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  A Note From My Heart 
This book is dedicated to every woman who has ever doubted herself.
To the ones who carry burdens quietly, who give and give until there's nothing left for themselves, who wonder if they're enough — you are. You are stronger than you know, braver than you feel, and so deeply loved.
To the woman who's afraid to dream again because life didn't go the way she planned. To the one still healing from yesterday, holding onto hope for tomorrow. To the one who feels invisible some days, like no one truly sees her — God sees you. He sees every tear, every prayer whispered in the quiet, every step you've taken even when it felt like you were standing still.
May these pages remind you that it's never too late to believe in yourself, to chase the dreams God placed in your heart, and to know — without a doubt — that you matter, you are seen, and you are loved beyond measure. 🤍
Want me to tweak anything else?
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Looking at my reflection in the mirror, I wonder who the woman is looking back at me. I don’t even recognize myself. “Where did I go, Sissy?” I whisper quietly. Charles, my husband, says I’m crazy for talking to my dead twin sister, stating that when they are dead, they are gone forever. There is no way you can talk to them, or they can talk to you. 
I knew he would never understand. It is not that they talk to you. It’s a feeling, it’s a whisper. Today is always a hard day for me. It is the anniversary of Susan's (Sissy), death. She died of brain cancer at seventeen years old. She started complaining of headaches. After several weeks, when the headaches didn’t go away, the family doctor recommended she see a neurologist. They ran tests and found she had a brain tumor in her temporal lobe, the area of the brain that controls speech. 
He wanted to operate right away, but when Sissy found she could lose her voice, she begged Mom and Dad not to make her have the surgery. Singing was her life and if she couldn’t sing, she didn’t want to live. 
Since she was a minor, Mom and Dad were the ones to make the decision. They chose to override her wishes, telling her that may not happen. If she did lose her voice, at least she would be alive. 
The day before surgery when the nurse came in to shave Sissy’s head, I asked her to shave my head too. The nurse was shocked and didn’t want to do it. I told her, being identical twins, people would be able to tell us apart, if one of us had a shaved head and one didn’t. Sissy smiled wanly at me and said, “People will always be able to tell us apart because you are not going to have the scar on your head that I will.”
“People will never see it when your hair grows back.”
When our parents walked into the room and saw both of us with shaved heads, they never said a word. They understood the bond between the two of us.
I look in the mirror and for a split second, I see Sissy beside me. We had so much fun growing up being identical twins. We spent hours in front of a mirror making sure we matched so we could play tricks on people. Many times, we even fooled our own parents until we started laughing. Sissy’s laughter was loud and contagious, whereas mine was quiet and reserved. 
I wipe away a tear that starts rolling down my cheek as memories flood my mind. 
I still remember the surgeon walking into the waiting room and telling us the tumor was much larger than they thought; he couldn’t get it all. Test results would confirm it, but he was ninety-nine percent sure it was malignant.
Dad had asked him, “What does that mean?”
The surgeon had looked at us sympathetically and said, “With chemo and radiation, we might be able to extend her life for a few months.”
We all started crying. A few months? How was that possible? She was only seventeen years old and had her whole life ahead of her. 
When she woke up unable to speak and Dad told her the surgery was unsuccessful, she wrote on a piece of paper that she would not go through with chemo or radiation. This time my parents did as she asked.
Knowing what little time, she had left, our parents did not make her go back to high school. Instead, they let her stay at home to write music. She said she may not be able to live on, but her music could through me. When I came home from school, she would be sitting by the piano and show me the song she had written, wanting me to sing it to her. Every day I sang to her. Even on the day, she took her last breath.
Bracing my arms on the bathroom counter, I bow my head in despair. Feeling the cold marble on my palms makes me think that is how I feel inside cold, without feelings. This is not how we dreamed our lives were going to be.
Next month, I turn fifty years old, and Charles and I celebrate our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. Huge milestones I should be happy about, but I’m not. Instead, I woke up this morning feeling depressed, angry, and guilty. It hit me, I only have a few years left on this earth and I haven’t fulfilled the promise I had made to my sister.
We dreamed of a musical career and jokingly called ourselves the Beatlettes. We talked about it for hours on end. I would play the piano and she would sing. Sissy was so vivacious. She entered us in every talent contest there was. She loved getting up in front of an audience and entertaining them, whereas I preferred being in the background, playing the piano, and watching her.
