committee is watching.” She smirked. “Gotta keep the bosses on our good side, or they’ll stick us with some suck-ass project and no bonuses.”

	Jackson grinned. “And unlike you, I need all the points I can get. You’re a fancy international law associate. I’m just a contracts lawyer.” He bumped her with his hip. “So snooty you’d never marry the likes of me.”

	Sarah giggled and punched him in the arm. “In case you’ve forgotten, I chased you for two whole years in law school. You assigned me to the friend zone, so I resigned myself to spinsterhood.” She sighed dramatically, then smirked. “Almost.”

	Jackson chuckled. “Yeah, even I have noticed that poor Sam Charles over there desperately wants into your scandalous little thongs. Dude keeps sending all sorts of lustful looks your way.”

	“And how do you know Sam hasn’t already gotten into those scandalous little thongs?”

	“What?”

	Sarah snorted. “I don’t tell you everything, doofus. And as far as Sam is concerned, I am declaring ladies’ privilege.”

	Jackson growled. “And what exactly is that?”

	“The right of a lady to keep what happens in the bedchamber in said bedchamber.” She grinned. “But I can offer some advice for your love life. Invest in a few silk scarves. They work wonders as blindfolds and restraints, even gags. I’ll leave the rest to your imagination.” She tossed her head, snickered, and walked away.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	U.S. Senator Jamisen Powell walked into the suburban Milwaukee American Legion Hall and stomped his feet. “Damn, it’s snowing out there. I’ll be surprised if anyone shows up.”

	Daniel Winters hurried over to him, grinning. “It’s mid-November in Wisconsin, Senator. It snows. But we’re kind of like the post office. Neither snow nor rain nor heat nor gloom of night...” He grinned. “The only thing that would keep people home would be the Packers playing the Bears. And that’s not happening for a few weeks.” He shook the Senator’s hand. “Nice to see you again, Jamie.”

	Jamie nodded. “I’m a Patriots fan, myself. Though I wouldn’t mind a Super Bowl battle with the Packers.”

	“In that case, you’d be on the losing side, sir.”

	Jamie turned to the woman who had spoken and looked directly into a pair of eyes that mirrored his own. Startled, he asked, “And you are?”

	“Sarah Pearson, Senator.” She extended her hand.

	Jamie tried to cover his shock. My God, she could be my daughter. She looks so much like Anna. And she has my eyes. What the hell? Jamie took her hand and shook it, then hung on. She blushed and he let go.

	His campaign manager, Dirk Stevens, who stood beside him, cleared his throat. “Let’s review the agenda, shall we?” he suggested. He nodded at Sarah. “Thanks for your support.” Then he walked away, pulling Jamie by the arm. “No hitting on the hired help, Senator,” he muttered.

	“Oh, for crying out loud, Dirk. I wasn’t admiring her tits. I saw a familial resemblance. I was just wondering if she was a relative. God knows, my brother has all sorts of bastards running around. She could my niece.”

	Dirk frowned. “Well, I don’t think I need to remind you about the importance of keeping your hands to yourself, Jamie. Better men have been knocked off their pedestals for sins of the flesh.”

	Jamie snorted. “Not even a consideration. All I want is to be president. I have no intention of dishonoring my wife.”

	When they settled around a table, Winters asked, “Is everything okay, Mr. Powell? For a moment there, you looked like you had seen a ghost.”

	Jamie shook his head. “No, it’s just that Ms. Pearson looks familiar. She reminds me of someone.” He shrugged. “You know how it is. They say everyone has a twin in this world, their own doppelgänger.”

	Winters nodded. “Perhaps. Slee is one of our stars. National Merit Scholar. Top of her class at Wisconsin. Even spent a year at Oxford. She is becoming quite skilled in international law. We were worried the State Department was going to scoop her up, but for some reason, she turned them down. We are quite proud to have recruited her.”

	Still curious, Jamie said, “I am sure her parents are quite proud as well.”

	Winters shook his head. “I’m afraid the poor woman has no family. Her parents died when she was a teenager. They couldn’t find any other relatives, and I believe the mill that had employed her parents spared no expense searching for some. Got stuck in foster care for a few years. She never says much about it, but I sense it wasn’t a happy experience.” He frowned. “Can you imagine having your entire family ripped out from under you at such an early age? That girl is
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