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Oz - A Short Story

“You’re too nice for your own good,” her sister said when Glenda told her she was going to the

wedding with Steven. “I heard two-hundred guests. He’ll find someone to talk to. You’re the one

who won’t know anybody. Besides, when it’s over, it’s over.” 

All true. But when Glenda had told Steven she wasn’t going to see him anymore, and he

realized that meant no date for the wedding, he’d been so upset, she hadn’t had the heart to go

through with it. He’d begged and she’d caved. 

So here she was, with Steven walking toward her carrying two flutes of champagne. It was too

bad,  really.  He  was  actually  quite  handsome,  not  to  mention  reasonably  intelligent.  And

charming, when he wanted to be. But, as far as she could tell, his passion was all reserved for his

favorite sports teams. 

“Another bachelor bites the dust.” Steven handed her one of the flutes and took a sip as he

examined her. “You’re looking good this evening.” 

She blinked in surprise. It wasn’t just that the mint-green camisole and peacock blue skirt

she was wearing were considerably less expensive than the gowns other guests were wearing; it

was the colors. Steven had failed to mention this was a black tie and pastel event. She was as out

of place as a parrot in a flock of pale flamingoes.

Steven’s attention to her appearance was short-lived. He drank his champagne and scanned

the room. Then he touched her arm saying he’d spotted someone he wanted to talk to. 

She allowed herself to be led through the crowd toward, it turned out, the best man. She’d

already noticed him during the ceremony and decided his relaxed, humorous expression made

him considerably  more  appealing  than the  classically  handsome groom with  his  deer-in-the-

headlights stare. 

“Flemmie,  good  to  see  you  again.”  Steven  flourished  his  almost  empty  flute  in  Glenda’s

general direction. “Meet Glennie.” 

That was Steven for you - hated being called Stevie, but if he were introduced to the Pope,

he’d call him Bennie. She’d found it amusing at first, but anymore it grated on her. It was a relief

to know that after tonight it would no longer be an issue. 

The man Steven had introduced took Glenda’s hand. “It’s Geoff Flemington, actually. How’re

you going?” 

“Glenda Lewellen.” And she wished she were going home. Soon. By any means possible. Is

that what he meant? 

“Flemmie’s an Aussie,” Steven said. 
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Well, that explained the accent and the odd greeting. 

She examined Geoff Flemington as he and Steven chatted. Though shorter and more compact

than Steven, he gave an impression of quiet strength and commanding ease that Steven lacked.

But the intelligent look in his eyes was his most attractive feature. 

“So how’re the Maggies doing this year?” Steven asked. 

“You mean the Pies?” Geoff said. “They compete for the Premiership in a week.” 

“Pies?  Premiership?”  she  looked from one man to  the  other.  “You aren’t  talking  about  a

culinary competition, right?” 

Geoff grinned at her. “Pies, short for Magpies. Australian football, love. Premiership is like

your Super Bowl.” 

Well, of course. It had to be sports if Steven was interested. Never date a man you meet at a

ball game unless you’re willing to change your life’s focus to ... well, balls. 

“Flemmie  used  to  play  for  the  Ma...Pies,”  Steven  said.  “Now there’s  a  game for  you.  No

protective gear, no time-outs. Just flat-out, non-stop action.” 

It sounded appalling. She glanced away, no longer interested in the conversation, or either

man. 

“So what’re you doing with yourself these days, Flemmie?” Steven said. 

“Genetic research.” 

Glenda  blinked  in  surprise,  turned  back  to  look  at  Geoff  Flemington,  and  struggled  to

readjust her thinking. Football and genetics, now there was a combination for the ages. 

“How about that,” Steven said. “Glennie does research, too.” Geoff gave her a questioning

look. 

Finally, a topic other than sports. “Biochemistry,” she said. “I’m studying the metabolism of

—” 

“Geoff, they want us for more pictures.” The speaker was the blonde bridesmaid, the one cute

as a bug’s ear. She laid a proprietary hand on Geoff’s arm and gave Glenda a smug glance. 

“You’ll excuse me.” Geoff nodded to them before leaving with the bridesmaid. 

Glenda watched the two walk away, feeling like a child who had started playing with a toy

only to have it snatched away by another child. She wanted to stamp her foot in frustration. But,

after all, she’d known when she agreed to come it was going to be a dull evening. Sighing in

resignation, she looked at Steven to find he was watching Geoff walk away with as much regret as

she was. 

“Rotten luck he had that accident. On track to be one of the best players the Pies ever had.”

