

    
        
          Their Broken Rose

        

        
        
          Elim Nyamz

        

        
          Published by Elim Nyamz, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THEIR BROKEN ROSE

    

    
      First edition. September 7, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elim Nyamz.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232978457

    

    
    
      Written by Elim Nyamz.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

DEDICATION

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Further Reading: The Billionaire’s Last First Kiss



  	
        
            
            "In a world where love blooms fragile and trust is easily shattered, two hearts dared to hope. But between family expectations and hidden wounds, their rose could not remain whole. This is the story of beauty touched by pain, of tenderness tested by truth, and of the bittersweet fragrance left behind when love cannot be what it dreamed to be." Elim Nyamz
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To every heart that has loved so fiercely, it felt unbreakable, only to discover the quiet pain of a love broken.

This story is for you.

It's for the ones who know what it's like to walk away, to mourn a future that was, and to carry the weight of both scars and hope. For those who've dared to tend to the gnarled thorns of the past, not to erase them, but to find a new kind of strength.

May you always find the courage to let your heart bloom again, and may you know that the most beautiful love stories are often the ones that were once broken.
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Chapter 1
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The chipped ceramic mug felt like a familiar anchor in Clara Sterling’s hands, warm against the chill that perpetually clung to her small cottage. Outside, the world was waking up in a symphony of soft grey light and the distant murmur of the sea, but inside, Clara moved through the morning like a shadow. Each step on the worn wooden floorboards was quiet, deliberate, as if she feared disturbing something fragile that still lingered in the air.

Her life, these days, was a carefully curated silence. The old Victorian house, perched on the edge of the cliffs overlooking the tumultuous North Sea, was her sanctuary and her prison. Every antique lace curtain, every dust-mottled beam of sunlight that dared to pierce the gloom, held a memory. And memories, for Clara, were sharp-edged things.

She drifted into the compact kitchen, the smell of brewing tea was her small comfort. It wasn’t strong coffee, the kind she used to make, dark and bitter and full of life. This was herbal, soothing, meant to calm the nervous flutter that often took root deep in her chest, a tremor she’d learned to live with. Her gaze fell on the windowsill, where a single, delicate rose in a slender vase was beginning to unfurl its petals. It was a soft, blush pink, almost white at its edges, a stark contrast to the vibrant, passionate crimson she once associated with the bloom.

A ghost of a smile, thin and brittle, touched her lips. That rose was an act of defiance. A quiet rebellion against the crushing weight of what had been, and what was no more.

Four years. Four years since the world tilted on its axis and spilled all the joy from her life. Four years since the last time she’d heard his laughter echo through these very rooms, since his strong hands had cupped her face, since his eyes, the colour of warm whisky, had looked at her like she was the only star in his universe.

Julian.

His name was a whisper in the hollows of her heart, a phantom limb that still ached with unbearable familiarity. She’d tried to excise him, to scrub every trace of him from her existence. She’d fled their shared life not with a dramatic, tear-streaked escape, but in a quiet, methodical dismantling of her old self. She'd packed a single suitcase, left everything else behind, and disappeared into the quiet anonymity of this coastal town, hoping the crashing waves would drown out the echoes of his betrayal.

But some echoes were too persistent.

Even now, standing in the quiet of her kitchen, the faint scent of old spice – his old spice – seemed to cling to the air, a cruel whisper of a ghost she could never fully banish. It was a scent that had once promised safety, passion, and forever. Now, it only spoke of the brutal unravelling of what she'd believed was her forever.

Clara took a slow sip of her tea, the warmth spreading through her, a small, transient comfort against the ever-present chill within. Her life was a series of routines, built like carefully stacked stones around an empty space. Get up. Drink tea. Tend to the rose. Walk the cliffs, letting the wind whip away any stray tears. She kept her small, home-based calligraphy business going, her fingers steady even as her heart trembled. Each elegant script, each perfectly formed letter, was a testament to control, to precision, to a life where chaos was no longer welcome.