She made me promise after she was gone, I would continue playing and make it big for the two of us. Knowing how hard it is to succeed in the music industry, in college I majored in business and minored in music. When I started my job at Anderson and Stanfield, Incorporated, I told myself it was only temporary. It was just a job to pay my bills, music was my passion. 
Almost from the beginning of starting the job twenty-eight years ago, the job came first, and my music took backstage. A responsibility I never dreamed I would be taking on or wanted, was literally dropped in my lap. 
This last year has taken its toll on me traveling and working non-stop. Making me question the choices I have made in my life. I cannot even remember the last time I played the piano or tried writing a new song. Without music. I feel incomplete.
The only person I can blame for it is myself. I allowed myself to get molded into the person staring back at me. I have come to hate my perfectly styled blonde hair because I have naturally dark hair. But Charles loves blondes. When we first met, I was so young, naïve, and infatuated with him; I would have done almost anything he asked. If I am honest with myself, I was hoping he could feel the void I felt in my heart after losing my sister. Now I know that void can never be filled by another person. That emptiness will always be there.
I was twenty-two, fresh out of college, and looking for a job. One of my college professors was the brother of Jack Anderson, the president of the company. He knew his brother was looking for a new assistant and so he suggested I apply at the company. He had called his brother, telling him I was “Smart as a whip.” Jack would be a fool not to hire me.
Yes, I was very book-smart, but when it came to interacting with others, I was extremely shy. Susan was the outgoing twin, not me. I had been working there for two weeks, when I looked up and saw one of the most handsome men, I had ever seen come walking towards me. 
As soon as he spoke, I recognized his voice because I had spoken to him several times on the phone. Now I understood why all the women in the office sighed when they spoke his name, Charles Stanfield. Co-owner of the company and the Vice-President of Sales. 
“You must be Elizabeth; the new assistant Jack cannot stop raving about.”
I could barely stutter out, “Yes, but everyone calls me Beth.”
I’m sure he knew how infatuated I was when I turned beet red, as his smile grew bigger. He winked at me as he walked into Jack’s office. “You are too regal to be a Beth, I’ll call you Elizabeth.” From that moment on, I became Elizabeth.
My eyes followed him as he shut the door. Because I was sitting down, I could not tell his exact height, but I guessed him around six feet tall. He had short, blonde hair, parted on the side. But it was his eyes and smile that absolutely captivated me. His eyes were a beautiful shade of blue and his smile was perfect, the teeth straight and white. Even though he had on a business suit, you could tell he had a nice shape underneath it.
Like all the other women in the office, I sighed. Not only because of how handsome he was, but also because I saw the wedding ring on his finger. Which meant he was off limits. I would never fool around with a married man.
The following day, he invited me out to lunch, saying he liked to take every new employee out because he wanted to personally get to know them. He said the company was more than a place for people to work; every employee was part of the family. After that, it became a ritual for us to go to lunch when he was in town. He told me I was easy to talk to. 
One day he had subtly mentioned he loved blondes, so I dyed my hair blonde. When he had complimented me on how nice I looked, I had ridden on that high for weeks. Next came how I should dress.
“Elizabeth, let me be frank with you. One thing I learned early in the business, first impressions are important. The first thing people notice about you is how you dress.” He waved his hand, as his eyes scanned me up and down. “Your clothes do not flatter you.”
I was so embarrassed, I felt like crawling under the table.
“You are the president’s assistant. You need to dress like it.” He told me I was so smart, and one day I was going to be the president of the company. I remembered saying I would never be the president of the company. When Jack retired, he would step in to be president. He did not respond to that, merely smiled. That should have been my first warning sign; he was manipulating me.
He suggested a store for me to go to buy new clothing. I had heard of the store, but I had never been inside it, knowing it was way out of my price range. But I wanted so much to impress Charles, I took what little savings I had and drove to the store, hoping maybe they had clothes on sale that I could afford. As soon as I walked into the women’s section, a sales clerk, who was dressed very stylishly, started towards me, anticipating a sale. Then she stopped, looked me up and down, and walked away, knowing instinctively that I would never be able to afford anything in the store.
I almost turned around to leave because she made me feel ashamed. Then I got mad. How dare she treat me like that! Lifting my head proudly, I walked into the department, my heart beating wildly in my chest. 