Steven finished his champagne and exchanged his empty flute for a full one from a passing tray. 

Glenda wondered if the accident was the reason Geoff Flemington walked with a limp. “So

how did the two of you meet?” She took a sip of her own champagne. It was light and crisp,
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obviously expensive, and the bubbles tickled her lips, but it was still inadequate compensation for

a lost evening. 

“We were apartment mates at the University of Chicago. I thought he went back to Australia.”

Steven shrugged before finishing off his second glass of champagne. “Couldn’t have though. Way

too far to come for a wedding.”

~ ~ ~

By the time dinner had been cleared and the cake cut, Steven was slurring his words and talking

to anyone who would listen about the lousy refereeing at  the last  Chicago Bears’  game, and

Glenda  was  suffering  the  full  effects  of  her  sister’s  parting  prediction  on  the  subject  of  her

attending the wedding with Steven. “No good deed goes unpunished.” 

Well, she’d been punished enough. Further, she’d more than fulfilled her role as date-for-the-

wedding. Likely Steven wouldn’t even notice she was gone. 

She  slipped  out  of  the  ballroom  into  the  hall  to  find  it  was  deserted  except  for  Geoff

Flemington, who was pacing and talking on his phone. As she approached the coat check, he

ended the call, snapped the phone shut, and smiled at her. “Are you willing to take a word of

advice from a bloke who has nothing to gain from giving it?” 

Intrigued, she nodded. 

“Give Steven a pass.” 

She cocked her head. “You mean forgive him for the way he’s acting this evening? Or dump

him?” 

He grinned. “Isn’t English brilliant?” His expression turned serious. “The latter.” 

“A done deal, actually.” And given Steven’s behavior, it was both a relief to say it and a relief

to know it was true. 

“In that case, would you like to dance?” 

He had to be joking. Maybe he was making fun of her. There was certainly a glint in his eyes. 

“What about your date?” 

He shook his head, smiling. “The best woman, as you may have noticed, has a husband and

incipient child and is in no need of my escort services.” 

Incipient child, indeed. Glenda smiled. The poor woman looked like she could give birth at

any moment. “What about her?” She nodded toward the blonde bridesmaid who had stuck her

head out the door, and seeing Glenda with Geoff, was morphing from cute to petulant. 

Geoff  glanced over his shoulder,  turned back to Glenda, and held out his hand. “Glenda

Lewellen. A fellow scientist needs you. Please. You will save me, won’t you?” 

His sincerity and desperation were obvious. But it was the fact he had remembered her name,
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although he did pronounce it oddly, that made her place her hand in his. Besides, one dance

wouldn’t hurt. It would delay her departure by only five minutes. She could manage another five

minutes. 

He led her back to the ballroom and took her in his arms. “Lucky they’re playing something

slow.” 

Glenda wondered if he was referring to his limp or to his dancing ability, then decided, as he

guided her around the floor, the limp didn’t seem to hinder his dancing at all. 

She liked to dance, especially with a partner as competent as this man. She liked his voice as

well, especially the way he pronounced her name—Glynda. Making it sound more musical than

Glenda. 

She leaned back slightly to look at him. “So how did a jock end up in genetics?” 

“I’m more interested in how a beautiful woman ended up in biochemistry.” 

It was just a line. And she was not falling for it. “I asked first.” 

He nodded in peaceful agreement. “A few years ago I had a car smash. It forced me to rethink

my life, and I decided to have a go at university.” 

“Your limp. Is it because of the accident?” 

“Yeah. Lost my right foot.” 

Surprised, she mis-stepped. His hand pulled her gently but firmly back into position. 

“It gives a whole new meaning to that saying about dancing as if you have two left feet.” She

bit her lip. Sometimes she let her sense of the absurd get away from her. “Not that you do,” she

added, looking to see how he’d taken it. 

He grinned a slow, lazy, wonderful grin that made her heart do an odd little flip. 

He  pulled  her  closer  to  maneuver  around  another  couple.  His  cheek  brushed  hers,  his

smooth and soft, smelling of soap and aftershave—something light and pleasant like a pine forest

on a warm day. 

“Your turn, Glenda Lewellen.” 

She tried to boil it down like he had. “I had a bad case of ugly duckling syndrome, so books

were my best friends. That meant I loved school. So much, I couldn’t stop going.” 

“And the ugly duckling grew into a colorful swan.” 

He had to be commenting on her outfit. She felt the quick surge of heat that meant she was

blushing. “Steven forgot to mention it was a pastel wedding.” 

