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  About the author


Howard Kane writes the stories most people are afraid to tell. 
As a former Fortune 500 executive, he knows what it feels like to appear successful on the outside while quietly unraveling on the inside. For years, he hid his drinking behind late nights, busy calendars, and a polished smile. When he finally faced the truth about his addiction, he discovered that recovery wasn’t just possible; it was life-changing.
Howard channels that experience into memoir-style novels that explore addiction, family trauma, money, and power. His five-book saga, The Daughter of a Drunk, follows Olivia Parker from a terrified little girl in a small Ohio town, vowing she’ll never be like her father, to a woman fighting billionaires, corrupt institutions, and her own worst impulses. The series blends coming-of-age drama, generational alcoholism, and high-stakes whistleblower suspense into one continuous, bingeable story.
He also writes standalone novels rooted in alcohol dependence and recovery, including The Double Life of a High-Functioning Alcoholic, which pulls back the curtain on the addiction that hides behind ambition and success, and From Wine Mom to Sober Mom, which shines a light on the unique struggles mothers face when drinking threatens everything they love.
Through raw honesty and lived experience, Howard’s books show that surviving a drunk parent or being the drunk parent is only the beginning. The real story is what you do with the wreckage. Readers describe his work as “impossible to put down” because the characters feel uncomfortably real, and their choices never come cheap.
If you’ve ever questioned your relationship with drinking, grown up in the shadow of someone else’s, or wondered how far you’d go to protect the people you love, Howard Kane’s stories are for you.
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  Chapter one
The Name


I'm floating. 
Not falling. Floating. Somewhere near the ceiling of a room with no windows. Just black walls and that pine smell. Chemical-sweet, covering something rotten.
Below me, there's a body on the bed. It takes too long to realize it's mine.
My wrists are tied. Silk. The kind that doesn't leave marks. My arms lie at wrong angles, as if someone arranged a doll and walked away.
My mouth is open. Making sounds.
"Please. Please. Please."
But I'm not down there saying it. I'm up here. Trapped. Watching myself beg.
Move. I scream at my body. Get up. Fight.
Nothing happens.
The drug cut every wire. I can see everything, feel everything, understand everything. But I can't make my fingers twitch. Can't make my legs work. Can't do anything but witness.
He's smoothing his white shirt. Again.
Palms flat against the linen. Checking the creases. Making sure everything is perfect.
"You're fighting it," he says. Too calm. Clinical. "That's normal. They always fight at first. But they stop soon."
The Bach gets louder. Violins screaming things I can't scream.
I try to dive back into my body. Force my way in. Reclaim what's mine. But there's nothing to grab onto. I'm a ghost haunting my own assault.
My head turns below. Slow. Wrong. My eyes are open. I can see from two places at once: from the ceiling and from inside that useless body.
He's looking at me with empty eyes. Doll's eyes. Something pretending to be human. He smooths his shirt.
My body whispers something. Barely audible under the music.
He tilts his head. "Forty-seven times you've said please tonight. I've been counting."
The pine smell is choking me. But I don't have lungs up here. Don't have a throat. Just awareness. Just this terrible watching.
He unbuttons his cuff. Checks the alignment. Buttons it again.
"Mother taught me that presentation builds trust. People see what they expect to see."
Another smooth of the white shirt. Ritual. Steps he follows each time.
"I prefer my companions compliant."
Please. My body begs below. Tiny. Broken. Nobody hears me. I try again to get back in. To reconnect. To be whole.
He crouches closer. Face inches from mine.
"You've already consumed a significant dose," he whispers. "Best to let it take its course. Fighting creates complications."
His hand moves. My body flinches or tries to. The movement is sluggish. And I realize with crystal clarity: this will never end. I'll be here forever. Trapped above myself. Watching him destroy me while I can't lift a finger to stop it.
My body is making sounds again. Not words anymore. Just animal noises.
"Do you know how easy it was?" He's circling now. Slow steps. "Clean khakis and a white shirt. Suddenly, homeless prostitutes think I'm safe."
