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Welcome!
Indie is an online magazine dedicated to the

independent author and artist community. It features

opening chapters, short stories, poetry, as well as

advice, non fiction articles and interviews. Here, there

is something for every reader, and you're able to

support a large amount of creators.

This issue is on Love, ranging from romantic love to

family bonds and pets.

I hope you enjoy your read, and discover some

amazing new talents as you do so.
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Turner family/friends
excerpt
“Wait hold on, I just want you to be sure.”

“I'm Sorry?” confused Shayna inched back, she thought this was what
he wanted. 

“Shayna, I need you to understand what this means before we go
any further.”

Shayna knew what he meant. He didn’t love and he didn’t want her
to expect more than just sex, like so many other women. A part of
her wanted this, to share this experience with him to give herself to
him, but maybe him stopping had been for the best. How could she
have fallen in love with him knowing it would never lead to anything.
They would only be married for another 3 weeks and actually
consummating their marriage would only lead to disappointment.
She knew deep In her heart that she loved him. She had grown
accustomed to his kisses, to him sending flowers, the little thinking of
you cards, but apparently it had just been a way to seduce her and
then drop the bottom from up under her.

Jerome saw the play of emotions on Shayna's face. He needed her to
understand that this would cement then together. That they would
be playing it for keeps. He loved her and didn’t want her to leave, not
in 3 weeks, not ever.

Scene by MzSassy

author



“You’re right, we shouldn’t be doing this, it will only complicate things” 
Shayna began to remove herself from his bed.

Jerome's head dropped. She didn’t love him, he knew it, but damn he
wanted her to. Had he wanted her to love him back so much that he
misread all the signs. She seemed so genuine in her appreciation of
his gifts and in the time they had been spending together. He had
done everything he could to romance her to show her his feelings
and with all that, she could just walk away ‘it would complicate things’
she said damn her his frustration with her rejection was getting the
best of him.

“Do you hate me that much?” It came out a little harsher then he
would have liked but he was hurting. Shayna stopped at the doorway
and looked back at him in total shock.

“I don’t hate you Jerome.”

“But?”

“There’s no but.”

“There’s always a but with you.”

“I don’t want to fight with you.”

“Since when?”

“Since we called a truce.” She almost said since you realized she
loved him.

“Forget the damn truce!”



“Im leaving.” She turned to leave.

“I guess hell just froze over.”

“What the hell is your problem?” She snatched back around and said.

Jerome knew he was probably in for the biggest fight of his life with
her, but dammit he didn’t care. She rejected him and his love. He
wanted to spend the rest of his life with her and he wasn’t going to
make walking away from him as easy as she'd like.

“You are at the moment.” He was off the bed and staking toward her.

“Oh why? Because I won't sleep with you? The infamous Jerome
Turner has never had a   woman tell him no. Excuse the hell out of
me for not wanting some meaningless empty affair with Boston's
most eligible bachelor.”

He almost told her he wasn’t a bachelor anymore, but something
else she said stuck with him. A Meaningless empty affair? Is that
what she really thought? As much as he wanted to be angry and
frustrated with her, he had to calm down, clearly they were not on
the same page. He stood in front of her now and looked down at the
woman who had his heart and at the moment she probably wanted
to rip it out of his chest.

“I think we're misunderstanding each other.”

“No, I think we are very clear with each other.”

“I disagree.”



“You always do.” He smiled, God he loved her and maybe it was time
he told her.

“I don’t want a meaningless affair with you Angel, I want you, I want
us.”

Shayna frowned. A part of her wanted to be ready for a fight, but he
was looking at her the way he had been looking at her the last few
weeks. The way that made her feel safe and dare she say “loved” Did
she really misunderstand him? She was so scared to hope for him to
return her feelings? So, scared to believe he could love her back.

“What do you mean you want us?” She asked.He gently ran his hand
down her arm stopping to hold her hand and pulled her close to
him, wrapping her in his arms. 

“I love Shayna”

MzSassytheAuthor is a mother of three
from Detroit, MI and currently residing in
Texas. Her love for reading started in her
childhood years with book series like "The
Babysitters' Club". Most of her adolescent
years were spent writing poetry, but it
wasn't until her adult years that she
discovered her love for writing;
particularly connecting stories and
reoccurring characters. 



In June,
our hearts were pure

and light and full of summer.

Because we didn't know yet
how afraid we were
to love each other

We were both wanderers,
restlessness dripping from

our wild lips like rain.
And even if no place would
ever truly be home for us,

I found it in the way
you held my hand that day.