He grinned at her. “You make the rest look drab.” 

“They seem to be coping with it well.” She tried to sound nonchalant, but it was becoming

increasingly difficult. The longer they danced, the more she was enjoying it. And him. Time to

bring everything back to earth. “So, why did you pick genetics?”

He shrugged. “Well it started as a lark. Some of my mates bet me I couldn’t hack science. I
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had to show them, didn’t I?” He gave her a self-deprecating grin. “In the process I got hooked by

the idea of knowing exactly who I am down to the last base pair.” 

“So is that what you’re working on? Human genes?” 

“Actually,  our  group  is  studying  stomatolites.  They’re  the  first  life-form on  the  planet—

responsible for starting everything off by releasing oxygen into the prehistoric atmosphere.” 

Glenda blinked in surprise. “So how do you get the DNA to study?” 

“Oh, the little bugger’s still alive and kicking. Looks like a rock. Likely why it was overlooked

for so long.” 

“That’s hopeful, don’t you think? That they’re still alive after so many billions of years.” 

“A bloody miracle,” he agreed, looking solemn. Then he asked her what she was working on,

and she told him—without interruption this time. 

When the band took a break, instead of releasing her, Geoff held onto her hand and led her

outside to the terrace.  As he closed the door behind them, quiet  replaced the clamor of  the

reception. 

Glenda sighed with relief and walked over to the short wall edging the terrace. She sat and

eased her feet out of her shoes, and wiggled her toes. In the distance, Lake Michigan glimmered in

the cool darkness. 

Geoff leaned against the wall next to her. “So was your favorite book as a little girl The Wizard

of Oz?” 

“Oh, I see,” she said, after a moment. “The good witch’s name was Glinda with an i. My name

is Glenda with an e. Besides, she was blonde.” Growing up with straight dark hair, brown eyes,

and a stick-thin body, Glenda had always felt she looked more like the wicked stepmothers than

the princesses. She still felt that way sometimes. 

“Don’t care much for blondes myself,” Geoff said. “Too delicate. Can’t handle sun.” 

“That’s a peculiar reason.” 

“Not when you’re from Oz, love.” 

“Oz?” Was he still talking about the book? 

“Australia. One thing we have plenty of, no worries, is sunshine.” 

A cool breeze sprang up, and Glenda shivered. Geoff took off his coat and draped it on her

shoulders. It was warm from his body, making her feel like she was still in his arms. “You’ll get

cold.” 

“No worries.” 

She pulled the coat tighter, enjoying its warmth and the pleasure of being here with this man,

close enough to touch. “So why did you tell me to dump Steven?” 

He gave her a rueful smile. “Not much point in knocking a bloke who’s already down.” 

“And not having anything to gain from telling me. What’s that about?” 
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He gave her a considering look. “I go back to Australia in two days.” 

Her heart sank. Just her luck. Meet a man she felt drawn to, find he was, in fact, intelligent

and interesting, and then discover he lived on the other side of the planet. 

Deciding, she held out her hand. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Australia. Thanks for the

dance and the advice.” 

“The pleasure was all mine, Chicago.” 

She pulled on her hand, but he held on to it, giving her an intent look. “Please don’t go.” 

“Why not?” 

“The obvious answer is I can use you to fend off Marissa.” 

“Marissa?” 

“You know. Short, blonde, yellow dress.” 

“The monochromatic bridesmaid.” 

“Indeed.” 

“And the not so obvious answer?” 

“I would very much like to know you better.” 

“You live half-way round the world. What’s the point?” 

Glenda felt herself blush, and was glad the dim light kept him from seeing it. She’d practically

spelled out how she felt—that spending more time together would just make it more difficult to

tell him goodbye. 

Actually, she couldn’t remember ever reacting quite this way to a man before—with this mix

of exhilaration and quiet delight. A well-spring of regret overwhelmed her at the realization she’d

never see him again after tonight. 

He peered at her. “Perhaps you might share some of those interesting thoughts.” 

She shook her head, biting her lip. 

“Maybe I can help.” He reached out a finger and gently traced the curve of her cheek. “Here

you are, Flemington. After all these years, you finally meet a woman who’s as smart as she is

beautiful. And you may be as mad as a gum tree full of galahs, but you already know you’ll regret

it if you let her walk away.” 