The Bach builds toward something terrible. His laugh echoes. "That's just the mammal brain's last stand before the medication finishes its work."
And I'm still floating. Still watching. Still screaming with no voice while the drug keeps me split in two. Consciousness sharp as a knife and body dead as meat.
The ritual smoothing. The empty eyes. The pine smell. Forever.
"Olivia!"
Linda's voice crashed through the memory. Real. Present. Desperate.
"Baby, wake up! You're safe. You're home."
I gasped. My eyes flew open. Not the penthouse. Not the darkness.
Linda's guest room. February morning light. Millfield.
Four months since that night. Four months pregnant. Four months of waking up drowning.
My hands flew to my throat, checking for fingerprints that had faded weeks ago but still burned. The silk around my wrists. The paralysis. I could still feel all of it carved into my bones.
"You're in Millfield," Linda said, her hands warm on my shoulders. Anchoring me. "You're safe."
Safe. The word was a lie we both pretended to believe.
My heart slammed against my ribs. Sweat soaked through my nightshirt. The sheets were twisted around my legs. Like restraints. I kicked them off and scrambled out of bed. My hands shook so badly I had to grip the dresser.
For a second, the room tilted and I was back there, watching my body make sounds I couldn't control while he studied me like I was data and the violins played mathematical perfection.
"I'm okay," I lied. "I'm fine."
Linda didn't argue. We both knew better.
"I'll make coffee," she said softly. "Decaf for you."
She left me alone in the room that used to be mine. Before college. Before McKinsey. Before I became someone who woke up on penthouse floors with hours cut out of her life.
I sat on the bed, hands on my stomach where the baby, Grace (I'd already named her Grace) was growing. Four months along. 
My whole body screamed for vodka. The only thing that could make the nightmares stop. The only thing that could quiet the memories. The drugged wine, the floating sensation, the watching myself disappear while Bach played and I couldn't get back in.
The bottle was in Linda's shed. Dad's old stash. Just sitting there behind the rakes, dusty and full, waiting. I hadn't touched it yet.
But God, I wanted to.
Because when I was drunk, I couldn't see those empty eyes or hear myself begging or feel the silk cutting into my wrists or smell the expensive cologne.
Day 122 of sobriety meant feeling all of it. Every second. No escape.
Grace kicked again. Harder. Like she knew what I was thinking. This baby I'd poisoned for six weeks with vodka. This baby conceived in violence who kept fighting anyway.
I got dressed slowly. Maternity jeans from Goodwill. A sweater that smelled like fabric softener and safety. I walked downstairs on legs that felt unsteady.
The kitchen smelled like coffee and toast. Normal things. Things that felt impossible.
"Eat," Linda said, sliding a plate across the table.
I stared at the eggs. My stomach turned.
"Detective Smith called again," Linda said carefully. "Fourth time this week."
My hands froze on the fork.
The DNA results. The name of the man who'd drugged me, tied me down, and counted my begging like I was an experiment.
But I already knew his face. I saw it every time I closed my eyes.
"I can't," I whispered.
"You don't have to—"
"I can't do this." My voice cracked. "Can't stay sober. Can't raise this baby. Can't live with what happened to me. My body won't let me forget."
Tears streamed down my face. Hot. Endless.
Linda pulled me into her arms.
"I know, baby. I know."
"And I'm carrying his baby. A piece of the worst night of my life growing inside me, and I should hate her, but—"
Grace kicked again.
"But she's fighting," I whispered.
Linda squeezed my shoulders. "So fight with her."
"I don't know how."
"Yes, you do. You're doing it right now. Every day you stay sober. Every time you choose to stay here instead of disappearing into the vodka."
I pulled back and looked at her through tears.
"I'll call Detective Smith," I said finally. "I'll find out the name. I'll face it."
Because Grace was fighting, despite being conceived in violence and being poisoned. Despite having a mother who spent four months floating above her own body in nightmares.
If she could fight, maybe I could too. Even if every breath felt like dying.
