
    
      Too late mr. billionaire you can't afford me now

      She Left With Nothing, Returned Worth Everything

      by Anthony James

    

  Copyright
ISBN: 978-1-997354-38-3

Copyright © 2026 by Anthony James

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Published by Anthony James

New York, NY

Prologue
I watched the pen in Silas’s hand. It was a heavy instrument made of black resin and silver. He did not use it to sign the papers yet. He just tapped it against the edge of the mahogany desk.

The sixty-fourth floor of Vane Enterprises was quiet. Outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, Manhattan moved in a fast shift of gray and yellow. Inside, the air was filtered and still.

Silas finally looked at me. His eyes were dark. He did not show any regret. He did not show any emotion at all.

"I have had the legal team prepare everything," he said. His voice was steady. "There is no need for a long dispute. We both know where this is going."

He slid a blue folder across the polished surface. It stopped exactly three inches from my hands. I did not reach for it.

"The prenuptial agreement was clear," he continued. "But I have decided to be generous."

He placed a single slip of paper on top of the folder. It was a check. I leaned forward enough to read the numbers. Fifty thousand dollars.

To Silas Vane, fifty thousand dollars was the cost of a weekend in the mountains. To me, it was the price he had placed on seven years of marriage.

"I am moving in a different direction, Evelyn," he said. "The company is growing. My life is changing. You were the right person for the man I was when we met. You are not the right person for the man I am now."

I looked at him. I looked for the man I had married. He was not there. He had been replaced by a man who only made corporate decisions.

"You think I am a liability," I said. My voice did not shake. I made sure of that.

Silas sat back in his chair. "I think you have reached your limit. You are a beautiful woman. You have been a calm presence at my side. But Vane Enterprises requires more than that now. It requires a partner who understands the business."

He meant Cassandra Mallow. I knew about the meetings. I knew about the late nights at the office that had nothing to do with data.

"My father's company," I said. I kept my eyes on his. "The bankruptcy three years ago. You told me it had to happen."

Silas did not blink. "It was a failing business. I took the debt to protect your family name."

"You did not protect it," I said. "You bought it. You took the patents and sold the buildings to your own companies."

I had spent months looking through old files and digital records. I had found the signatures. I had found the hidden companies he used to strip my father of everything he owned.

"Business is not personal, Evelyn," Silas said. He sounded bored. "Your father was a dreamer. He did not have the skills for the current market. I took the burden off his shoulders."

"He died thinking he was a failure because of you," I said.

Silas stood up. He fixed the cuffs of his suit. "He died because he could not change. Do not make the same mistake. Take the check. Sign the papers. You can find a small apartment. You can start over."

He spoke to me with a flat voice. I was a person who no longer had a use in his life.

I stood up too. I felt the hardwood floor beneath my shoes. I held the encrypted drive my father had left in a safe deposit box.

"I do not want your generosity, Silas," I said.

He looked at the check. "Fifty thousand is more than you had when we married. Without me, you have no money. No credit. No status."

I picked up the check. I did not tear it. I folded it once and put it in my pocket.

"I have what I need," I said.

Silas laughed. It was a short, dry sound. "I will have my driver take you to the penthouse. You have forty-eight hours to take your things. Anything left after that will be thrown away."

I walked toward the door. The handle was cold. I did not look back at the man who had spent ten years trying to change who I was.

"Goodbye, Silas," I said.

"Sign the papers, Evelyn," he said. "It is the only way you will get the money."

I did not answer. I stepped out into the hallway. The elevator was waiting. As the doors closed, I saw him pick up his phone. He was already starting a new task.

He did not know that I had already accessed the first part of the Aethelgard data. He did not know that I had been moving small amounts of money into other accounts for eighteen months.

He thought he was leaving me with nothing. He thought I was the person he described.

I pressed the button for the lobby. I was not going back to the penthouse. I was not going to take the clothes or the jewelry he bought for me.

I had my father's drive. I had my own intelligence. And I had the fifty thousand dollars he thought was a large amount for a woman like me.

When the doors opened, I walked past the security guards. I walked out into the rain.

I did not have a car waiting. I did not have a plan that involved staying in this city.

I looked up at the Glass Tower. It was a tall building he used to show his wealth to the world.

I walked toward the subway. My shoes hit the pavement. I was twenty-nine years old, and I was alone.

Silas Vane thought he had won. He thought he was finished with me.

He was wrong. This was not the end. This was the start of the time he would owe me. And I intended to make him pay for every thing he took.

1. The Fifty Thousand Dollar Dismissal
Silas Vane pushed a single sheet of paper across the mahogany table. It stopped inches from my hands. Next to it, he placed a check. The number written on the line was fifty thousand dollars.

“Sign it, Evelyn,” he said. His voice didn't have any emotion in it. He wasn't angry. He wasn't sad. He looked at me the same way he looked at a quarterly earnings report that failed to meet his expectations.

