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Introduction 

The Girl Who Saved The Sky

Some people think Manhattan is made of steel and glass. I know better. It’s held together by secrets, ambition, and the soft gold glow of gallery lights on a Thursday night.

Which is why, on the first crisp spring evening of April, I found myself standing in the middle of the Verve Manhattan Gallery, clutching a flute of champagne, and praying the universe would grant my sister just one normal month.

It wasn’t looking good.

Camille was dazzling as always, her honey-blonde hair twisted into a loose chignon, a single seaglass earring glinting at her temple like a drop of ocean light. Beside her, Julian —husband, genius painter, part-time egomaniac—was holding court, surrounded by critics and collectors hanging on his every word.

To anyone else, Camille and Julian looked like the power couple of Manhattan’s art world. The perfect pair. A match made in a very expensive, very color-coordinated heaven.

But I’ve learned perfection is a frame job. Step close enough and you’ll see the cracks in the canvas.

And tonight, the crack’s name was Isabel Rivera.

She’d arrived in Manhattan a week ago, and already half the art scene was buzzing about her “transcendent seaglass sculptures.” She was brilliant, beautiful, and—unfortunately—the ex-girlfriend of Lucas Ortega.

Lucas, who just happened to be the man my sister Camille had very publicly not had an affair with.

Except she had.

And as if my night wasn’t stressful enough, Lucas himself appeared across the gallery, leaning one broad shoulder against the doorframe. His linen shirt clung to a chest that looked carved out of marble, and when he crossed his arms, the motion pulled the fabric tight across his abs—perfectly sculpted like a Greek statue in the Met.

I rolled my eyes. Camille’s eyes, on the other hand, did not roll.

Great. Just great.

Because in my family, secrets don’t stay buried. They shimmer under the gallery lights, waiting for the perfect moment to shatter the sky.

And I had the distinct feeling that this was about to be one of those moments.

Dedication

For every woman who’s ever tried to keep the sky from falling—

And for those who learned that sometimes, letting it crack open is how the light gets in.

— Hannah Stone
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​Preface
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They say Manhattan never sleeps. I believe it—it’s a city wired on secrets, neon lights, and the pulse of possibility.

I’ve always been fascinated by the stories that happen behind closed gallery doors, in whispered conversations over cocktails, in glances that last a fraction too long.

This is one of those stories.

It’s about love that refuses to die, even when it probably should. It’s about marriages people bet against, and the art that blooms in the chaos. It’s about sisters, and the secrets we keep to protect the people we love—even when those secrets threaten to set the whole sky on fire.

I wrote this book for anyone who’s ever stood under city lights, wondering if the truth will break you—or set you free.

Because sometimes the sky doesn’t need saving. Sometimes, it needs to be shattered so you can piece it back together in colors you never imagined.

— Hannah Stone/
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Chapter One Shards of Glass and Gallery Light
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Some people collect art because they love beauty. Some people collect it because they want to own a piece of someone else’s soul.

Standing in the Verve Manhattan Gallery that night, I wasn’t sure which kind of people surrounded me. All I knew was, my sister was glowing like she’d swallowed a star—and I was waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Camille floated through the room in a silk dress the color of pale seafoam. Her hair was twisted up so artfully loose that I knew it had taken her two hours to get it “effortless.” Around her neck hung a delicate pendant made of seaglass, catching the light with every tilt of her chin.

Julian hovered nearby, charming critics with the ease of a man who’d sold paintings for the price of penthouses. He wore black on black, except for the flecks of paint dusting his cuffs—a detail that made women swoon and men try too hard to look disheveled.

I tried to fade into the background, pretending to admire a six-foot canvas streaked in violent shades of crimson. But my eyes kept drifting across the room to where Lucas Ortega had taken up residence near the bar.

Lucas was the kind of man who’d look good wearing nothing but a paint-splattered drop cloth. Which, incidentally, I’d heard he had, more than once. Even from twenty feet away, I could see the hard planes of his chest pressing against his linen shirt, and every time he moved, the fabric pulled tight over abs that might have been chiseled by Michelangelo himself.

It was frankly rude how sculpted he was.