Sometimes, late at night, when the wind howled like a banshee off the sea and the house creaked around her, the façade would crack. Memories would flood in, unbidden and relentless. Moments of unbridled happiness, stolen kisses in the rain, the fierce tenderness in his eyes. And then, the memory of the shattering. The cold words, the undeniable proof, the hollow ache that had consumed her until she felt like little more than a ghost herself.

She traced the rim of her mug with her thumb, her gaze fixed on the wilting petals of the rose. It wouldn't last much longer. Nothing beautiful seemed to, in her life. But this time, she wouldn’t simply let it wither away. This time, she would pick off the dead petals, prune the dying stems, and wait. Wait for the spring, for new growth, for a different kind of bloom.

It was a small hope, a fragile, almost imperceptible whisper in the vast silence of her life. But it was a whisper, nonetheless. And for Clara Sterling, after everything, that was enough to get her through another day.

The city at dawn held a fragile kind of peace, a brief lull before the relentless roar of traffic and ambition began. But for Julian Ashford, peace was a foreign country he hadn't visited in years. He stood by the expansive window of his penthouse apartment, his hands shoved into the pockets of his tailored trousers, watching the first blush of pink stain the skyline. Below, the concrete jungle stretched, a monument to the very success that felt increasingly hollow.

His life was a towering edifice of achievement: a booming architectural firm, a sleek apartment designed with meticulous precision, a reputation for sharp intellect and an even sharper wit. From the outside, Julian Ashford was the epitome of controlled power, a man who built empires. But inside, he felt like a ruin.

A slight tremor in his fingers, he ran a hand over the stubble on his jaw.. Sleep had been a reluctant visitor again, chased away by the familiar parade of regrets. The kind of regrets that didn't scream, but whispered, insidious and constant, eroding the foundations of his spirit. Four years. For four years, he built and strived, filling every waking moment with work, hoping its sheer volume would drown out the deafening silence of his quiet hours.

His gaze snagged on a framed photograph on a nearby credenza. It was an old picture, slightly faded, showing a laughing woman with eyes like polished emeralds, her arm linked through his, her head resting on his shoulder. Her smile, wide and unburdened, seemed to mock the grim set of his own mouth now.

Clara.

The name was a bitter taste on his tongue, a phantom ache in his chest. He hadn't seen her, hadn't spoken to her, hadn't even heard a whisper of her life in all these years. He hadn't dared. He was the architect of his own solitude, the master builder of the wall that now stood between them, impassable and cold.

He remembered the way her hair had felt like silk against his cheek, the scent of wildflowers and sea salt that clung to her, the easy rhythm of their lives together. Their laughter had once filled rooms, their dreams had intertwined, a vibrant tapestry of shared futures. He'd believed in that future, in their future, with a fierce, unwavering conviction. He'd thought their love was an unshakeable fortress, capable of withstanding any storm.

But he had been the storm. Or perhaps, the tremor that brought the fortress down.

The burden he carried wasn't a sudden, cataclysmic event, not a single, definable betrayal like a sharp knife to the heart. It was a slow erosion, a series of missteps, of unspoken words that festered, of priorities misplaced, until the foundation cracked beneath the weight of his own silence and fear. He’d prioritized ambition over connection, security over soul, until one day, he looked up and found that the vibrant, breathing love they had cultivated had simply... stopped breathing.

He remembered the final conversation, or rather, the lack of one. Her quiet resignation, the way her emerald eyes, usually so vibrant, had dulled to a flat, lifeless green. His own clumsy attempts to fix it, to promise change, felt hollow even to his own ears then. He had let fear of failure, of losing control, dictate his actions, and in doing so, he had lost the one thing he truly couldn’t live without. He had watched her go, not with a dramatic confrontation, but with a quiet, devastating finality that still haunted his every breath.

A sharp ring from his phone jolted him. It was his assistant, detailing the day's impossibly full schedule. Julian answered, his voice a calm, authoritative baritone, a stark contrast to the tumult in his mind. He was good at compartmentalizing, at burying the chaos beneath layers of work and logic. It was how he survived. It was how he ensured he wouldn't make the same mistakes again. He had built his new life on caution, on control, on never allowing himself to be that vulnerable again.