A young sales clerk, who had seen how the other salesclerk had acted, came running over to me and put her hand on my arm. “Ignore her,” she said, smiling brightly. “My name is Sally. How may I help you?”
Feeling her sincerity, relief washed through me. The bravado I had been feeling just a moment ago, was quickly fading. I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m not sure.”
“What are you looking for?”
I looked at the rude sales clerk who was standing over to the side, acting bored. “I want to look like her.”
Sally shook her head. “You don’t want to look like her, you have a lot more class than she does.” She looked me up and down and this time I did not feel uncomfortable. I could tell she really wanted to help me. “You’re wearing the wrong colors. You’re a winter.”
“Are you saying I’m a cold person?” I asked, confused.
“No, no, no,” she said, laughing. She started walking towards a mannequin wearing a beautiful white blouse and black skirt I would’ve loved to have. “Winter means you will look good in vibrant colors like, white, red, royal blue, deep purple, and black.” She waved her hand down her body. “Whereas I am a fall person. I look better in colors such as yellows, oranges, and browns. You couldn’t wear these colors because they would make you look washed out.”
Looking down at my cream top and brown slacks, I began to understand what she was saying. I always seemed to gravitate toward the browns because I didn’t like attention. But if I wanted Charles to look at me, like he did other women, I needed to dress better. Even though I knew his opinion shouldn’t matter as much as I was letting it.
Lifting the price tag hanging out of the sleeve of the mannequin my heart dropped. The cost of the blouse was more than I had in my wallet. There was no way I could afford an extravagance like that. I whispered, “I can’t afford this.”   “That’s okay,” she said as she started pulling several blouses, slacks, and skirts off the racks. “Come on, let’s go try these on.”
“But I can’t afford them,” I said, following her into the dressing room.
She walked into the first empty room and hung the clothes on the hook. Turning back, she gently pushed me into the room, smiling. “Have a little fun and try them on.”
I stood in the room as she shut the door behind me. Staring longingly at the clothes, I figured why not and began to undress and try on the clothes. Turning this way and that way, I stared at myself in the mirror. Wow, what a difference! Just wearing these nicer clothes made me feel so much better about myself.
There was a soft knock on the door. “Are you decent?”
“Yes,” I said, opening the door so she could see me. Timidly, I asked, “How do I look?”
“Beautiful,” she said as she handed me several dresses. “Now try these on.”
“But….”
“No buts,” she said as she closed the door behind me. “You need to see what you can look like wearing them.”
After trying on several outfits, I finally asked her, “Why are you having me try on these clothes when you know I cannot afford them.”
“I have a feeling about you. One day you are going to come in here and buy whatever you like and not even glance at the price tag. Until then,” she handed me a piece of paper with an address on it, “I want you to go to this thrift store. They usually have nice, used, name-brand clothing I know you probably can afford. Just remember the colors you need to be staying with.” Her smile grew brighter. “One day when you can afford these clothes, come back and ask for me. I will become your personnel shopper.”
Sally was right. At the thrift store, I found a lot of beautiful clothing I could afford, and it amazed me how different I felt wearing name-brand clothing. When Charles complimented me, saying he knew I would like the store he suggested, I just smiled. I never told him where my clothing really came from.
At work, men who barely glanced at me before started coming up to my desk and talking to me. A part of me was flattered, but another part of me was upset, even though I never showed it. The only thing that had changed about me was my clothing. Several asked me out on a date, but I always politely refused. I told myself if they couldn’t see me as the person I was before I got new clothing, they didn’t deserve me. Honestly, I knew it was more than that. The only man I wanted was Charles.
I walk out of the bathroom and over to my walk-in closet. As she predicted, Sally became my personal shopper, almost twenty years ago. She is now the manager of the store but still takes care of me. All I do is call her and tell her what event is coming up and she sends over several outfits for me to try on. I keep what I like and send the rest back. 
I cannot even remember the last time I shopped in a store. For any clothing items I want, Sally provides for me, including my lingerie and shoes. Maria, our housekeeper, buys all the groceries and cooks our meals when we are home. In the last couple of years, she has done very little cooking, because both of us are rarely home.
Looking at my clothing, I see several still have sales tags on them. Sally was right; I don’t even look at the prices anymore. Even though I can afford these clothes, I miss the fun of shopping at thrift stores. They always felt like little treasure hunts.