His words warmed her and made her shiver at the same time. Her heart tripped along and

excitement fizzed for a moment before she quenched it. It was absurd of course. There was no

such thing as love at first sight. Attraction at first sight, maybe. And even that was due to a

biochemical reaction. “What’s a galah?” she said, to give herself time. 

“Large, extremely noisy bird.” 

Glenda swallowed, trying to assess the look on his face. This was either the best pick-up line

she’d ever heard, or…could he possibly feel the way he said he did? But what did it matter, after

all? In two days he was going back to Australia, and that would be that. 
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“You believe in serendipity?” he asked.

She nodded, surprised and puzzled by the change of topic. 

“I  think  we’re  victims.”  He  looked  completely  serious.  “Consider  all  the  adjustments  the

universe had to make in order for us to meet tonight.” He gestured first at his foot, then toward

the ballroom. “A car smash, a crazy bet, a wedding.” He shook his head gently, smiling at her. “If

you walk away from all that, you have to have a kangaroo loose in the upper paddock.” 

This time she didn’t need to ask for a translation. She cocked her head at him. “It might put a

real crimp in my career if it got out I had a kangaroo loose in my paddock.” 

“Upper paddock.” 

“Upper paddock,” she agreed, smiling. “What do you suggest?” 

“Spend the next two days with me.” He waited, no longer touching her. 

She felt as if he had picked her up and given her a good shake, and she was still waiting for

everything to settle into its normal configuration, like snow inside one of those crystal globes. 

Her heart beat rapidly, warring with her head as she clutched his coat closed and shivered

with nerves. He couldn’t be serious. But looking him in the eye, she couldn’t believe he wasn’t

serious.

“You’re afraid.” He spoke gently. 

She gave him a direct look. “Yes.” 

“That’s a good sign.” 

She shook her head. “I don’t see why you’d say that.” 

“If you’re afraid you’ll be hurt, it means you’re feeling some of what I am.” 

She didn’t have an answer to that. 

“Give us our two days, Glenda. If this turns out the way I think it will, we’ll work on the

geography.” 

“You willing to come live in the States?” 

“If it comes to that, I’d be willing to live in Antarctica.” 

“It doesn’t get that cold in Chicago.” 

His smile made her heart do that flip again. 

“Well, you never know. You visit Australia in February and you may be the one who wants to

move.” 

The door to the ballroom opened abruptly,  and light and sound spilled out.  A tall  figure

stepped through the door and lurched toward them. “Is that you, Glennie?” 

Steven. She’d forgotten all about him. 

Although she didn’t answer, he came closer anyway, swaying slightly. “Marissa said you were

out here. Whose coat are you wearing? Oh, it’s you, Flemmie. You two talking research are you?” 
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Glenda’s stomach tightened. “Not exactly.” 

Steven blinked and moved closer. “S’time to go home.” 

He was too drunk to be driving. But, before she could respond, Geoff did. “I’ll call you a cab,

shall I?” Not waiting for an answer he pulled out his phone. 

“Don’t need a cab. Got a car.” 

“Easier to take a cab. Door-to-door service. My treat.” Geoff’s tone was calm but firm. 

“Glennie, too?” 

Glenda realized she was holding her breath. 

“I’ll take Glenda home when she’s ready,” Geoff said, speaking easily.

The breath she held whooshed out. 

“I  brought Glennie.  Means I  take her  home.”  Steven sounded determined in spite  of  his

slurred words, but he had a puzzled look, as if he couldn’t quite understand what was happening.

Before he figured it out, Geoff took Steven’s arm, saying, “Actually, there should be cabs out

front.  We’ll  go see,  shall  we,  mate? Did I  tell  you how the Pies season went? They’re  in the

Premiership.” 

“That’s good, isn’t it,” Steven mumbled.

At a signal from Geoff, Glenda took Steven’s other arm, and between them they steered him

through the ballroom and to the entrance of the hotel, with Geoff talking about the Pies and the

Premiership the whole way. There was a final sticky moment after Steven was in the cab and

Glenda stepped back to stand next to Geoff. 

“What’s going—” 

“No worries, mate.” Geoff closed the door, and the cab moved off. 

Glenda sighed in relief and turned to meet Geoff Flemington’s gaze. “Thank you. You handled

that beautifully. I owe you one.” 

“And I aim to collect.” He cupped her face, his thumb caressing her chin. “I choose those two

days with you.” 

It was crazy. To take a chance on falling in love with someone who might take her away from

everything and everyone she held dear. It was like skiing full tilt toward the edge of a slope with

no idea what was beyond—short drop or abyss. 