Later that morning, in the sterile silence of a high-rise conference room, Julian presented plans for a new city park project. It was ambitious, incorporating native flora and sustainable design, a testament to growth and renewal. As he spoke, slides of blooming roses, vibrant and full, flashed across the screen behind him. His gaze lingered on one image—a perfect, dew-kissed pink rose, full of life. It was beautiful, undeniably so. And a cruel, poignant reminder of a beauty he had let wither away.

A sudden, sharp pang hit him, a familiar ache of regret and loss. He'd been so focused on building structures, he'd forgotten how to nurture the delicate things that truly mattered. He could design a towering skyscraper, but he hadn't known how to tend to the fragile bloom of a deeply personal love. He hadn't understood that even the strongest roses could break if not cared for, and sometimes, even when cared for, they could break from internal fissures.

As the meeting concluded and colleagues offered their praise, Julian felt a familiar emptiness. He had achieved everything he set out to do, yet the triumph tasted like ash. He was successful, respected, and utterly, profoundly alone. He walked back to his office, the cityscape unfurling beneath him, a testament to his outward success and his inward desolation.

He often wondered if she was happy, if she had found the peace and joy he had so carelessly jeopardized. He hoped she had. And sometimes, in the dark of night, he allowed himself to hope for something else, something far more foolish: a whisper of a second chance, a way to mend what he had so thoroughly broken. But that was a dream, a silent plea he kept locked away, buried beneath the weight of his undeniable sorrow. For now, he just carried his burden, one precisely measured step at a time.

The sun, a generous golden orb, spilled over the rolling hills of the English countryside, illuminating a patchwork quilt of green fields and ancient trees. In the heart of it all, nestled beside a babbling brook, stood a small, slightly ramshackle cottage with a garden that was less manicured and more exuberantly alive. This was their sanctuary, the place where Clara and Julian built their life together, brick by loving brick, a sanctuary filled with laughter and shared dreams.

Clara, her usually meticulous hands delightfully smudged with earth, knelt beside a rose bush, humming softly. She wore an old, paint-splattered shirt of Julian’s that dwarfed her, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, and her hair, usually held in a neat bun, was escaping in playful tendrils around her face. Her brow was furrowed in concentration as she gently coaxed a new shoot from the rich soil.

"You're talking to it again, aren't you?" Julian's voice, warm as the summer breeze, drifted over her.

Clara jumped, startled, a smudge of dirt blossoming on her cheek. She twisted around, her eyes bright and clear as spring water, sparkling with mock indignation. "I am nurturing it, Julian Ashford. There's a difference. And don't pretend you don't talk to your blueprints when no one's looking."

He chuckled, a rich, resonant sound that always vibrated through her, even from a distance. He leaned against the rustic wooden fence, arms crossed over his broad chest, a soft, indulgent smile playing on his lips. He was dressed in worn jeans and a simple t-shirt, far from the sharp suits he wore in the city, and in this setting, he looked impossibly handsome, more real, more his. His dark hair was falling casually across his forehead, and those intense, intelligent eyes, usually so focused, were softened by affection as they landed on her.

"Point taken," he conceded, pushing off the fence and moving towards her, his movements easy and confident. "But this particular rose bush seems to have captivated you more than the others."

Clara glanced down at the nascent plant, a delicate, almost ethereal blush pink. "It's special," she murmured, a softness entering her voice. "It's resilient. I found it in that old nursery, looking a bit neglected, but I saw the promise in it." She looked up at him, her gaze direct and full of unspoken meaning. "It reminds me of us, in a way. Not neglected, of course, but... full of promise."

Julian knelt beside her, the scent of fresh earth and Clara’s subtle floral perfume filling his senses. He reached out, his finger tracing the curve of a tiny bud. "Full of promise," he echoed, his voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur. His eyes met hers, and in their depths, she saw not just love but a boundless wonder, as if he still couldn't quite believe his luck.