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Letting out a deep sigh, I walk out of the closet with my bathrobe still on. I know I should be getting dressed for my flight to the master class, but for the first time ever, I do not want to go. Instead, I walk over to the bed and sit down, reflecting on my life. 
Six months after I started working for the company, Jack called me into his office. He, Charles, and their attorney, Christian Matteson, were sitting at the small conference table. He asked me to shut the door and come sit at the table with them. 
“Elizabeth, what we are about to say is confidential. And if you do not want to do it, we understand, but please do not repeat this to anyone.”
I could tell by the grim look on their faces, it was serious. “Okay,” I said. 
Jack started, “I don’t think I ever told you the full background of this company?”
“It was started in your garage.”
“That’s right. I was a retired engineer from General Motors at forty-eight years old. I thought retirement would be fun. Instead, I was bored out of my mind. You know Cheryl,” he said, thinking of his wife, “she told me to get off my duff and do something. So, I started tinkering in my garage. It’s ironic, improvements I had wanted to do at GM that my manager said weren’t feasible, got me my first patent. But I didn’t know how to sell it. That is where Charles came into the picture.”
He waved his hand in front of him. “Five years later, here we are. Business is booming and we are building the new expansion.”
I was completely confused. “But what does this have to do with me?”
Charles spoke up for the first time. “My marriage is in trouble. The only thing I have of value, that she will come after, is my half of this company.”
My heart started racing. If he got divorced, maybe there was a chance for me. “Why don’t you just buy her out?”
“I can’t. Everything I have is tied up with this new expansion. Neither of us has the money to pay her off.” Then he reached over and took hold of my hand and squeezed it. “That is why what we are about to ask you to do is so important. We know we can trust you.”
Jack spoke up again. “We would like to sell the company to you for one dollar.”
“What?” I asked in utter shock, pulling my hand out of Charles’s hand. “Why would you do that?”
“If we do not own the company, she cannot come after it,” Charles explained.
I looked over at the attorney, “Is it even legal to sell it to me for one dollar?”
Christian weighed his words before answering me. “Technically, yes. They have the right to sell it to anyone they want, for any dollar amount. But it must appear they sold the company to you because they didn’t want creditors to come after them in case this new business adventure didn’t pan out.” With a stern face, he looked at Charles. “Not because your marriage is in trouble, and you are trying to get rid of your assets. You need to keep your marriage together for at least another year. Do you think you can do that?”
Charles chuckled. “I have faked it for the last two years, what’s one more.” He looked at Jack with sadness on his face. “I am so sorry I got us in this mess. I should have done the prenup as you asked me to.”
“It’s too late for that now.” Jack looked at me and I am sure he could see the fear in my eyes. “This is just a temporary paperwork transaction. Nothing else is going to change. We will all continue doing the jobs we are currently doing. No one besides the three of us, and my wife Cheryl, will know the sale took place. This is just a precaution.”
Christian pulled out paperwork from his briefcase, which I naïvely barely glanced at, and just signed where he told me to sign. I then had to go out to my purse, get a dollar bill and hand it to Jack to make it a legal sale. I was so smitten with Charles; I would have done anything he asked. 
A year after I signed the paperwork to own the company, Charles and Lynette’s divorce became public. As they had anticipated, she sued for half the company. When she found out they had sold it to me, she went ballistic. She had expected to get at least a million dollars since the company at the time was valued at almost two million dollars. The day their divorce was finalized, she confronted me in the company parking lot, telling me what a fool I was. Charles was a manipulator and all he was doing was using me. He would bleed me dry as he had done her. At the time I foolishly thought, “He would never do that to me.” 
Now, I understood what she meant. I was like a cow that willingly got led to the slaughterhouse. It started subtly. Charles was going on a business trip and didn’t have time to do the sales budget or finalize the contracts, would I mind doing it for him? He had smiled at me, putting several folders on my desk. He told me he had most of it done, it just needed to be all put together. Then he would go on to flatter me, telling me how much he appreciated me. Of course, I did it. 
Prior to me owning the company, for the monthly managers' meeting, all I had done was arrange it and make sure there was fresh coffee, then I would leave the room. I am not sure who was more shocked, the managers or me when Jack asked me to stay and sit in the seat beside him. Many had looked at Charles questioningly at the other end of the conference table, and all he had done was smile and say it was a good idea. 