Summer/rAIN
Poetry by

@word_enchantress



Intense

Intense
The rhythm of my words
Telling you I love you and

Trusting you too soon.
Meanwhile the houseplants keep

Growing until they
Shatter their confining pots.

So we start shouting, plants and I both;
Quit holding us back

Let us grow

Poetry by

@she.writes.hope



Our second "child"
Excerpt by John Rossman

The driveway was filled with cars. Cam pulled up to the curb, just in
front of Mara and Jake’s neighbor's house. As Cookie grabbed the
girls, Cam caught the sight of Chicken’s pick up truck parked on the
other side of the drive, in the road. Leaving the driver’s side door
open, he started to walk toward the garage.

He didn’t move fast. He didn’t move slowly. He just moved. Cam
didn’t feel anything, other than his heart beating like a bass drum. He
was sure that it could be seen popping out of his shirt.

His skin felt numb. His legs floated before him.

Cam headed straight into his worst nightmare. Breaking through the
door, he stood in the hallway and looked toward the open door of
the den.

Mara and Jake’s friends came immediately upon finding out the
news. Dean was the first one to realize Cam was home. As he moved
toward the door he put his hand on Cam’s shoulder.

“Hi, Cam. Mara's in the living room.”

Cam moved past him like he was invisible. Every step he took, down
the long hallway, felt like twenty steps. It was the longest trip from
the garage door to the den that he ever remembered.

Legends never die



Reaching the door, he walked straight toward the couch. He realized
that it was the first time that he had seen it without being covered in
white sheets, pillows, and blankets, since his Dad got sick. The soft
leather was engrained with the blood, sweat and tears, that his dad
left in his last days. It was the closest Cam could get to Jake.

He fell to his knees. The shock over took his ability to stand on two
feet. In an angry, sad, loud scream, Cam belted out,

“You were supposed to wait for me, Pops! Why didn’t you wait for
me!?”

The entire house fell silent, except for Mara. As she rushed toward
the den, she screamed for her only son.

“Camden, I’m coming, Baby. I’m coming!”

Three hours passed since Cam discovered his dad was gone for
good. Everyone parted, after dropping off food, and offering
condolences, except for Chicken and the Decker’s.

Craig and Sandy tended to some light chores around the house.
Staying busy in the kitchen, they were on-call for whatever the
Rockman’s needed.

Chicken sat out back with Cookie and the girls, telling some of his
favorite stories involving Jake.

Cookie kept a strong jaw, as she played with Samantha Jane on the
patio.
Carly Rae was consumed with her new coloring books, that Cam
purchased for her before the long ride back to Alabama.



“I’m grabbing another one. You need something?” Chicken asked.

“No, I’m good.”

“Man, look at those two. I can’t imagine what they are going through.
Not sure I’ve ever seen three people closer than they were,” Chicken
said, as he looked out toward the Bay.

“It’s going to be a brutal couple of days, Chicken. You know they’re
going to need us both.”

“That’s precisely why I took the next three days off work. I’ll probably
take the couch tonight, I’m sure it’s going to be a late one,” Chicken
added.

Down near the Bay, Cam and Mara sat together in the Adirondack
chairs, piecing together the events of the day, as they tried to make
sense of everything.

“I didn’t know he’d gone downhill so fast. I should have come more. I
should have been here,” Cam said, as he wiped tears from his eyes.

“Cam, he didn’t want you to see him so weak. He was getting to the
point where he couldn’t walk much. He was so frail. It was hard to
see,” Mara responded.

“Did you tell him I was coming? Did you tell him about my son?” He
asked.

At the time, Mara knew Jake needed to let go. She didn’t want him to
suffer anymore, so she waited until his body gave out, before she
shared the news about baby Jake with his soul.



Now, not wanting to upset Cam any further, she covered the truth a
bit.

“Yes, Cam, I told him about baby Jake. I was holding him in my arms
as I gave him his dying wish,” she said.

“When you texted me that you loved me, you knew, didn’t you?” Cam
asked his mother, as he sipped on a glass of bourbon.

“I wasn’t sure, but I had a feeling,” she responded.

“Cam, can we pick this up in the morning? I think I need to go lay
down.”

Cam stood up and embraced his Mom with both arms.

“I’ll be here when you wake up. We all will be,” he said. He kissed her
on the forehead.