I picked up the phone and dialed before I could think about the bottle. Before I could think about the wine glass heavy in my hand, the room spinning, and his voice saying, "I prefer my companions compliant" while the drug stole everything.
The phone rang.
"Ms. Parker?" Detective Smith's voice came through the phone. Professional. Careful. "Thank you for calling me back."
I sat at Linda's kitchen table. Four months sober. One hundred twenty-two days.
And I was about to find out who had raped me. Who had fathered Grace.
"I'm here," I said.
"Can you come to the station? I think this is a conversation we should have in person."
Linda squeezed my shoulder, steadying me.
"Okay," I whispered. "I'll be there in an hour."
I stood up, grabbed my jacket, and let Linda drive me to the police station. And I tried not to think about what I'd do after I learned his name.

    
  The detective's office smelled like burned coffee and old files. I'd been in this room four times now, telling the same story to different people who looked at me with the same expression, as if I were a problem they didn't know how to solve.
Four months pregnant. Sitting in a chair that creaked every time I shifted my weight. Grace moved inside me like a question I couldn't answer.
Detective Smith looked tired. Not the kind of tired that comes from one bad night, but the kind that builds up over years of hearing stories like mine.
"Ms. Parker, I want to be straight with you." He pushed a folder across the table. "We got the DNA results back from your rape kit."
My hands went to my stomach automatically.
"And?"
"The DNA matches Tyler Carrington."
The name hit me like cold water.
Tyler. The man in the penthouse with the marble bathroom and Bach playing softly while he tied my wrists. The one who'd smiled when he handed me wine that tasted wrong. Who'd raped me while I couldn't move, couldn't scream, couldn't do anything but float somewhere above my own body, watching it happen.
He had a name now. A real name, not just "him," "the man," or "that night I try not to remember."
"Do you know who his mother is?" Detective Smith asked gently.
I shook my head, but something cold was already crawling up my spine.
"Margaret Carrington. CEO of Carrington Media."
The name hit me like a fist to the stomach.
Margaret Carrington.
The Peninsula Hotel. The night I'd lost everything. I had been trying to land the Carrington account: $2 million, which was supposed to be my ticket to promotion. I'd watched her husband David and his colleagues mock homeless people, imitate "twitching junkies," and make zombie faces while they laughed about attempted robberies.
That was the night I'd screamed about Leo in front of three hundred people. The night the viral video started. The night Margaret Carrington had watched me collapse on the marble floor while security carried me away.
And then, months later, she'd walked into Nordstrom and recognized me folding clothes for twelve dollars an hour. She savored every second of my humiliation while trying on dresses and asking about my "family" with fake concern dripping from every word.
Then, she made a phone call. Thirty seconds of conversation. And I was fired.
Margaret Carrington had systematically destroyed what was left of my life. And now—
"No," I whispered. "No, no, no."
Detective Smith's expression showed he didn't understand. "Ms. Parker?"
"His mother is Margaret Carrington?" My voice came out strangled. "The Margaret Carrington?"
"You know her?"
"She—" I struggled to catch my breath. I looked up at Detective Smith. "She's already destroyed my life once. And now her son—"
I couldn't finish the sentence.
Her son had raped me. He had tied me down, drugged me, and left me cold on his bathroom floor. And she had billions of dollars and an army of lawyers, and she'd already proven she could obliterate me with a single phone call.
"This is why you don't think you can prosecute," I said. "Because it's her. Because she owns half of Chicago."
Detective Smith's silence was answer enough.
"It's a large media company," he said quietly. "Publishing, digital media, content creation. Worth about ten billion dollars. And Ms. Carrington has... resources. Unlimited resources."
The room tilted. I gripped the edge of the table.
"So what happens now?" My voice came out smaller than I intended.
Detective Smith leaned back in his chair. It creaked. Everything in this building creaked. The floors, the chairs, and the futures of girls like me.
"I believe you, Olivia. The evidence supports your account. But I need you to understand what you're up against."