I rarely spoke up during the meetings, mainly observing and taking notes. After the meeting was over Jack, Charles, and I would discuss the highlights and I would sign any necessary paperwork if needed. Soon after, it became just Jack and me. Charles would make an excuse, and we let him leave because we knew there wasn’t a reason for him to stay. Jack always made the major decisions. I had started out as Jack’s assistant but was now becoming his protégé.
We fell into a routine. One year turned into two and then the unthinkable happened. Jack was diagnosed with cancer. The chemotherapy treatments he was taking made him so weak, he began missing a lot of work. I started handling all the major decisions, even though the employees thought Jack and Charles were making them. Jack would call in and apologize, saying he hated burdening me with more work since I was already doing most of Charles’s job for him. But he knew Charles wouldn’t step up and take on the responsibility of running the company.
Only a handful of people knew Jack had cancer. They kept it quiet because they were worried their customers might go elsewhere if they found out how sick he was. Knowing what little time, he had left, he wanted to spend it with his family. 
At the company picnic, with his arm around his wife, Cheryl, he announced he was going to finally take her on the six-month trip around the world he had always promised her. He told everyone in his absence, I would be acting president. Then he laughed, stating I knew the business much better than Charles did. 
Everyone laughed and jokingly patted Charles on the back. He took it all in fun, but between the three of us, we knew it was true. I had already been doing both of their jobs for almost a year. That is when I officially became president of the company at twenty-four years old.
Knowing the full responsibility of the company was truly on my shoulders terrified me. I could see the worry on the employees’ faces when they looked at me. How in the world was this young girl, barely out of college, going to be able to run a company? A few came up to me and said I wasn’t qualified for the position; Charles should be the president. I wanted to scream at them, “He doesn’t want it.” Instead, I said with a forced smile on my face, “It’s only until Jack comes back from his vacation.” 
Not wanting to admit my absolute fear of failure, I heard of a women’s master class. It was where businesswomen from all over the world met in Australia for two weeks. The timing was perfect, it was the same time as the company’s annual summer shutdown. 
Even though it took all the money I had in my savings, it was the best investment I had ever made. There, besides hearing from some phenomenal speakers, we were shown different ways to let go of stress using meditation and yoga. Not only did we relax, but it was a time for us to share our experiences, brainstorm, and network. 
During the master class, I learned so much. It felt good to talk to other women who faced the same daily struggles I was going through. They were all shocked when I told them I was the president of the company, not a manager. They bluntly asked me if I had slept my way to the top. I was shocked. I told them I was the acting president. The actual president was sick, and the vice president didn’t want the responsibility. The resentment I had seen on several of their faces turned to sympathy and understanding. They started firing off questions at me. What kind of company did I run, how many employees were there, and what were my annual sales? The questions kept coming and I answered them as fast as I could.
They all agreed I was taking on too much of the work myself. A true president knows to let the managers handle the day-to-day business. I needed to focus on the big picture. It was like a huge burden had been lifted off my shoulders. 
Another thing that was blatantly obvious to them, I was trying to run the business as Jack had been running it. What was my vision for the company? I knew for the business to grow, changes had to happen. Suggestions I had made to Jack, which he had blown off as being too risky, I realized as acting president and owner, I could now do. I came back from the retreat with a whole new confidence. 
My first stop when I got back from the retreat was to see Brad, the Human Resources manager. I instructed him to hire a salesperson to work with government contracts. He had looked up at me and said, with his condescending attitude, “Sure honey, I’ll get right on that, once I get Charles’s approval.”
That did it. If I wanted the employees to treat me like the president of the company, then I needed to start acting like one. Brad was a chauvinist pig, who treated women like they were dirt beneath his feet. His behavior was not going to be tolerated in this company anymore.
“Pack up your things. You no longer work at this company.”
He stood up, slammed his hands down on his desk trying to intimidate me, and yelled, “You cannot fire me. Only Jack or Charles has that authority. Everyone knows the only reason you got this job is that you’re sleeping with Charles.”
How dare he say that to me! As I looked at his smug face, it took everything I had not to slap it. That’s when it hit me. I could do anything I wanted to, and no one could stop me. Not even Jack or Charles. I owned the company.
Smiling, I said, “You have five minutes to leave these premises.”
