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Blurb
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Cora needed an out. Being stalked by an unknown person was weighing heavily on her mind, more than she thought possible. When the detective suggests a two-month-long trip to get her away, she agrees and spins the globe.

Her destination: Sydney, Australia.

Kory was tired of the easy life and wanted to find someone who would set his world ablaze. He wasn’t expecting a bombshell that instantly stole his heart, body, and soul.

Will Cora and Kory make it through the unknown?

Or will life send them in different directions?

Acknowledgement

Soulmates exist. They can come in many forms. But when you find that soul deepening connection, hold on to it.

Table of Contents

Table of Contents

Prologue

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

About JA Lafrance

JA Lafrance Links

Books By JA Lafrance

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Cora

When your eyes see the truth, you will be mine.

The second letter dropped in my mailbox, the tenth one that I've received.

"Detective Jameson, please," I whisper into my phone like someone is watching me.

Wait, someone is watching me, only I don't know who, and I don't know what I did to deserve their attention.

"Jameson," she barks into the phone.

"I have another one, direct to my mailbox, no postmarks, no stamps, and this time the envelope was sealed," I mumbled into the phone.

"Damn, I was hoping he had the guy after the last one. Hang tight, I'm on my way." With the click of the phone, I'm left alone, standing in the middle of my living room, wondering where they are coming from, or if they are watching.

"I need to get out. Move, go incognito, and get as far away from here as I can." I say, as I tiptoe to my computer, and pull up the virtual private network and click my I.P address and set it to scramble.

"Where will my first stop be?" I look at my miniature globe and spin it, first landing on the West Bank, I spin again and land on the Galápagos Islands, "one more spin and that's the place," I mumble to myself and place my hand on the globe and spin it hard.

Knock, knock, "Cora, it's Detective Jameson. Open the door and let me in." I get up from my desk and stroll towards the door.

I know he announced who he was, but the unease I have in the pit of my stomach makes me check and double-check everything.

I slide the door open, the chain still attached. Detective Jameson maybe not be alone and is being held at gunpoint.

"It's okay, sweetheart. No one was behind me, and no one followed me. You can open the door and let me in." I nod my head, close the door and unlatch and open the door.

"Where is the envelope?" He asks, and I point to the dining room table, where I had placed the envelope in 1 Ziploc bag and the letter in another one.

"Show me you’re being stalked, without showing me you’re being stalked," he mumbled.

"I used gloves to open the envelope," I whisper.

He shakes his head and picks up the plastic.

"Listen, Cora. I think you need to leave town. Hell, maybe even just leave the country altogether. You need to escape somewhere, just pack a bag and empty a bank account. Leave until I can get this all cleared up for you." The look on his face tells me that my thought process was correct.

"I was spinning my globe when you knocked on the door. I have a healthy trust fund and was going to use it to escape the globe." He nods and shows himself out the door.

Walking back over to my desk, I look at the globe and smile. 

"Sydney, Australia, it is." I looked up flights and Holiday rentals, deciding to go with the Hyde Park area. It's four minutes from the beach, and within walking distance to the City and Darling Harbour.

I book my rental for a full two months and head over to book my flight. Which doesn't leave for a few days. It gives me time to head to the bank and make sure everything is set for my escape to Australia.
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The days leading up to my departure were filled with disaster after disaster. The only straightforward thing was the bank was quick to transfer the money, into an Australian Bank account, and within minutes, I had my rental paid for, and a grocery delivery service set up with the landlord to be delivered the day before I am to arrive.

I received four more notes, each one getting more and more descriptive of what they had planned for me. 

With Detective Jameson's help, we could make my flight incognito, and I could travel safely to the land down under.

The flight to Sydney was long, but I could sleep, watch a few movies, read the newest release by Leah Negron, and eat a meal that I was shocked tasted good.

As the plane touched down and jerked me awake. Awake from a dream of a beautiful man, taller than me, but not by much, a beard and a side to him that made me swoon at every turn.

Now my only hope was that the man of my dreams was actually alive and that at some point that man will sweep me off my feet and ride away into the sunset, protecting me from stalkers, from bullies, and making me fall in love with myself.
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Cora

Deboarding the plane was an experience, an almost twenty-three-hour flight from Toronto, and then about an hour wait on the tarmac at Sydney Airport. Made for a bunch of grumpy people anxiously deboarding and trying to set their feet onto land.

“That was the longest flight ever, and I have flown the Toronto to Sydney flight for many years. I’m originally from here. My family all live scattered around New South Wales.” Colleen says from behind me.

Colleen was the person who sat beside me. She doesn’t know the entire story, but she knows I am staying two months, minimum, at an apartment in Hyde Park. That I had planned on seeing as much as I could of Sydney, and that I thought that it may have to be a more permanent place to stay.

“People have become so dang grumpy too,” I mumble, more to myself than to her, but as she nods her head, I know she has heard me.

“Rows twenty-five to thirty-five, please begin the deplaning. Be mindful of the people that are trying to get their carry-on luggage from the overhead compartment.” The flight attendant states, as the crackle of the mic, click off.

Colleen and I maneuver out of our seats, standing ready to get our bags, when the man behind us reaches over and hands us our luggage, giving Colleen a look over before we move.

“He was sweet on you,” I whisper in her ear as she giggles.

“He was? However, I don’t think my man would appreciate it, as He is back in Canada.” She takes the first step, and we hear loud hollering coming from far away. She lifts her hands into the air, her pointer and pinky finger up as her other fingers close into a fist.

“That’s my cousin’s club. They always pick me up when I visit. Do you need a ride to your apartment?” She giggles.

“I’ll just take the shuttle. I don’t want to put anyone out.” I smile at how happy she is. I wish I had that. I wish I had cousins that met me at the airport and made a loud noise every time I came home.

“Cora, you don’t have to worry about putting someone out. There are at least fifteen men on bikes, and then a van with two more. I’m sure if you don’t want to ride, bitch, then you can jump in the van. We all need a little van down by the river.” She giggles.

“If they say it’s okay, I would appreciate the ride. That way I don’t have to drag all my bags to the shuttle,” I whisper, as she grabs my hand as we hit the asphalt.

I have never been one to meet new people in a new place. Usually, I keep to myself until I am comfortable in my new surroundings. Now, I will meet a bunch of new people, and I just landed in a new place.
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“Cora, I’d like you to meet my cousins, Ryan and Josh. They are two members of Hera’s Hunters MC. Don’t worry, they don’t bite.” Colleen introduces me to the two men that tower over me. Ryan reaches out his hand and lightly grasps mine, giving it a little squeeze before letting go. Josh smiles at me and waves, but never offers his hand. His eyes are hard and the only time they make eye contact is when he smiles at me.

“Nice to meet you.” I tuck my hand into my front pockets.

“So, boys, Cora here needs a lift to Hyde Park. Do you have room?” Their eyes shift between each other.

“It’s okay, I’ll take the shuttle. Colleen, it was lovely to meet you and spend that long flight with you. Thank you for taking my fear of flying away and replacing it with laughter. I hope you have an amazing stay.” I give her a big hug and spin on my heels towards the baggage claim.

Taking a deep breath, I wait for my bags to come around and look for pickup times when the shuttle will take me to my apartment. I should have had a service pick me up, but the last few days in Toronto had me ready to leave.

How can one man be so obsessed with me? Be so cruel and scary. That I will never understand.

I
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