She didn’t take risks like that. 

But if she walked away from Geoff Flemington tonight, she wouldn’t forget him, and she’d be

diminished somehow. And she might very well regret it the rest of her life. 

She raised her eyes to his. They were standing in shadow, and his eyes gleamed like water

touched with starlight.  She felt  as if  the earth was sliding from under her.  But it  was okay

because Geoff took her hands and held them firmly. 

“Give it a go, Glenda. What do you have to lose?” 
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She shook her head, beginning to smile at him. “Everything. Absolutely everything.” 

He met her eyes for a moment, nodded, then leaned forward and brushed her lips with his.

“No worries, love. Me, too.”

<<<>>>
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About the Author

A former clinical chemist/toxicologist and university professor, Ann took a turn down a different

road when she began writing fiction.

I love hearing from readers. You can contact me here (http://annwarner.net/contact-ann/).

Thank you!
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Other Titles 

The following two novels are partially set in Australia and New Zealand. 

Doubtful 
(https://www.amazon.com/Doubtful-Ann-Warner-ebook/dp/B00E9IER9O)

Doubtful Sound, New Zealand: For Dr. Van Peters, Doubtful is a retreat after a false accusation

all but ends her scientific career. For David Christianson, Doubtful is a place of respite after a

personal tragedy is followed by an unwelcome notoriety.

Neither is looking for love or even friendship. Each wants only to make it through another

day. But when violence comes to Doubtful, Van and David’s only chance of survival will be each

other.

14

https://www.amazon.com/Doubtful-Ann-Warner-ebook/dp/B00E9IER9O


 

Love and Other Acts of Courage 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00IH10PSG)

A freighter collides with a yacht and abandons the survivors. A couple is left behind by a dive

boat.

These are the dramatic events that force changes in maritime attorney Max Gildea’s carefully

organized life where win, lose, or settle out of court he gets paid and paid handsomely. As he

represents the only survivor of the yacht sinking and gets involved in the search for the couple

missing from a dive trip, his reawakening emotions will catapult him into the chaos of sorrow and

joy that are the necessary ingredients of a life lived fully.
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Other Titles

The Babbling Brook Naked Poker Club Book Series

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B07MQ79LHL)

Book One
Available as a Free Download

Information about Links at https://www.AnnWarner.net

First book in a heart-warming and humorous cozy mystery series, with over 500 five-star reviews,

about troubled relationships, questionable choices, art theft, and other dodgy dealings in a not-

so-retiring retirement community.

Book Two

Josephine, Devi, and Mac’s story continues. Devi and Mac are falling in love, but a complication
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comes along in the form of Mac’s pregnant ex-wife.  As for Josephine. with the excitement of

unmasking the Brookside thief and helping to save Devi’s life behind her, she’s finding Brookside

Retirement Community (aka Babbling Brook) as dull as she initially expected it to be. Until, that

is, she gets involved with a man who suspects her of being a criminal mastermind. Finding love is

something Josephine never expected as her Edward Hopper painting plays matchmaker.

Book Three 

Josephine Bartlett is back, joined by a colorful cast of friends: her partner in mystery-solving, Lill

Fitzel,  flamboyant  ex-beauty  queen,  Myrtle  Grabinowitz,  former  attorney/current  novelist,

Philippa Scott Williamson, Brookside’s thief, Edna Prisant, good friends Devi and Mac McElroy,

and last, but not least, love-interest Norman Neumann. 

When new resident,  Lottie  Watson, loses at Naked Poker,  she tells a bizarre story about her

husband disappearing  in the  LA airport.  Josephine and Lill,  intrigued enough to  investigate,

discover there are more ominous goings-on than a simple disappearance. Meanwhile, Josephine

ignores the mysteries of her own heart.

Book Four

Newlyweds Josephine and Norman are moving into their new home in the Brookside Retirement

Community when they receive a letter containing a clue to a forty-year-old art heist of paintings

worth over one hundred million dollars. Norman, who has spent a career recovering stolen art,

can’t resist the appeal of the mysterious clue which leads to another adventure for Josephine and

friends.