Turning I saw everyone standing up in their cubicles staring at me. I knew they had all heard what had transpired. As I looked around the room, many glanced away with guilty looks on their faces. Did everyone really think I had slept my way to the top? Then I realized they probably did, because of Charles and I going to lunch every week and the longing I had on my face when I looked at him. It probably would have been the same conclusion I would have come to if it wasn’t for the fact, I knew it wasn’t true. 
I looked at the men and said, “Please escort him out of the building.”
Realizing his mistake, Brad rushed around his desk and grabbed a hold of my arm, trying to stop me from walking away. “Now Elizabeth, there is no need for you to get your panties knotted up. I’m sure we can work this out.”
I yanked my arm out of his grasp. “Don’t ever touch me again.” Walking out of the office, I stopped at Janice, his assistant’s desk. “Make sure you get his keys.”
Smiling at me, she said, “I would be happy to.”
Ignoring the stares, I walked upstairs into my office and shut the door. My emotions were so high, my hands were shaking. There was a knock on my door. The last thing I wanted to do was talk to someone, but I knew I couldn’t hide away. I had to face what I had just done. Trying to calm myself, I took a deep breath and said, “Come in.”
Relief washed through me when I saw it was my friend, Jane, the marketing administrative assistant. “I just fired Brad.”
“I know.” She walked into the office, closing the door behind her. “He should have been fired a long time ago.”
I sat down dejected in my chair. Knowing I could trust her, I asked, “Does everyone really think I’m sleeping with Charles?”
“One thing I have learned in life is you cannot stop people from gossiping.”
Her not answering my question answered my question. Wouldn’t they be surprised to find out I was still a virgin. “When they hear I fired Brad, they’ll really have something to gossip about.”
“Are you kidding me? You are everyone’s hero. He should have been fired a long time ago.”
“But what are we going to do? We need an HR manager to start hiring the people we need as we grow.”
“You already have the best person for the job, Janice. She already has her bachelor’s degree and has been going to school nights to earn her Master’s in Human Resources. She’s already been doing a lot of Brad’s work.”
At that moment, Charles came walking through the door. “Is it true? You fired Brad?”
“Yes,” I said, feeling defensive. “It’s something you and Jack should have done a long time ago. You’re lucky the company hasn’t gotten sued over some of the things he has said to the women here. Including me.”
He shook his head, “I know we had warned him several times. But Brad was our friend; we couldn’t just fire him. So, what are you going to do now, Madam President?”
I looked at Jane and back to Charles. “I am going to talk to Janice and see if she would like to be promoted to the HR manager’s position and I’m transferring Jane to become my assistant.” Then I looked at Jane, “That is if you want it?”
She smiled at me, “I would love to become your assistant.”
“Good choices,” he said, smiling his special smile at me. “We both know the assistants are the smart ones around here.” Then he walked out the door, leaving the decision up to me.
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As much as we hoped Jack would beat cancer, he didn’t. When he and Cheryl had come back from their cruise, he had come into his office and sat down in the chair across from me. I felt uncomfortable sitting at his desk, while he sat on the other side. 
He looked around, noting I had not changed anything. His office was the same as when he left it. “Beth, you really need to start making this your office.”
I could hear the defeat in his voice. “I’m not going to do that. This is your office. You are going to come back to work.”
He had sadly shaken his head. “No, we just came from the doctor’s office. The cancer has spread. I have maybe a few weeks to live.”
I couldn’t stop the tears from rolling down my cheeks. It reminded me of when the doctor told us Sissy only had a few months to live. “I am so sorry.”
“Don’t be,” he said. “I have had a good life. But one thing that truly gives me peace of mind is knowing the company is in good hands with you at the helm. You are doing great things here. I should have listened to you sooner.” His face grew serious. “I need you to make me a promise.”
“Anything.”
“Promise me you will never sell the company back to Charles.”
I could not believe he was asking me to make this promise. “But it is not my company; it belongs to the two of you.”
Jack sadly shook his head no. “I love Charles like he was my own son. But he doesn’t have the heart you do. I see the way you care and interact with the employees. My number one priority has always been to look out for their welfare. I think that’s your priority, too. If he took over, the company would fall apart within a year, because his number one priority has always been himself. That is why I had gone along with his plan to sell the company to you for one dollar. It wasn’t just because we knew Lynette would try to get a piece of it. I needed to give it to someone who would take care of it.”