Our Second "Child"

Drawing from past experiences and
flashbacks, “Our Second Child” is a
voice for families dealing with,
secondary infertility, cancer and
health issues concerning their
children. Wrapped in the beautiful
scenery of the Alabama Gulf Shores,
this love story is intense and
refreshingly authentic.



For the lost time
Excerpt by Heather Blaire

When Diego Delgado closed his eyes it was 2020. When he
awoke, he was one- hundred years in the past. Thrust into

the dawn of the Jazz Age with no money and nowhere to go,
Diego encounters a veritable bouquet of acquaintances
including a kind-hearted factory owner, a free-spirited
flapper, a worldly-wise mystic, and a strong-willed heir

named Thomas Greely. Diego, desperate to return to the
future and reunite with his young daughter, must blend in

with the roaring twenties lifestyle while searching for
answers. But distractions are all around him, especially

Thomas who is both beautiful and charismatic, and Diego
must grapple with the reality that even if he succeeds in

returning home, half of his heart will stay behind.

He set down drink number five—six? He’d lost count. He was already
properly zozzled, or whatever the word was, so why had he gotten another
drink in the first place? Had he gotten another drink? Had he gotten any of
his drinks tonight? They’d all just sort of appeared in his hand, planted there
by Thomas or Clementine. Even Rosie had given him one, her broken buzz
saw voice mumbling something about getting lucky. He hoped she hadn’t
meant with him. 

Exhausted, he sank onto a long black banquette in front of a black painted
wall. A moment later Thomas sunk beside him, a blissful smile on his drowsed
face.

“I think I overdid it,” Diego confessed. “We probably should have eaten before
we did this.”



“Indeed, we didn’t play this smartly. Though, I rarely do these days.”
Diego turned to him.

“How old are you again?” he slurred because he’d forgotten and it seemed
indispensably vital at that moment.

“Twenty-one last fall.”
“Only twenty-one?”

“Only?” Thomas huffed. “What I wouldn’t give for my parents and Henry to say
that. Whenever I use the word ‘only’ they just sneer at me and deliver another
ticking clock speech. They want me to go to Connecticut. To Yale.”

“Why not go?”

“To Connecticut? When all this filthy grandeur lay at my feet?”

“New York’s not going anywhere, and college can be a lot of fun.”
“Me, sitting in a stuffy classroom learning the art of business? Me, joining the
rowing club? Joining the Yale Union? Studying, studying, studying, practicing,
practicing, practicing. I can’t think of a hotter hell.”

“There’s wild times at college too. Some of the wildest times I ever had were
at college. Plus, you’ll meet lots of great people and make a zillion new
friends. You’re really, really good at that.”

“I can’t stand most people,” spat Thomas harshly. The bluntness of this
unexpected confession struck Diego like a slap.

“You… you can’t?”

Thomas stroked the daffodil emblem on his cufflink absentmindedly.

“Not the kind of people I’m always forced to associate with. Certainly not the
high hats at Yale, those peacocking, stuffed shirt, up-stagers.”



“But isn’t that…”

“What I am? I suppose. I play the part well enough and heaven knows I’m as
spoiled as the banana for the bread. Still, I’ve never felt comfortable in my
role as a rich man’s son. An heir. Something about my life has always felt
false. Sometimes I think it’s because I was meant to grow up penniless in
China before I was plucked up and whisked away. Other times I think it’s
something more. Something deeper. Unexplainable.” Thomas met his
companion’s eyes.

They were glistening in the low lighting of the speakeasy, projecting a mixture
of pity and curiosity.

“Sorry, I’ve been rambling again. Alcohol tends to make me ruminative.”  

“What would make you happy?” Diego asked, ignoring the apology. Thomas
wrinkled his forehead in confusion. Had anyone ever asked him that before?

“I want to travel the world like my parents,” he said. “but not the same way
they do. I don’t want to sleep in the classiest resorts and eat obscenely
expensive meals and golf all day. I want to dance in every club in every city in
Europe. Paris, Berlin, London! I want to samba in Rio de Janeiro and tango in
Argentina. I want to sketch Darwin’s creatures in Madagascar. I want to ride a
camel in Persia and an elephant in Siam. I want to go to Arizona and camp in
gargantuan canyons and stand beneath giant trees in California. I want to
visit Beijing, the place where I was born. I want to learn the language and the
culture and protest with the students and… I just want to live.”

Available in eBook and Paperback on

Amazon



flash fiction by leeann morris

From the shadows, he watched, unable to tear his eyes away.