Their hands brushed, and a familiar spark ignited between them, a silent language they both understood. It was always there, this electric current, whether they were debating the merits of a new architectural design, poring over ancient manuscripts for her calligraphy inspiration, or simply existing in comfortable silence. Their connection wasn't just passion; it was a deep, intuitive understanding, a shared rhythm that felt like coming home.

He remembered the day they met, years ago, at a dusty university archive. She was meticulously cataloguing ancient texts, her brow furrowed in concentration. He, sketching intricate patterns for a historical restoration project. He'd spilled his coffee, a clumsy, uncharacteristic move, and she'd looked up, her annoyance melting into a bright, surprised smile that had stolen his breath. From that moment, a quiet fascination had bloomed, evolving into an unstoppable force.

Their dreams were intertwined, woven together like the intricate patterns in Clara’s illuminated manuscripts. Julian dreamt of building structures that blended seamlessly with nature, that inspired and uplifted, not just steel and glass, but places with soul. Clara dreamt of preserving beauty through her art, of bringing ancient stories to life with her graceful script, of finding the perfect shade of ink to capture the essence of a fading memory. And together, they dreamt of this cottage, this wild, untamed garden, a haven where they could create, love, and simply be.

"Remember our first date?" Julian whispered, his thumb caressing the back of her hand. "That awful Italian place with the plastic grapes?"

Clara giggled, a pure, unrestrained sound that made his chest ache with tenderness. "And you talked about stress loads and cantilevers for twenty minutes, while I tried to explain the nuances of medieval Gothic script. Anyone else would have run screaming."

"But you didn't," he countered, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "You stayed. And then you told me that my 'cantilevers' were actually a metaphor for how I approached life – always seeking equilibrium, but sometimes relying on unseen forces to hold things up." He paused, his gaze thoughtful. "You saw me, Clara. Really saw me, even when I didn't see myself."

Her fingers interlaced with his, tightening gently. "And you saw the messy, imperfect parts of me that I tried to hide. You saw the fierce passion beneath the quiet façade. You made me feel like all the wildness in my heart was a gift, not a flaw."

He leaned in, his lips brushing her temple, then trailing down to her ear. "You are a gift, Clara Sterling. Every messy, beautiful, perfectly imperfect part of you."

The air between them was thick with affection, with history, with the boundless future they saw stretching before them. This rose, this delicate, promising bud, was a silent witness to their love. They had planted it together, hands intertwined, their breath mingling in the cool spring air. It was more than just a flower; it was a symbol of their commitment, their shared vulnerability, their belief that something beautiful could grow from a quiet, tender beginning. They’d watered it with shared laughter, fertilized it with mutual respect, and watched it unfurl, petal by precious petal, mirroring the unfolding of their own passionate, vibrant love.

Later, as twilight painted the sky in hues of lavender and rose, they lay on a worn blanket in the garden, watching the first stars prick the velvet darkness. Julian had an arm draped loosely around Clara, her head resting on his chest, listening to the steady, comforting beat of his heart.

"What do you wish for?" Clara murmured, tracing patterns on his bare arm.

Julian tightened his embrace. "More of this. Forever of this. Building our dreams, right here, with you." He paused, then pressed a soft kiss to her hair. "What about you, my love?"

Clara sighed contentedly, the scent of earth and blooming roses filling her lungs. "The same. To see this garden flourish, to fill this house with stories and laughter, and to keep discovering new ways to love you."

Their dreams weren't grand, sprawling ambitions, but quiet, profound desires to build a life rich in connection and meaning. They were two souls who had found their perfect counterpoint in each other, balancing ambition with tranquillity, intellect with intuition. Their love wasn’t a roaring fire, but a deep, steady flame, burning brightly and warmly, promising a lifetime of shared light.

The rose bush, nestled in its bed, seemed to breathe with them, its nascent blooms holding the promise of endless summers, endless tomorrows. In that moment
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