“But what if Charles asks me to sell it back to him?”
He shook his head, “He won’t.” Then he stood up to leave. “My brother was right when he told me to hire you. I knew from the beginning you were going to be a great asset to this company. Now, before I leave, I need to hear your promise.”
I stood up and walked around the desk to give him a hug, whispering in his ear, “I promise.”
“Thank you, Beth, this gives me peace of mind,” he said hugging me tightly. 
Six weeks later he passed away. After the funeral, Charles showed up at my front door. It was the first time he had ever been to my apartment. I opened the door and he stood in the doorway with tears running down his cheeks. “I’m sorry for barging in like this, but I didn’t know where else to go.”
I opened my arms and held him while we both cried. That night changed our relationship from co-workers to lovers. I had lain awake in bed, thanking God for my dream of Charles wanting me had come true. I knew since his divorce, he had dated several women, but when he needed someone, he came to me. Six months later he proposed and moved into my apartment. 
I was working so many hours, I let Charles plan our wedding. He had made it a lavish affair at the country club, spending way more of my money than I should have allowed. My parents kept asking me, “Are you sure this is the type of wedding you want?” Wanting to make Charles happy, I assured them it was, when in fact I hated it. I had always dreamed of a small, intimate wedding on the beach.
After we got married, I thought we would combine our earnings, as other couples did. But Charles convinced me we should keep everything separate. I needed the tax deductions more than he did. Before I knew it, everything was in my name, the house, the cars, and especially the bills. What I had done was take over Jack’s role of taking on all the responsibility, while Charles played.
Our first house was a modest, nine-hundred-square-foot two-bedroom, two-bathroom house. When the company started doing well, Charles said we needed to entertain more, and we couldn’t do it in our little house. He found a new housing development where million-dollar homes were being built on five-acre lots. He contracted an architect to design the biggest home on the block. With my money, of course.
Even though I did not want a bigger house, I learned the best thing to do was let him have his way. If not, he pouted and acted like a child. But when he was able to do whatever, he wanted, he was one of the most charming and affectionate husbands you could ever want. Everyone thought we had the perfect marriage.
When I had looked at the design of the house, Charles could tell I did not like it. It was too ostentatious for my tastes. We didn’t need a ten-thousand-square-foot home, with seven bedrooms and ten bathrooms for just the two of us. So, I said no. For three weeks he hounded me every day about how much we needed a house like this. How in the world could we look like a successful couple if we lived in our little hovel of a home? He was embarrassed for people to know where we lived. I loved our home.
When his pouting did not work, he used the one tactic on me he knew would work. He got very loving and said, “But don’t you want to fill it with children?” He knew how badly I wanted children. As usual, I gave in.
The architect came to the office and laid out the plans for the house on the conference room table. I pointed to the back of the house and said I wanted him to add on a twenty-by-twenty-foot room. When Charles asked why, I told him it was going to be my music room, where I could teach our children how to play the piano and sing.
He laughed and looked at the architect and said, “Please make it soundproof. You have no idea how much her singing and piano playing gets on my nerves.”
Hearing him say that hurt me more than he would ever know. I turned and walked out of the room before he could see the tears in my eyes. 
After the house was built, which cost me over a million dollars, I went off the pill, hoping we could start filling the house with children. I still remember the look of horror on his face when I told him my period was late. The first thing out of his mouth was, “Is it too late to get rid of it?”
Pain had ripped through my heart. “You want me to get an abortion?” I looked at him, aghast. “You don’t want children, do you? You only said that to get this house.”
He came over to me and took hold of my hands. “Elizabeth, we have a good life. Children would only tie us down.”
Tears had run down my cheeks. “But if I am pregnant, maybe you will change your mind?”
“No, I have never wanted children.”
I tore my hands out of his grasp. “How could you have kept that from me?”
“I thought maybe I would change my mind, but I haven’t.”
Two days later, when I had gotten my period, I had so many thoughts go through my head. I could stay off birth control, get pregnant, and hope he changed his mind, or I could divorce him. But I knew I could not do either of those. I had married him for better or for worse.
That was the turning point in our marriage. I heard his ex-wife’s voice in my head saying that he would bleed me dry as he had done her. And that was exactly what he was doing.