Camille was avoiding looking at him. Which, in my experience, meant she was very much thinking about him.

And then Isabel Rivera walked in.

She moved through the doorway like a comet—dark hair cascading in sleek waves, skin kissed by sun, eyes sharp as broken glass. She wore a fitted dress in deep emerald, and at her throat sparkled a necklace strung with pieces of polished seaglass in shades of turquoise and amethyst.

For a second, the entire room seemed to hush around her.

Tasha, who’d appeared at my elbow with a glass of prosecco, let out a low whistle. “Well, shit. That’s the kind of entrance you only get away with if you’re about to ruin someone’s life.”

I swallowed. “That’s Isabel Rivera.”

Tasha arched one brow. “The seaglass sculptor? Lucas’s ex? That Isabel?”

“The very one.”

Isabel’s gaze swept the room like a searchlight. And when it landed on Camille, her lips curved into a smile that wasn’t entirely friendly.

“Uh-oh,” Tasha murmured. “Somebody’s about to get seaglassed.”

Camille, to her credit, lifted her chin and gave Isabel a polite nod. But her shoulders went tight beneath her delicate silk. Julian, oblivious, kept talking animatedly about brushstroke techniques to a circle of gallery patrons.

Across the room, Lucas shifted his stance, abs flexing distractingly under his shirt. His eyes locked onto Isabel, and for a heartbeat, a whole silent conversation seemed to pass between them.

I felt a pulse of dread.

Because in my family, nothing stays buried forever. Especially not the truth.

And tonight, I could practically feel the cracks beginning to form under the glittering Manhattan lights.

​Chapter Two Coffee, Secrets, and Sofia Vergara

Tasha and I watched Isabel Rivera glide through the gallery like a queen surveying her loyal subjects.

“I mean,” Tasha whispered, leaning closer, “I knew she was pretty, but holy shit. Is she legally allowed to look like that in New York without paying extra taxes?”

I bit back a laugh. “She basically looks like Sofia Vergara if Sofia Vergara decided to become a sculptor and destroy people’s marriages for sport.”

Tasha let out a little snort. “With those cheekbones and that hair? She could burn down half of Manhattan and the FDNY would send her flowers.”

Isabel paused near a display of Julian’s smaller canvases, lifting a glass of champagne. The gallery lights hit her seaglass necklace, scattering flecks of turquoise across her perfect décolletage. For a second, I was almost hypnotized.

And then I snapped out of it, because Camille was headed straight for her.

“Shit,” Tasha hissed, grabbing my arm. “Abort mission! I repeat, abort!”

But it was too late. Camille stopped in front of Isabel, lifting her chin with the grace of someone who’d learned the hard way how to keep her composure under fire.

“Isabel,” she said, voice calm. “Welcome back to New York.”

Isabel tilted her head, that killer smile firmly in place. “Camille. You look... luminous. Marriage must agree with you.”

Camille’s smile wavered, just a fraction. “I’m doing well, thank you. And congratulations on your new residency.”

“Gracias, cariño,” Isabel purred, her accent as smooth as velvet and just as dangerous. “You know how it is. Sometimes you have to leave a place to remember how much power you have when you come back.”

“Of course,” Camille said coolly. “And Manhattan loves a comeback.”

Isabel’s eyes flicked toward Lucas, who was pretending to study a nearby painting so hard I half expected him to start licking the canvas.

“Well,” Isabel said, swirling her champagne, “some people never really leave, even when they try.”

Camille’s shoulders went rigid. I could practically hear the gears grinding in her head as she fought to keep her expression neutral.

Tasha leaned closer to me and muttered, “I swear to God, Lena, if this turns into a tequila-throwing catfight, I’m going to livestream it.”

I elbowed her in the ribs. “Don’t you dare.”

“Too late. I’m already writing hashtags in my head.”

Julian finally seemed to realize that his wife was about to burst into flames. He drifted over, draping an arm around Camille’s waist. “Is everything all right here?”

Isabel’s smile widened, eyes glinting. “Perfectly. I was just telling Camille how inspiring
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​Chapter Three Heels, Hints, and Tarot Cards




































​Chapter Four Abs, Opportunities, and the Art of Denial
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