I didn’t pick up the pen. I looked at the check instead. Fifty thousand dollars. To a man who had just closed a four-billion-dollar acquisition of a telecommunications giant, this was pocket change. It was less than the cost of the watch he wore on his left wrist.

“Is this the final valuation?” I asked. My voice was steady. I had spent three years practicing that steadiness. I had spent one thousand and ninety-five days learning how to be the person who didn’t react when he was cruel.

Silas leaned back in his leather chair. The glass walls of the Vane Enterprises boardroom showed the Manhattan skyline behind him. From this height, the people below looked like ants. I knew that was how he saw me now. An ant he was tired of stepping around.

“You haven’t kept pace,” he said. He tapped his fingers on the arm of his chair. “When we married, you were a suitable match. You had the right name. You knew how to move in the Vulture Circle. But the world has moved on, and you’ve stayed exactly where you were the day I met you. You’re an asset that has depreciated to zero, Evelyn.”

I looked at his dark eyes. He meant every word. He didn't see the woman who had spent those three years managing his social calendar, smoothing over his PR disasters, and sitting in the background of every gala so he looked like a stable family man to his investors. He saw a trophy that had lost its shine.

“I stayed where you told me to stay,” I said. I remembered the nights I wanted to talk about the market, about the algorithms I was developing in the middle of the night while he slept. Each time, he had patted my hand and told me to focus on the flower arrangements for the botanical garden benefit.

“Don’t make this difficult,” Silas said. He checked his watch. He had a meeting with the board in ten minutes. I was a line item on his schedule that he wanted to clear before lunch. “The prenuptial agreement was clear. You get fifty thousand. I’ve even instructed my lawyers not to contest your personal belongings. You can take your clothes and your jewelry.”

“My father’s company,” I said. The words felt heavy in my mouth. “You said you’d save it, Silas. You told me if I married you, the Thorne legacy would be protected.”

Silas didn't look away. “Thorne Logistics was a sinking ship. I didn’t save it. I liquidated it. It was the only logical move. Your father was a sentimental man, Evelyn. That’s why he failed. I’m not a sentimental man.”

A pulse started in my neck. The realization hit me then. He hadn't tried to save my father's business at all. He had waited for me to be vulnerable, used my family’s collapse to force me into a marriage that benefited his public image, and then picked the carcass of my father’s life work clean. He had destroyed the one thing I had left to ensure I had nowhere else to go.

I picked up the pen. My hand didn't shake. I signed my name at the bottom of the divorce decree. The ink was black and permanent. I didn't look at the check. I didn't touch it.

“Keep the money, Silas,” I said. I stood up. I was wearing a white silk dress. It was the kind of dress he liked—soft, feminine, and harmless. I hated it.

Silas frowned. It was the first break in his mask. “Don’t be dramatic. You have no income. Your father is in a state-run care facility. You’ll be on the street in a month without that money.”

“I’d rather be on the street than have one more thing that belongs to you,” I said. I walked toward the door. Each step felt like I was shedding a layer of skin. I felt lighter. I felt cold, but it was a clarity I hadn't known in years.

As I reached the door, it swung open. Cassandra Mallow stood there. She was wearing a red suit that stood out against the gray and glass of the office. She held a folder against her chest. She didn't look surprised to see me. She looked victorious.

“Silas, the board is waiting,” she said. She stepped past me into the room, her shoulder brushing mine. She didn't apologize. She looked at Silas, and the way he looked back at her told me everything I needed to know. The affair hadn't been a secret to anyone but me.

“Evelyn was just leaving,” Silas said. He was already looking at the folder Cassandra held. I was already gone from his mind.

I walked out of the boardroom. I walked past the rows of assistants who refused to meet my eyes. They knew. They had probably known for months. I walked to the elevator and pressed the button for the lobby. The mirrored walls of the elevator showed a woman I barely recognized. My blonde hair was perfectly styled. My makeup was flawless. I looked like a ghost.

I reached the lobby and walked out into the humid air of the New York afternoon. I didn't have a car waiting. I didn't have a plan. All I had was a secret I had kept for three years. In a small locker at Grand Central Station, there was a laptop. On that laptop was the code I had been perfecting while Silas thought I was choosing table linens.

My father had been a sentimental man, but he wasn't a fool. He had left me a set of encrypted files before his mind began to fail. He told me they were a safety net. It had taken me two years to break the encryption. What I found inside wasn't just money; it was a roadmap of every illegal move Silas Vane had made to build his empire.

I started walking. I didn't look back at the Glass Tower. I didn't look at the Vane Enterprises logo that topped the building. I didn't feel like a victim. For the first time in my life, I felt like a hunter.

I had nothing now. No home, no husband, and no reputation. Silas thought he had stripped me of my value. He thought he had left me with nothing. But he had forgotten one thing about assets. Sometimes, the most valuable ones are the ones you don't see coming until they own everything you have.

I reached the station and found the locker. I pulled out the laptop bag. It was heavy. It felt more real than the three years of marriage I had just ended. I sat on a wooden bench in the middle of the crowded terminal. People rushed past me, a sea of suits and briefcases. They were all playing a game they didn't know the rules to.