She wandered the paths of her father's gardens, fingers caressing both petal
and bark. He admired the curves of her body, the grace of her movement,
and he longed to step into the light. She paused in the shade of an ancient
tree, head turning slightly in his direction. 

“I know you're there. I can feel your eyes upon me.” 

He held his breath, waiting for her to speak again, mesmerized by the sound
of her voice. He knew he should retreat. He knew. This world was not his own
and she was not for him, but he could not walk away.

"Always I feel you watching. Why do you not come forth?” 

He wished nothing more than to step from the shadows, to take her hand
and claim her lips, but she was young and full of life, and to love him was a
curse. He would not subject her to the shadows and watch her light dim over
the years. No, he would stay silent. He would stay hidden. He would love her
from afar.

The breeze picked up, carrying her scent on currents of warm summer air. It
pressed the thin silk of her gown against her body, revealing every line, every
curve. She stepped off the cobbled path and onto the soft grass, her bare
feet bringing her nearer. She searched for him in vain, bending to look
beneath hedges, rising on tiptoe to peer over stone walls, but he remained in
the shadows where he belonged.

“For years I have felt your gaze. For years I have known you walk with me
unseen. I have the strangest sense that I know you, that we have met before.
Will you not come forth?”

into the shadows



She stopped at an overgrown fountain, staring down into its murky depths.
The ground around it was soft with moss and covered in the shifting shadows
of overhanging branches. 

“Will you say nothing?” 

Her whisper was hardly discernible over the gurgling of the fountain, but it
pierced his heart just the same. He turned to go for he could bear it no
longer, but her words stopped him in his tracks. 

“I dream of you, you know. From the shadows, you come to claim me and
willingly I go. Within my dreams, I feel your love, your desire, and I am not
afraid.” 

Her voice lured him closer, closer than he had ever been before, and he
allowed himself to hope. She was within his reach. He had but to lift his hand
and touch her.

“Tomorrow I marry. My father has found one whose wealth is greater than his
own and he sends me to him, though I do not wish to go.” 

His hand dropped to his side. His hope was extinguished, his heart in pieces
at his feet. 

She raised her head, sensing his presence behind her. 

“If you ask it of me, I will go with you. I will leave this place and never look
back.” 

His throat ached with words that demanded to be spoken but he swallowed
them down and remained silent. What right had he to ask it? What life would
she have in darkness? He closed his eyes to hide her from his sight, to make
it easier to leave her behind, but he saw her still - a beacon of light shining
brightly in the shadows of his mind.  

“Don’t go. Please, don’t go.”



His eyes flew open and his heart stilled within his chest. She had turned to
face him and held him captive with her gaze, as green as the leaves above.
She took a step towards him but he backed away, shaking his head. This
should not be possible. She should not be able to see the unseen.

“You are as beautiful as you are in my dreams.” 

A small smile curved her lips and she took another step, one hand held out
to touch him. His breath quickened as she neared and he knew he should
flee, he knew he should spare her his darkness, but he was rooted to the
spot. Her fingers brushed his lips, they trailed up his cheek to tangle
themselves in his hair, and he was lost. He saw only her, felt only the warmth
of her touch after centuries of nothingness. He lifted his hand to her face,
touching her as reverently as she had touched him. His thumb stroked the
lips he longed to kiss. 

“Long have I watched you, long have I protected you.” 

He was unused to speaking, his voice ragged from disuse, but he could not
help himself. He bent closer to her face and whispered against her parted
lips.

“Long have I loved you, long have I desired you.” 

He gathered her into his arms, her breath now his own. Her eyes closed in
anticipation and he could wait no longer. He gave in to his overwhelming
desire and kissed her long and slow. Her hands fisted in his hair as she
pressed her body to his, demanding more and pulling him down to the
ground. His hips moved against hers in a seductive rhythm he was helpless to
stop. 

“I wish to make you my own, to carry you away from this place, but to be mine
means to walk in darkness, to live forever in shadow. I cannot ask it of you. I
will not.”

She took his face between her hands and looked without fear into his pitch-
black eyes. Her legs wrapped around him and held him in place.



“Then do not ask it. Know that I go willingly, that I am for you.” 

She pulled him to her for another kiss, tasting, savouring. His hands slid
beneath her silken gown, baring her skin to his touch. Soft and warm, she
welcomed him into her embrace. She writhed beneath him as he worshipped
her, cresting on waves of pleasure, swept away to walk forever in shadow.