"Money."
"Yes, you are right. Money. Power. Lawyers who went to Harvard and Yale. PR firms that can make you look like the villain in your own assault." He paused.
"Can we still prosecute?"
Detective Smith's face told me the answer before he said it.
"The DA's office is reviewing the case. But between you and me? They're not optimistic. Carrington's legal team is already filing motions. Character assassination. Reasonable doubt. They'll argue consent, that you were working, that this was a transaction you regretted later."
"He drugged me."
"I know. But the only substance in your system was alcohol. You'd been drinking before you met him. You told us that yourself. His lawyers will say you drank too much, blacked out, and invented the drugging to justify feelings of guilt about the encounter."
The encounter. Like rape was just something that happened to me, not something he did.
"So he gets away with it."
"I'm sorry. I really am." Detective Smith looked like he meant it. "We'll keep investigating. Sometimes new evidence surfaces. Other victims come forward. But you should prepare yourself for the reality that this case might not go anywhere."
I stood up. My legs felt like water, but I made them hold me.
"Thank you for believing me."
"Of course I believe you. I just wish belief was enough."

    
  Linda was waiting in the car outside the police station. She'd driven me here, taken off work at the diner to sit with me through this. Her face was tight with worry.
"What did they say?"
"His name is Tyler Carrington. His mother runs Carrington Media."
Linda went pale. Even she'd heard of Carrington Media. Everyone had.
"Oh, baby."
"They don't think they can prosecute. Too much money. Too many lawyers." I stared out the window at the parking lot. "I was raped by a billionaire's son, and nobody's going to do anything about it."
Linda's hand found mine. Her palm was rough from years of carrying hot plates and wiping down tables. It felt like the only real thing in the world.
"Then we figure out what comes next."
"What if there is no next? What if this is it? He wins, I lose, and Grace grows up knowing her father is a rapist who got away with it?"
"Then you survive anyway. Like you've been surviving. One day at a time."
I wanted to believe her. But how easy it would be to just stop fighting. Stop choosing sobriety. Stop pretending I was strong enough for this.
We drove home in silence. Home. That's what Linda's house was now. The same house where I'd grown up hiding from Dad's rages. The same house I'd sworn I'd never return to.
But here I was. Pregnant. Broken. Starting over in the place I'd spent my whole life trying to escape.

    
  The legal aid lawyer's office was in a strip mall between a nail salon and a discount shoe store. Her name was Patricia Clarkson, and she looked about twelve years old.
"I've reviewed your case," she said, shuffling papers on a desk held together with duct tape. "The evidence is strong. The rape kit, the medical records, your consistent statements. In a fair world, you'd win."
"But we don't live in a fair world."
"No. We don't." She looked at me with tired eyes that belonged to someone much older. "Carrington has unlimited resources. They can drag this out for years. Appeals, motions, delays. They'll file so much paperwork you'll drown in it. And they'll destroy your character in the process."
"So what do I do?"
"You have three options. One fight. Spend years in court, endure the publicity, and probably lose anyway. Two: take a settlement if they offer one. Sign an NDA, take the money, and never speak about it again. Three: walk away. No money, no justice, but also no more trauma."
I pressed my hands against my stomach. Grace kicked, tiny thumps against my palm like Morse code. Like she was trying to tell me something.
"I can't walk away. And I can't sign away my right to tell the truth."
"Then you're looking at option one. And I have to be honest. It will destroy you. The media coverage, the scrutiny, the lawyers tearing apart every choice you've ever made. You're four months sober. Can you stay sober through years of that?"
The question hung in the air between us.
Could I?
I thought about the vodka bottle in the shed, how my hands shook every morning, and how I still woke up at 3 AM with my heart pounding, tasting wine that shouldn't be there.
"I don't know," I whispered.
Patricia's face softened. "That's honest. And honestly? I'd advise you to consider all your options carefully, not because you don't deserve justice, but because pursuing it might cost you everything you have left."