I decided he was no longer going to buy whatever he wanted and hand me the bill to pay for it. I set up a bank account and put in thirty thousand dollars every month and gave him access to it and let him know that was all he was going to get from me.






  
  Chapter 4

[image: ]

Ilet out another deep sigh as I look at my suitcase. It’s rarely empty. I have lived out of it for the last year. To take the company to the next level, we needed a new technology a small company in Germany, Nubert Technology, had a patent on. When word got out Hans Nubert’s business was for sale, there were many who wanted to buy it, including my biggest competitor, Armando Rivera of Rivera Industries out of Houston, Texas. Armando is the reason why I am feeling so guilty. 
Armando is a fun adversary. The saying that everything is bigger in Texas fit Armando to a tee. He is six foot, three inches tall, with dark wavy salt and pepper hair; the type of hair a woman wants to run her hands through. His eyes are a deep brown that is usually twinkling because his smile rarely leaves his face. His family moved from Mexico when he was ten years old, and I think he has one of the sexiest voices with his slight Hispanic accent. Every time he speaks to me, I feel like I’m melting. 
Armando is a self-made billionaire. The first time I met him, my heart started beating wildly in my chest. Out of nowhere, I thought, if ever I was going to fool around on Charles, this would be the man I would do it with. 
With Armando, the attraction was more on a soul level. It was as if I knew him from a previous life. I feel an energetic connection to him, and I know I must be careful or it’s going to show. I think the feeling is mutual because I have become very good at reading people. He has never done anything inappropriate. It’s the way he looks at me. I know it’s not my imagination, because when Charles is around, Armando is still courteous, but the look in his eyes changes.
Over the last two years, I have become obsessed with him. Whenever I go to business conventions, I look through the attendees to see if he’s signed up. If he is, I find myself scanning the area. With his height, he’s easy to spot. Several times I’ve seen him looking at me from across the room and we smile at each other.
During the time I was in Germany, I went out to dinner with him four times. We laughed and joked around, and I felt I could be myself with him, whereas with Charles, I felt confined. I had to fit the mold Charles wanted me to be in, not be who I really was. The more time I spent with Armando, the more I liked him. And the guiltier I felt. I shouldn’t be thinking these thoughts about another man. I would be furious if I found out Charles was thinking the same thoughts about another woman.
One night at dinner Armando had jokingly said if Charles ever wanted to sell his company, he would like to buy it. I never corrected him that it wasn’t Charles’s company to sell. I think the main reason I didn’t tell him is that I didn’t want the atmosphere to change between us. I wanted him to like me for me, not my company. 
Or maybe it was my lack of confidence. Charles rarely pays attention to me anymore. Two years ago, he hurt his back playing tennis and started sleeping in the guest bedroom, stating our mattress was too soft. At first, I didn’t think anything of it, but after a few months, when he didn’t come back to our bedroom, a part of me wondered if now that I am older, my husband is no longer attracted to me. 
Or have I let my anger and bitterness make me lose my attraction to my husband? Is this why I have never asked him to come back to our bedroom and why I fantasize about Armando so much? I dream about what it would feel like to make love to him. Something, as a married woman, I know I shouldn’t be doing.
In the end, there were only two people left bidding for Hans’s company, Armando, and me. As I had done many other times in my life, I asked Sissy to help me figure out what it was going to take to purchase the company. I heard a little voice in my head say, “Family”.
Of course! I wanted to smack myself on the head because the answer was right in front of me. Hans didn’t care about the money; he cares about his employees. His biggest fear is if a corporation buys his company, his employees are merely going to be a number. So, I went back to my original offer, which was several million dollars less, and assured him his employees would be treated like family. He accepted my offer.
Even though it wasn’t one of the biggest acquisitions I had ever made, it was the most stressful. I knew how much my company needed his technology to grow. The pressure completely exhausted me, both physically and mentally.
For the last two years, Charles and I have spent less than thirty days together. If I’m not away on business, he is. We are growing further and further apart. We haven’t made love to each other in almost three years. And if I am being truly honest with myself, I don’t miss it. I don’t know if it’s hormonal because I am going through menopause, or because I feel so tired all the time. All I want to do is curl up in bed and stay there, doing nothing, which is so unlike me.
I can’t put my finger on it, but something is very wrong. I keep hearing Sissy’s voice in my head telling me I need to stay
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