
TAKEN BY SURPRISE – Excerpt 
 

Clare paced the living room with the phone jammed against her ear. “Mom, you can’t possibly 

be serious. You want me to stay with someone who treats me like this?”  

 

“ Honey, I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding.”  

 

“ Really? Let me get this right. I came home from my conference a day early and found Sean in 

our bed with Lana, his secretary. Oh, and Tina, too. She’s the floozy who works the snack 

counter in his office building. And you call this a misunderstanding?” Clare’s grip was so tight 

she thought phone receiver might crumble into pieces.  

 

“ Honey, all I’m trying to say is you need to think about the consequences of your actions. Are 

you sure you want to leave Sean? Think of all you’ll be giving up. And you’ve got so much time 

invested in this relationship with him already. You’re almost thirty years old, and your clock is 

ticking!”  

 

A sharp pain shot through Clare’s head. She pressed her fingers to her temples to alleviate the 

discomfort. It didn’t work. She took a deep breath and tried to conjure up a civil response to her 

mother. “You want me to stay with a guy who cheats because he’s got money coming out of his 

ears? And my biological, ticking bomb is about to go off? Thanks, mom. Thanks a lot. I thought 

I could count on you for support.” Clare slammed the receiver down. 

 

Clare looked down at her hand, blinking rapidly to clear her cloudy vision as she yanked the 

obscenely large, three karat, marquise cut, diamond engagement ring from her finger with her 

shaky hand. She walked over to Sean’s desk, pulled an envelope from the top, right-hand desk 

drawer and scribbled his name across the front before dropping the ring inside, and sealing it. 

She placed the envelope on the center of his tidy over-sized mahogany desk. Staring down at it, 

she wondered where she’d gone wrong.  

 

Sean gave her the ring more than three years ago. Now, it was evident he never had any intention 

of marrying her. When she first met him six years ago, he was a rising star at a Milwaukee 

brokerage firm, but it didn’t take long for the success and wealth to go to his head.  

 

Over the past couple of years, she watched him transition from the loving and caring person she 

once knew into an arrogant, self-centered monster. He stopped at nothing to get what he wanted, 

both at work and in his personal life. That’s why his boss and clients loved him, but his family 

and friends distanced themselves from him. His once soft blue eyes, she loved so much turned a 

cold, hard blue, revealing his arrogance and deception.  

 

Sean’s financial situation, coupled with his good looks made it easy for him to attract the 

attention of the ladies. His thick, wavy blonde hair, killer smile, and tall thin physique, captured 

the hearts of the opposite sex with only one glance. Sean knew it, loved it, and worked it.  



 

His fling with Lana and Tina was not his first. Clare was certain it wouldn’t be his last, and she 

wasn’t about to stick around any longer for more of his cheating ways.  

 

A little more than a year ago, she considered leaving him. She suspected he was fooling around 

with a woman from his office, but her family convinced her it wasn’t true. They claimed he was 

too nice to ever cheat on her. Deep down, she knew different. Sean had changed through the 

years, and some of their family and friends didn’t want to see it or believe it. She knew the truth. 

Sean cheated. Now, more than a year later, she found herself in the same position only this time, 

she decided to leave him.  

 

In the midst of packing, she heard the door open. Shit! Of all days, why did Sean have to come 

home early on this particular day? 

 

“ Clare, what are you doing?” Sean asked.  

 

“ What does it look like?” she replied without looking up from the box she was packing. She 

knew she shouldn’t make eye contact with him. She was weak. If she looked at him, she might 

lose her nerve and stop packing.  

 

He stepped closer to her. The scent of his aftershave tormented her. She grew weaker by the 

second.  

 

She could feel his glare on her, piercing through her back like a razor sharp dagger. 

 

He cleared his throat. “Where are you going? Can’t we talk about this?”  

 

Clare took a deep breath, willed herself strong and looked up at him. “There’s really nothing to 

talk about. Judging from your behavior, it’s obvious you don’t love me anymore. I’m not 

marrying someone who doesn’t love me and cheats on me.”  

 

Never good at hiding his anger, Clare watched as his eyes turned as cold as Lake Michigan in 

January and hard as the lake’s icy crust. He continued to hold her gaze, his eyes telling one story 

while his words told another.  

 

“ You know I love you. That thing with Lana and Tina, it didn’t mean anything…it was just, I 

don’t know pre-marital jitters. I didn’t mean to hurt you. It will never happen again.” His 

smooth, self-assured tone irritated her.  

 

But she saw through him. To her, at this very moment, he sounded more like a used car salesman 

trying to convince her to buy a jalopy rather than a man about to lose his fiancé. She saw it in his 

eyes. He wasn’t sincere.  

 



Clare fought her tears. She wanted to be strong. She wanted to stand her ground. “You and I both 

know that’s not true. You don’t love me anymore. If you did, you wouldn’t be fooling around on 

me. Let’s just accept this and move on. I’ll be out in a couple of hours,” she said as she pulled 

her gaze from him and continued to kneel on the floor and pack books in a box.  

 

She heard him take a step closer to her. The heat emanating from his body was such she was sure 

the apartment’s temperature rose at least five degrees. Beads of sweat trickled down her sides. 

Why couldn’t he go away and leave her be? His breathing intensified and she wanted to look up 

at him. She desperately wanted him to still love her, but he didn’t. Reaching for more books she 

gripped them tightly and then threw them in the box, not caring about their disarray. 

 

Clare closed the box and extended her arm to grab a roll of tape from a nearby end table. Sean 

reached down and wrapped his large hand around her forearm and yanked her to her feet. She 

jerked her arm away, but he snatched it back up again and squeezed it even tighter. He grasped 

her other arm with his opposite hand and pulled her close to him. His intense stare latched onto 

her like a vice grip. A brief moment of silence filled the air. She could feel his hot breath as it 

hovered around her face. “Let me go, you’re hurting me.” She tried to pull her arms free from his 

grip, but he was too strong.  

 

He shook her back and forth in short, rough movements. Seconds passed before he yelled at her. 

“You’re not leaving me! You’re not ending this! Nobody leaves me! I will tell you when it’s 

over! Do you understand?”  

 

Clare held back her tears and swallowed the lump in her throat. “Let me go! Now! It’s done, 

we’re finished!” Sean shoved her away, sending her tumbling back over the box she just packed. 