  
  Chapter two
Above the Law


They came on a Thursday afternoon. 
I was in Linda's kitchen making tea when I heard the car. Not just any car. The kind that costs more than Linda's house. A black Mercedes SUV with tinted windows pulled up to the curb like it owned the whole street.
My stomach dropped before I even saw who got out.
Two men in dark suits emerged first. Bodyguards. They moved like professionals, scanning the neighborhood as if Linda's quiet street in Millfield were enemy territory. One stayed by the car, hand resting inside his jacket. The other walked the perimeter of Linda's yard, eyes moving constantly.
And then she stepped out.
Margaret Carrington.
She wore a cream-colored Chanel suit that probably cost what Linda made in six months. Her silver hair was styled perfectly, not a strand out of place. Diamond earrings caught the afternoon sun. She moved with the kind of confidence that comes from never worrying about money in your entire life.
Even standing on a cracked sidewalk in front of a house with peeling paint and an overgrown lawn.
I watched through the window as she looked at Linda's house. Really looked at it. Her nose wrinkled slightly, like she'd caught a whiff of something unpleasant. Her eyes swept over the rusted mailbox, the sagging porch, the neighbors' yard full of broken toys, and an above-ground pool with a hole in it.
She was cataloging our poverty. Filing it away like evidence in a case she was building.
This was the woman who'd watched me shatter at the Peninsula Hotel. Who'd seen me fold clothes at Nordstrom and savored every second of my humiliation. Who'd made one phone call and destroyed what little I had left.
And now she was here. On Linda's lawn. About to walk into the house where I'd grown up.
Linda came up behind me. "Who is that?"
"Margaret Carrington." My voice came out flat. Dead.
"Tyler's mother?"
"Yeah."
"What does she want?"
The doorbell rang. The bodyguard on the porch stood with his back to the door, scanning the street as if assassins might leap from behind the overgrown hedges.
Linda opened the door. I stood behind her, hands on my swollen belly, feeling Grace kick against my palms like she could sense the danger.
Margaret's face broke into a smile that didn't reach her eyes.
"Good to see you again, Olivia."
Her voice was smooth. Pleasant. Like we were old friends running into each other at the country club instead of a rapist's mother and a rape victim meeting.
"Mrs. Carrington," Linda said, her voice cold. "What do you want?"
Margaret's smile tightened just slightly. "You must be Olivia's mother. Linda, is it?"
She said Linda's name like she was testing out a foreign word. Something unfamiliar and slightly distasteful.
"I'm here to speak with Olivia." Margaret's eyes flicked past Linda to me. "About a matter of some urgency."
"Anything you have to say, you can say in front of my mother," I said.
Margaret's gaze moved slowly over me. Taking in my swollen belly, my bare feet, my unwashed hair pulled back in a ponytail. I watched her catalog every detail of my decline, just like she'd done at Nordstrom. But this time, there was something else in her eyes.
Satisfaction.
"Very well," she said. "May I come in?"
"No." Linda's voice was steel.
For just a second, Margaret looked genuinely surprised. Like she wasn't used to hearing that word. She probably wasn't. People like her didn't get told no.
"I see." Her smile never wavered. "Then I'll be brief." She glanced at the neighbors' houses, at the cars driving past. "Though I imagine you'd prefer to have this conversation privately. It concerns a rather... delicate matter."
She let the word hang there. Delicate. Like my rape was something embarrassing we should discuss behind closed doors.
"We're fine here," Linda said.
Margaret's eyes hardened. Just for a second. Then the smile was back.
"As you wish." She reached into her designer handbag. Hermes. I recognized it from my McKinsey days. She pulled out an envelope. Thick, expensive paper. "I'm here to make you an offer, Olivia. A generous one, considering the circumstances."
"I don't want your money."
"You haven't heard the terms yet." Margaret held up one perfectly manicured hand. "Two hundred thousand dollars. That's more than enough to get you back on your feet. Find an apartment. Provide for that child." Her eyes dropped to my stomach again. "Give her opportunities."
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