All  the  Babbling  Brook books are  available  in  print,  large  print  and electronic  editions  from

Amazon.
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Available as a free download

Links to the download: https://www.AnnWarner.net

The memory of an act committed when she was nineteen weaves a dark thread through Clen

McClendon’s life.  It  is a darkness Clen ignores until  the discovery of  her husband’s infidelity

propels her on a quest for her own redemption and forgiveness. At first, her journeying provides

few answers and peace remains elusive. Then Clen makes a decision that is both desperate and

random to go to Wrangell, Alaska. There she will meet Gerrum Kirsey and learn that choices are

never truly random, and they always have consequences.
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Counterpointe 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B008GNDX16)

Art, science, love, and ambition collide as a dancer on the verge of achieving her dreams is badly

injured.  Afterward,  Clare  Eliason  rushes  into  a  marriage  with  Rob  Chapin,  a  scientist.  The

marriage falters, propelling Clare and Rob on journeys of self-discovery. Rob joins a scientific

expedition to Peru, where he discovers how easy it is to die. Clare’s journey, which takes her only

a few blocks from the Boston apartment she shared with Rob, is no less profound. During their

time apart, each will have a chance to save a life. One will succeed, one will not. Finally, they will

face the most difficult quest of all, navigating the space that lies between them.
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Vocabulary of Light 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B014WJ3CAY)

Living on a tropical island might sound like a dream to some people, but for Maggie Chase it’s

more of a challenge than she’s looking for. Maggie, who has a PhD in biochemistry, agreed to put

her  husband’s  career  first  after  the  birth  of  their  daughters,  and that  has  now led  to  Mike

accepting the position of CEO of the Lillith Pharmaceuticals plant in San Juan. Struggling to fit

into the bilingual, Latin culture of Puerto Rico, Maggie’s adjustment is aided by the friendships

she develops. Friendships that bring both dark and light into her life, and eventually demand of

her an inner strength and resilience she didn’t know she was capable of.

20

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B014WJ3CAY


Memory Lessons 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00RO7HRFS)

Glenna Girard has passed through the agony and utter darkness of an unimaginable loss. It is

only in planning her escape, from her marriage and her current circumstances, that she manages

to  start  moving  again,  toward  a  place  where  she  can  live  in  anonymity  and  atone  for  the

unforgivable mistake she has made.

As she takes tentative steps into the new life she is so carefully shaping, she has no desire to

connect with other people. But fate has other ideas, bringing her a family who can benefit from

her help if only she will give it. And a man, Jack Ralston, who is everything she needs to live fully

again, if Glenna will just let herself see it.
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Dreams Trilogy 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B074CDL6SC)

Book One of the Dreams Trilogy
Indie Next Generation Book Award Finalist

Available as a free download: 

Links to the download: https://www.AnnWarner.net

A man holding fast to grief and a woman who lets go of love too easily. It will take all the magic of

old diaries and a children’s story to heal these two. Caught in grief and guilt over his wife’s death,

English professor Alan Francini is determined never to feel that much pain again. He avoids new

relationships and keeps even his best friend at arms’ length. His major solace is his family’s ranch

south of Denver.

Children’s book editor Kathy Jamison has learned through a lifetime of separations and a broken

engagement that letting go is easier than hanging on. Then she meets Alan, and for once, begins

to believe a lasting relationship is possible. But Alan panics and pushes her away into the arms of

his best friend. Now the emotions of three people are at stake as they struggle to find a way to

transform their broken dreams into a foundation for a more hopeful future.
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Book Two of the Dreams Trilogy 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B017REI9MW)

Lost memories and surprising twists of mystery. Alan, Kathy, and Charles’s story continues. The

ending of his love affair with Kathy and an arsonist seeking revenge are the catalysts that alter

the shape and direction of Charles’s life. Forced to find both a new place to live and a way to ease

his heartache, Cha rles finds much more as he reaches out to help his neighbor Luz Montalvo.

Helping Luz forces Charles to come to grips with his fractured friendships and the fragmented

memories of his childhood.

Luz Montalvo was a carefree college student until her parents died in a car crash. Frantic not to

lose her younger siblings to foster care, Luz took them on the run. After nearly a year scraping by

as an apartment manager, she’s just beginning to feel safe when she discovers her newest tenant

is her worst nightmare. Charles Larimore, a Denver district attorney, has been shaped by losses

that left him wary of everyone and everything. Including love.
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Book Three of the Dreams Trilogy 

(https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B078JQD3HH)

Murder  made to  look like  an accident,  family  secrets,  interfering  mothers,  lovers  in  conflict,

horses. All combine in a satisfying mix in this contemporary mystery.

This story continues Charles and Luz’s story from Persistence of Dreams, but can be enjoyed as a

stand-alone book.

Visit me at https://www.AnnWarner.net to sign up 
for my mailing list

and be informed when I have a new release.
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