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Chapter One






Amy and I had fourteen days. In this short time, she became the
love of my life. She changed everything.

When I met Amy, my life seemed to have gone to hell. In my
despair, I had jumped into my car and driven to someplace far, far
away. To a diner, to be precise. A diner in a small town I had
never heard of.

I was shocked at my bad luck. Why had this happened to me of all
people? I had always been successful with everything I had done. My
life had been perfect!

The diner wasn’t the kind of restaurant I would usually eat at,
but what had I expected other than a dump like this one? The diner
sat in the middle of town, right beside the hotel I had booked a
room in for the night.

“The burger with fries is great.”

I sat at a table close to the door, and she suddenly stood
beside me. My gaze slowly traveled over her body while I looked up
at her.

I hadn’t noticed her when I’d arrived. It was most likely
because her face got lost between all the other customers. Maybe.
Or maybe it was just because she simply wasn’t my type?

She wore faded jeans. I couldn’t tell if they were meant to look
like that or if they had lost their color after one too many
washes. Her top – a red lumberjack shirt – covered a bright white
tee. Her clothes hung loosely, almost too baggy, on her frame. I
wondered if she called that fashion or if she simply couldn’t
afford better-fitting clothes.

Whatever the reason, there was no denying the woman standing in
front of me was thin. Her fingers reminded me more of a skeleton’s
bones than the hand of a young woman. Those same fingers clutched a
half-emptied water bottle.

Even before my gaze had met hers, I had already made up my mind
about her: she was not interesting. I liked women who knew how to
play with their attraction. They didn’t need to have the body of a
supermodel or be blown away by one small breeze because they were
too skinny. But I didn’t like love handles. And a good-size bosom
didn’t harm anybody, whether it was homegrown or with a little help
from a surgeon’s knife. However their breasts were formed, I didn’t
care since I didn’t have to touch them.

For that, I had my wife. She wasn’t as God had made her either.
But back then, I had my exact vision of how a woman had to be, at
least from the outside. The inside – heart, brain, character –
didn’t matter to me anyway. And this young woman in front of me
with her scraggly hair didn’t meet my usual expectations.

The only thing that really caught my attention was her smile. It
made up for her shortcomings, almost as if a glow surrounded her.
That smile appeared like magic. I didn’t know at that moment that
it was this exact spell – this smile – that was going to captivate
me once and for all.

“A burger?” I lifted my eyebrows and twisted my mouth in
disgust. A thought crossed my mind: When did I last eat a
burger?

She nodded. With the bottle still in her hand, she sat down at
my table, not even bothering to ask my permission. Only when she
dropped her gym bag on the floor, I realized she had luggage with
her.

“Yeah, you know. Meat patty between a split bun.” She pointed
over her shoulder to the counter. “They have this delicious bacon.
I’ve never tasted anything better, I don’t think. And I’m sure
their meat is free range.”

I closed the menu and put it down on the table. I’d been staring
at it for a very long time and was still none the wiser what to
choose.

It fascinated me that someone was able to philosophize for so
long about something as simple as a burger. “And how exactly does
mass-produced meat taste?”

Different to most people of the “higher society,” I had never
before thought about from where the meat came. The meat I usually
ate most likely had been produced from cows made of gold. I had
never cared about those cows vegetating in stalls that were too
small for them to move around in.

She shrugged. “That’s hard to explain. Definitely different than
the meat they use here.”

“Perhaps this meat is the meat from factory breeding.”
I thought I was smart.

She simply grinned. “Maybe.”

Her amused reaction to my statement stirred the anger inside of
me. But I didn’t have a second to react. She held out her hand
across the table. “Amy.”

I looked from her hand, to her eyes, and back. I can’t really
tell you what exactly I was thinking at that moment, but one thing
was for certain. I did not want to take her hand into mine. Who
knew when she had washed it the last time? Her bag had seen better
days as well. She seemed to be on a journey of some kind. Or maybe
she was a tramp, although her clothes weren’t dirty. Simply seedy
with no brand name as I was used to.

“Aaaalright...” She lowered her hand and opened her eyes widely
for a second.

I wanted to say something – anything to make her go away. But
before I was able to throw one single word at her, the waitress
returned.

“May I take your order?”

“One bacon burger, please.” Amy winked at me from across the
table.

“Okay.” The waitress smiled at me, her notepad at the ready.
“And for you?”

I looked blankly at her.

Amy pulled my attention back to her with her laugh. “No, no. The
burger is not for me. I already had a big one earlier.”

The waitress gazed at Amy and blinked. “Too bad. I saw that big
grin on your face. It looked like you really enjoyed the
burger.”

“I did. But I’m too stuffed to eat anything else.”

I was mesmerized as I listened to their conversation. Didn’t
they have anything else to talk about in this town other than
burgers? Where the hell was I?

The waitress excused herself a moment later and left me alone
with Amy.

I felt Amy’s gaze on me. Even though I tried to look anywhere
else but at her, I was able to see, from the corner of my eye, that
she was watching me, all the while slowly sipping from her water
bottle.

She was the first to break the unnerving silence. “So...” Amy
put down her bottle and leaned onto the table. “What is someone
like you doing in a small town like this?”

Her question caught my attention, probably because I didn’t have
an answer. That stunned me. Normally, I had an answer for
everything – even the most idiotic questions. But with all that had
happened, my mind was blank.

When our gazes met, Amy’s eyes twinkled at me. They seemed to
switch from green to grey in the artificial light of the diner. Her
lips twitched into a smile.

“I could ask you the same, Miss.” I looked at her with as little
interest as I possibly could. I wasn’t about to have a conversation
with her – especially not if it was about me. Besides, I was too
consumed in my own thoughts to care about making nice with this
stranger. For instance, I had absolutely no idea how my life was
supposed to go on.

“I asked first.” She leaned back, reached for her bottle, and
lifted it slowly. On the way to her lips, she stopped and regarded
me intensely. “But if you’re afraid to answer my question, I'll
start.”

She didn’t seem to understand that I wanted to be alone – alone
with my thoughts and my bad mood. I looked at her without saying a
word.

She took another sip of her water. “I think, I’m like you.”

What was that supposed to mean? Comparing me with a scraggy
woman who sits down with complete strangers and starts random
conversations? That seemed quite a stretch. I frowned.

“Don’t look at me like that.” She laughed. “Don’t worry. I’ve
noticed that you’re special.”

That didn’t improve my opinion of her at all. I wasn’t worried
and I didn’t think I was special – did I?

I didn’t have time to contemplate the question as Amy continued
without waiting for an answer. “I’m very sure it doesn’t happen on
a daily basis that someone in business attire shows up around here,
looking for something to eat. Let me have a guess... You’re a big
city type.” Her gaze traveled over me.

It caused the little hairs on my neck to spike. Her intense
inspection made me nervous. Maybe because people normally never
dared looking me up and down this openly. I had been used to stolen
glances. Many times in my career I had been aware of business
partners trying to look at me in secret [...]


















