

    
        
          Love's Endless Realm (Patrick & Cathy's Story)

        

        
        
          Marianne Dora Rose (also known as Paula Freda) and Paula Freda (aka Marianne Dora Rose)

        

        
          Published by Dorothy P. Freda, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOVE'S ENDLESS REALM (PATRICK & CATHY'S STORY)

    

    
      First edition. December 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Marianne Dora Rose (also known as Paula Freda) and Paula Freda (aka Marianne Dora Rose).

    

    
    
      Written by Marianne Dora Rose (also known as Paula Freda) and Paula Freda (aka Marianne Dora Rose).

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Love's Endless Realm (Patrick & Cathy's Story)

DEDICATION

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    DEDICATION
 
With thanks to my Dear Lord Jesus and his Blessed Mother Mary whose strength, guidance, and her Holy Rosary, are my anchor in this troubled world, I dedicate this book to my husband, Domenick, whose love, patience and kindness over 48 years kept my dreams and view of the romantic alive and vibrant.
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It was no secret, though never mentioned among the staff of Theo Scaloni’s law firm, that his most valuable member, Patrick Gregson, still carried a torch for his former legal secretary, Theo’s sister-in-law, Allie, now married happily to the man she loved with all her heart, along with their children.

Patrick, hired straight out of Law School, had proved his worth, so much so that in time Theo had offered him a partnership in the firm. Patrick graciously accepted and together they made a formidable team.

Cathy Dawson recently employed as Patrick’s new secretary had come with high recommendations, having worked for several years as secretary to Anthony Santangelo, Theo’s brother-in-law, who now, along with his wife Gabriella, ran the Flower Chain inherited from his retired parents. It was no secret either, though never mentioned among the law firm’s staff, that Cathy still carried a torch for Anthony, now happily married to the woman he loved with all his heart, along with their children.

During her college years, Cathy majored in business law and office administration. She earned her degree, and later, her Legal Secretary Certificate, making her a viable assistant to any law firm that she chose to apply to. One of her choices had been the Scaloni law firm. As she had done with her other choices, she had mailed in her letter of introduction listing her education and viable traits.

Impressed with her résumé, Theo had responded and set up an interview.

Punctual from childhood, a trait instilled in her by gentle-hearted but morally strict parents, she had arrived at the law firm, only to learn that at the last minute, Theo had been called to the side of a client at an impromptu court appearance, requiring that all his pertinent appointments be moved down to the afternoon, along with her interview. As her appointment was the first on his calendar, there had been no time to advise her.

However, awaiting her at the receptionist’s desk was Anthony, coincidentally visiting. Theo had asked Anthony to deliver his note of apology and take Cathy to breakfast at the corner cafeteria, at the law firm’s expense. Anthony handed her Theo’s note along with a most courteous invite per Theo’s suggestion.

She had never met anyone like Anthony. Handsome to take her breath away, unattached, respectful, courteous. A gentleman.

Over their breakfast, she channeled their conversation toward learning more about the law firm, firsthand. Anthony, a loquacious, apparently well-educated young man, not much older than herself, answered her questions, letting slip out that he, as manager in the town’s branch of his parents’ Flower Chain, was in need of a secretary to replace the one retiring to care for her elderly widowed mother, ailing and in need of daily assistance.

“She was that good a secretary?” Cathy felt the need to ask.

“The best,” he said. “Conscientious to a fault. Kind, respectful, well-educated. A caring woman, motherly, in an ethical sense. A rare combination. Wishing her mom the best, I’m truly sorry to see her go.”

“I can tell by the way you speak about her, that you were as good an employer as she was an employee. The kind of employer who deserves loyalty. I don’t believe I’d be mistaken to assume that your brother-in-law’s character is similar to yours, evidenced by the extra effort he has taken on my behalf. Unusual and unexpected, especially since he’s never actually met me.”

“Theo is better than me,” Anthony said. “Better educated, more patient. He recently married my elder sister, a beautiful young woman, gentle, kindhearted, Christian young woman, whom years ago he met as a six-year-old child. At the time he was a law student and worked in our uncle’s construction company as a clerk.

Six-year-old Dorothea had watched a film the night before with our parents, about a young couple who suffer great trials before attaining their happiness. A child learning right from wrong, the hero fascinated her. On a visit to our uncle’s company, with our father, she saw Theo seated at the computer. It was his eyes, he tells the story, that caught her attention, so like the eyes of the hero in the movie. Well, her little mind was convinced that Theo was the one our parents had referred to when they advised her to remember what to look for in a good man to marry when she grew up. As he puts it, ‘She ran over to him, and quick as a hummingbird, made him promise that he would marry her one day.  He was definitely the good man our parents had described the evening before.’

She refused to leave his side until our uncle, beside himself with laughter, whispered in Theo’s ear, ‘Just humor her. She’ll forget all about this by tomorrow.’ Theo, seeing the humor in the situation, and no harm done merely humoring his employer’s precocious six-year-old niece, promised. His fate was sealed.

As Dorothea grew, she forgot the incident. Theo graduated law school and became our uncle’s in-house lawyer. But as she grew, whenever dad brought her down to visit our uncle, and later on when she visited on her own, Theo remembered her innocent actions with a chuckle as he’d sneak a curious peak through his office door slightly ajar. And as she matured into a beautiful woman, beautiful inside and out, he fell in love with her.  He never approached her until she graduated from college. His initial greeting was to remind her of the promise she’d made him give her.” Anthony laughed. “The rest is history, much better recounted by them.”

“I would love to hear their story.”

“Well, if my brother-in-law hires you, you’re bound to meet Dorothea. My sister often comes to the firm to join Theo for lunch and to visit.”

“You think I stand a chance to be hired?” Cathy asked.

From the way he extolled your qualifications set out in your résumé, I’d say so. Honestly, if you weren’t applying as a Legal Secretary, I’d have asked for an interview with you, myself. But your qualifications are far above what I require to assist me in my managerial duties. I do hope he offers you a position.”

She regretted it now, making a choice at that moment, his words, his ardor, his sincerity, so appealing to her own desires to find a good man with whom to spend her life. Her own romantic dreams of someone with whom to share her life.

“Would you consider our conversation thus far, an interview; consider hiring me as your secretary?”

“What? Are you serious?” he gaped.

“Very serious.”

“But your qualifications, your training, your Certificate?”

“They will be there, if I should need to reclaim them in the future.”

“What will my brother-in-law think?” Then with a hopeful gleam in his eyes, a hazel brown with a hint of blue in the light of the cafeteria’s rustic wood chandeliers, “Are you sure?”

She should have thought twice before answering in the affirmative. But at that moment, she had already fallen head over heels in love with this wonderful man, in her pride and foolish assumption, that her beauty and loyalty would win his heart. Unthinking that he would never requite her feelings, though he would be the best of employers, kind, understanding, a Christian man of

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