@heartbreak_revenge
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 Real, raw love
Interview with

Christina

Brandal

Christina Brandal is the author of "happily ever after" love
stories that involve brokenness, redemption, hope, with real,
imperfect people who find real, grace-filled love. This issue,

I've interviewed her to see how her personal life has
influenced her work and to discover more about her views

and writing.

1- What inspired you to write your

debut novel?

The story idea was based off of a
dream I had after watching the
movie “PS. I Love You.” The character
of Daniel, played by Harry Connick, Jr.
intrigued me. He wasn’t really even a
main character, but I loved him and
wanted him to have his happily ever
after. In the end my main character
was quite different from Daniel, but
he was a primary inspiration. Issues
related to neurological divergent
people (with autism spectrum
disorder, sensory processing issues,
etc...) have a special place in my
heart, and I love recognizing that
they are as capable of love and
healthy relationships as those who
might be considered ‘typical.

’The scene I dreamed ended up
becoming a pretty integral scene in 

the beginning of the book. I woke up
the next morning and wrote it down
then kept writing–I think I wrote
10,000 words that day. It was intense.
I was already about halfway through
writing another book when that
happened.But in the end, “The Color
of Love” ended up taking over my
creative thoughts and became my first
published novel. My second
published, “A New Story” was the one I
had already started—I ended
uppublishing it second.

2- Do your real life experiences and

relationships impact your writing?

For sure! I have been married for 17
years to the man I’d consider my best
friend. We have a quirky story of how
we met (at a Star Trek convention!)
and our relationship has plenty of ups
and downs, arguments and make-ups.
It’s real, it’s raw, and it’s how I want the
relationships in my books to feel.



I base a lot of my side characters on
friends and people in my life. The
ones that are pretty obvious have
been discussed with those that they
characters are based on—sometimes
their names are even the same. Other
times I find that I pull bits and pieces
of the personalities of myself, my
family,and my friends and sprinkle
them throughout my characters and
books. The same applies to my
experiences, and perhaps those of
people I know—bits and pieces of
those experiences are sprinkled in
throughout my stories.

3- What is your personal view on the

idea of a 'perfect relationship'?

Wow, what a question! I would say that
the perfect relationship is where both
parties feel they can be themselves and
not have to pretend to be something
they aren’t. But at the same time, they
challenge each other to be better—even
if it’s just taking baby steps. I think this
applies to friendships and romantic
relationships

4- Have you ever written characters

you dislike?

I certainly dislike many of the “bad guys”
that have been written into my books.
There have also been times that some of
my beloved characters do things that I
really dislike. It’s kind of funny writing a
scene where you as the author are asking
the character “What are you doing!?” 

5- Do you believe it's important to talk

about abusive/toxic relationships?

As I mentioned before regarding
relationships, I want my stories to feel
real. That means sometimes including
the ugly nasty things that make up the
human condition. Toxic and abusive
relationships exist, and I have always
taken it seriously when writing those
situations. I want people to see that it
is possible to escape, and then not just
to survive, but thrive. And it is possible
to find love again!

6- In your opinion, what are romance

novels lacking?

This is a perfect follow-up to the
previous question. While we obviously
don’t want to be faced with all the
worlds problems when we’re reading a
light-hearted romance novel, for me, I
want to be reading about characters
that feel realistic. I want to see
characters overcoming the challenges
they are faced with to make their
relationships work

7- What messages do you aim to

convey in your novels?

I love this question, because if there is
one thing I whole heartedly believe it is
that every story—no matter what
genre—is conveying a message. We as
authors have a responsibility to own
up to themessage we are putting out.



Discover your message.Another great follow-up question to your previous one,
because I feel like discovering your message is important—though it may not be
clear to you at the beginning,I think with time you’ll discover a consistent underlying
message you are delivering with your work.If it doesn’t become clear after
completing a few manuscripts, you may need to delve in a little deeper to figure out
what it should be. 2)Do your research, make your story as believable as possible.In a
world filled with broken relationships, it is easy to be sceptical about love
stories.Because of this, I think it is important for the world you are building your love
story around to be as believable as possible. If the details of your story are accurate
and believable, then when you get into the sweet, rosy, and sometimes mushy love
story—it won’t feel so hard to believe it could happen.

For me, I want people to see that even broken, imperfect people can find
redemption and real,grace-filled love

7- What messages do you aim to

convey in your novels?



'Welcome My Love' is an inspirational book that is
perfect for expectant mothers and families to read to
their precious little ones while in the womb, to
familiarise them with the voices of their loved ones and
to enhance the bonding experience.