I opened the laptop and typed in a long string of characters. The screen flickered to life. A single window opened. It was a trading platform I had built myself, hidden behind layers of offshore proxies. The balance in the corner didn't say fifty thousand dollars. It said seven figures. It was the seed money my father had hidden away, grown by the algorithms I had run in secret.

I looked at the market data streaming across the screen. Vane Enterprises was trading at an all-time high. Silas was arrogant. He was overextended. He thought he was untouchable.

I typed in a command. I wasn't going to buy a house. I wasn't going to buy a new wardrobe. I was going to buy a ticket to Reykjavik. I needed a fortress. I needed a place where the air was as cold as the person I was becoming. I needed to disappear until I was strong enough to return and tear his world down.

I closed the laptop and stood up. I left the silk dress in a trash can in the ladies' room. I changed into a pair of black jeans and a hoodie I bought at a newsstand. I looked at my reflection in the stained mirror. The trophy wife was dead.

“Too late, Silas,” I whispered to the empty room. “You really can’t afford me now.”

I walked toward the gates. I didn't have a suitcase. I didn't have a goodbye. I only had a destination and a debt to collect. The Vulture Circle was about to find out that the bird they had tried to pick clean still had its talons.

As the plane lifted off the tarmac an hour later, I watched the lights of the city fade. Silas was down there, probably celebrating his new acquisition with Cassandra. He was probably laughing about the fifty-thousand-dollar check I had left on the table.

He thought he knew the price of everything. He was about to learn that some things are priceless, and some mistakes are terminal.
2. A Suitcase Full of Broken Promises
The seatbelt sign stayed on for twenty minutes. I watched the vibration of the tray table in front of me. The plastic rattled against the metal latch. I reached out and pressed my thumb against it to stop the noise.

The man in the seat next to me was asleep. His head leaned toward the window. He didn't know that the woman sitting beside him had just walked away from a billion-dollar marriage with nothing but a laptop and a hoodie. He didn't know that I was currently worth seven figures in a series of accounts he couldn't see.

I didn't close my eyes. I couldn't. Every time I blinked, I saw Silas’s face. I saw the way his upper lip didn't even twitch when he told me my father’s company was gone. I saw the charcoal fabric of his suit. It was a bespoke weave. He always liked things that were made specifically for him. He thought he had made me specifically for him, too.

I opened the laptop again. The blue light from the screen reflected off the small window. I pulled up the primary directory of the encrypted files. My father had named the folder 'Lir'. In the legends, Lir was a god of the sea whose children were turned into swans. They were cursed to spend nine hundred years on the water until a bell rang to break the spell.

My father wasn't a poet. He was a logistics expert. He used the name because it was the one thing Silas wouldn't think to search for. Silas didn't believe in stories. He believed in spreadsheets.

I clicked through the sub-directories. There were thousands of documents. Shipping manifests. Inter-office memos from Vane Enterprises that should have been deleted three years ago. Records of shell companies I had never heard of.

I found a file labeled 'Project Icarus'. I opened it.

It was a detailed plan to manipulate the fuel surcharges for Thorne Logistics. It wasn't an accident that my father’s company went under. Silas had coordinated with three other major shipping firms to drive the prices up, then he had pulled the credit lines he controlled through his subsidiary banks.

He didn't just let the company fail. He strangled it.

I felt a physical sensation in my chest. It wasn't a metaphor. It was a tightening of the muscles. It was the feeling of a clock starting to tick.

I looked at the market data. Vane Enterprises stock was ticking up in the after-hours trading. People were betting on the stability Silas projected. They didn't see the rot in the foundation.

I began to write a script. My fingers moved across the keys with a speed I had suppressed for three years. In the Glass Tower, I had typed slowly. I had played the part of the wife who struggled with the remote control. I had let him think I was soft.

Now, the code flowed out of me. I wasn't just building a fund. I was building a weapon. The algorithm would identify every single one of Silas’s overextended positions. It would find the cracks he thought he had filled with my father’s assets.

'Landing in ten minutes,' the pilot’s voice came over the intercom.

I closed the laptop. I tucked it into the bag.

The descent into Keflavík was rough. The plane hit the tarmac and the brakes shrieked. I didn't reach for my phone. I didn't have anyone to text. Silas would be at a dinner by now. He would be sitting across from Cassandra. They would be drinking a bottle of wine that cost more than the check he had tried to give me.

I walked through the terminal. It was small and functional. The air inside was recycled and dry. I followed the signs to the car rental desks.

'Evelyn Thorne?' the clerk asked. She was a young woman with blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun.

'Yes,' I said.

'We have your reservation. The Land Rover is in the south lot.'

She handed me the keys. I didn't use a credit card in my own name. I used a corporate card for a company called Aethelgard. It was registered in the Cayman Islands. The bank didn't ask questions when the balance was in the millions.

I found the car. It was black and smelled like new leather and cleaning fluid. I threw the laptop bag onto the passenger seat.
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