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DESCRIPTION      

 

 

Carter is unlike anyone I’ve ever met.

Well, if you call hitting him with my car an actual meeting.

He’s handsome, friendly, clever, and a little quirky… in a good way.

Instead of making me use money I don’t have to pay for his bike repairs, he wants me to work off my debt as his personal assistant.

Easy enough. Right?

How hard could it be?

Harder than I thought.

First, there’s Gavin, Carter’s uncle. He doesn’t like me, and something tells me to watch my back with him.

Next, there’s information about me I’d rather not make public, but Gavin has other ideas.

As I try to keep my secret contained, I discover Mr. Do-No-Wrong has secrets of his own, and now I must tell Carter.

I’m not so sure I’m in the best position to do so, especially now that we’re secretly seeing each other.

I’d hate to ruin a good thing.

But some things are more important than love… I hope.
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CHAPTER 1

 

Carter

 

There is nothing like being on a motorcycle.  I have learned that from years of riding across America.  Even in a helmet and leathers, the ride is thrilling and invigorating.  I’m not exactly certain why it sings its siren song to me, but I know part of it is the danger.  On a motorcycle, on my Harley, the danger is real.  The pavement, the very hard, unforgiving pavement is only feet away, and every rider knows that the pavement can be deadly.  While most of us think we can hold our heads high and avoid brain trauma, physics says something different.  Once you start to tumble, momentum takes over.  That helmet will smack the pavement.  With good luck, you’ll survive intact.  With bad luck, you’ll die.  With worse luck, you’ll end up in a wheelchair with someone feeding you.  Every rider knows that.  That’s part of the lure, the nearness of death—mortality.

I’m riding not just for the thrill, not even for the scenery of upstate New York, although the scenery is terrific.  That’s another thing about bike riding.  You get off the Interstates and actually go slow enough to see something.  In cars, in SUVs, which seem to seek out riders to maim and kill, drivers don’t see much.  Sure, they’re better protected, and they fare far better in crashes, but they’re simply rolling boxes designed to get someone from point A to point B quickly and safely.  Every rider knows that if you want to actually see the country, you have to ride a bike.

Preferably, a Harley.

This afternoon, I’m riding because of Uncle Gavin.  He’s frequently the reason for my therapeutic rides.  We have a thing going on, and it’s not a good thing.  His idea of how to run a hedge fund differs from mine by 180 degrees.  I like to think Arbor-Viridis was formed to do some good in the world.  I like to think we consider ethics before we invest.  Uncle Gavin isn’t so inclined.  For him, the hedge fund exists to make money.  It doesn’t matter that we both have more than enough money.  We can never spend what we already have.  So, our arguments are always the same.  I would like to reduce the amount of carbon in the air.  He would like to add another million to his portfolio.  I tell him he can’t breathe money.  He tells me the day of reckoning is coming, and the rich shall inherit the earth.  When the arguing gets too loud and too personal, I leave.  The Harley is waiting.  I roll out of the city and head upstate, where the air and the views are better.

As I roll along the curving, two-lane highway, I consider what brought me back to New York City, back from the lazy life I had in Los Angeles.  Of course, the answer is simple—my father died.

George Emerson, my father, was the brains behind Arbor-Viridis.  He had the idea that people with money would invest for the good of the world.  If they made a fair return on their investments, well, that was great.  My father knew a lot of people who liked the idea of making a difference in the world.  They wanted to do some good with their riches.  Of course, they also wanted to live well too.  Dad’s brother, Uncle Gavin, saw only half of the dream, the money half.  George and Gavin fought most days.  After my father’s death, I became CEO.  I picked up the good fight, which is why I have to ride.  The riding keeps me from punching Uncle Gavin in the chops.  It wouldn’t take more than one punch.  He is no match and never will be.

My back starts to ache, and I know it’s time to pull off the highway and drink a cup of coffee.  While a motorcycle is thrilling and economical, it is not the most comfortable.  Tradeoffs, life is filled with tradeoffs.

Park Hill sounds like a nice, little town.  The sign says five miles, and five miles is nothing.  Ten minutes.  I know that when I reach Park Hill, I’ll have to check my messages.  You can’t run a multi-billion-dollar hedge fund without creating message traffic.  I have found that more than eighty percent of the messages are things that can and should be handled at a lower level.  Employees need to take some ownership of their jobs, their responsibilities.  Sure, they will overstep and make mistakes, but those are generally easily corrected.  Boldness is needed.  It’s rarely found.

Which is why I don’t yet have a personal assistant.  I need a PA who not only understands business (a little), but also has that boldness that the job requires.  Sure, a good assistant will make mistakes, but the mistakes will be in action, not in waiting.  I have learned that a ninety percent solution today is better than a hundred percent solution in two weeks.  Most of the candidates Human Resources send to me have the paper credentials to qualify, but they don’t have the courage I’m looking for.

Park Hill slows me.  I roll into the square, with its courthouse in the center, and I am entranced once again.  There is something nostalgic about a well-kept, small town.  This is the town of a thousand movies, a place everyone has seen and admired.  Does Park Hill have problems?  Of course, and maybe it’s dying.  Much of rural America is dying—usually because people like Uncle Gavin don’t see the value of a town like Park Hill.  I do.  And I love these places, even more than I love my penthouse overlooking Central Park.  Small towns seem more genuine.  People don’t wear their bank account balances on their sleeves.  In New York, it’s all about the shoes.

That’s what you learn when you live in the city.  You learn to look at people’s shoes.  Maybe in the good old days, a pair of black and a pair of brown would do.  What else did man need?  But today, today, it’s black shoes in fifteen different styles and brown shoes to match your eyes and cowboy boots when you want to step out and jogging shoes even if you don’t jog and sneakers because, well, sneakers are always cool.  And last year’s styles won’t do.  You must have the latest and greatest, the shoes actors and actresses get for free, because the manufacturer knows that if the elite adopt his shoes, then he can make a bundle.  

Shoes.

I have come to despise shoes.  I have more than I can ever wear.  I spend more time picking shoes than I do picking out a shirt and tie.  It’s silly.  It’s wasteful.  It’s what I think about sometimes when I’m on my bike.  If I had one wish, I would abolish the shoe fetish that makes a lot of people rich.  Everyone comes equipped with two feet.  How many shoes do they need?

The Daily Grind is just another storefront coffee shop, but I like the name, and I’m sure they have a decent cup of coffee.  I like to think that coffee is the elixir of the gods.  It seems to cure a lot of