Around week 25 of pregnancy, ears are rapidly
developing, and a baby can recognise their mother's
voice. Reading loving, soothing and welcoming words
stimulates and interest in sounds and helps to bond
with the family.

Welcome My Love
Sarah

Faison

Sarah A. Faison is a first time author
and the founer and CEO of Bibs Plus,
a business specialising in custom
handcrafted baby bibs and fashion
for infants and children. Also, Sarah is
a Corporate Professional, Facilitator,
Speaker, Wide and Mother who is
artfully navigating the landscape of a
full and meaningful life.



"This sweet lift is for every mommy to
be who is looking to prepare her mind,

body and spirit to welcome her new
baby!"

@sarahfaisonbooks

@bibsplus



Mental Health in
Relationships

By Alexandra

Killworth

While mainstream media has portrayed romance as

perfect, real life is far from that. In this article, I will be

discussing how to successfully portray or discuss

mental health issues within a romantic plotline, with

reference to my bestseller 'A Shot in the Dark'.

The reality of life is that 1 in 6 young people (aged 16-30) will
experience symptoms of a mental illness. The reality of life is that
almost everyone will go through a depressive episode at some point,
or experience a panic attack. So if mental health illnesses and
disorders are so common, why aren't they included in stories of
romance and love?

The answer is simple, but sad. They're tricky. They're difficult.
Romance has always been portrayed as love at first sight, with
everything going smoothly and perfectly, not a single fight or any
tension. Add mental illness into the mix and suddenly that isn't the
case. Which isn't actually the illness' fault- it's the idea that love is
easy.

Love is not easy. For a successful relationship, you need to work on
it. You need to communicate, put time and effort into your partner
and work on trust, boundaries, care and support. It just isn't as easy
or simple as meeting in a cafe and falling in love at first sight.



In my bestseller 'A Shot in the Dark' the main characters Alison and
Randall are mentally ill, with different illnesses, different symptoms
and different ways of coping. Alison suffers from depression after
losing her father while Randall suffers from PTSD after an abusive
relationship. Their neurodivergence is very important to the story, as
it allows the two to connect on a much deeper level. Not to say that
healthy people cannot connect with someone with PTSD or
depression, but the fact is that early on, Randall could recognise
Alison's issues because he can relate personally and empathise.

The reasons why this type of representation is needed in media is
because it refutes the false idea that love is easy, and it encourages
and supports people who are mentally ill. Many ill people don't think
they can have a relationship, or have difficulty maintaining one
because they've never seen a couple on TV, books or film that do it
justice. Under-representation causes severe self esteem damage
and worsens mental illness dramatically. In my book, their mental
illnesses are not a huge part of the plot, but they are definitely
important. 

However, it's important not to overdo it. Some writers can
accidentally make these relationships very codependent or toxic.
The characters may end up relying on each other for stability too
much to the point of abuse or toxicity, which is just as dangerous. In
reality, when two mentally ill people are together, there should be a
balance. A balance between supporting one another, helping each
other through bad times, as well as encouraging each other to be
independent, giving space, time and privacy. And that's exactly what
Alison and Randall do towards the end of the story- won't give any
more information, so no spoilers here!



The bottom line is that there should be much, much more
representation of mentally ill people in relationships in mainstream
media- and I mean healthy relationships. Encouraging
codependency or toxic behaviours is just as bad as having no
representation at all. In addition, creating love stories that involve
communication, hard work, time and effort to make stories more
realistic. There's nothing wrong with a nice fluffy soft love story, but
there's perhaps one too many of them out there! People with mental
illness deserve relationships, love, families and companionship. Let
them have just that.
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It’s been 5 years since Alison lost her
father, along with her love for

photography, after a tragic incident
changed her life forever. Now, with the

summer holidays just round the
corner, that spark has been re-ignited,
and emotions soar high as she meets
a young man online in America. Her

life begins to fall apart, and she makes
drastic decisions to find the young
man and change her life.Can two

damaged souls find love over
distance?
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Thank you!

I'd like to give a huge thank you to everyone who got
involved in this issue of Indie, as well as all of the

amazing readers that take the time to read through it
every month. I got loads of talented submissions this

time so hopefully you've discovered even more brilliant
writers and artists to look at.

Next issue will be focused on Fantasy! If you're a
fantasy writer, or love to draw fantastical creatures,

worlds and characters, you can submit your work to be
included in next month's issue! All you need to do is
contact me via social media or my website for more

information.

Everyone who contributed is listed on the next page so
definitely check everyone out. Thank you!
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