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      Along the busy sidewalks of New York City, lifelong and transplant New Yorkers spill out of the turnstile doors of businesses, climb up train station stairs, or step through the opened doors of yellow taxis.

      The p.m. hours remain young from the glittering skyscrapers that allows the night to sparkle under the full silver moon. Approximately, 8.5 million people of varying races and nationalities call this place home. A melting pot of personalities in a city filled to the brim with secrets.

      Skeletons fill closets from the projects in Brooklyn to the walk-in ones in Manhattan. Some people who walk these tough streets are in love. Others are walking billboards of people scorned, mindlessly advertising broken hearts covered in picked scabs that have never healed.

      In the dark evening, the sun descending behind tall buildings hours ago; the streets are far from quiet. The aroma of mouthwatering cuisine hijacks the air seducing appetites and serving as aphrodisiacs to most. After clocking out from 9-to-5s or peeling themselves away from computer screens as start-up entrepreneurs, drinking-aged adults busy themselves with finding trouble to get into for the night. Some will run the streets and unexpectedly find Mr. or Mrs. Right while others will happily settle for Mr. and Mrs. Right Now.

      While hopeless romantics swear making love is the best, some people find solace in sex with a person they know they shouldn't be sexing.

      Tasteful taboos aren't odd in a city that never sleeps. And because it is a metropolis of souls searching for understanding of self, decisions are made and mistakes happen that leave situations with bitter aftertastes, strongly coated in karma.

      New York is expensive. The cost of living triple what it was only a decade ago. Neighborhoods are experiencing gentrification, only seeing improvements in living conditions when the goal is to attract crowds with fairer skin tones. So, some women (and men) use what they got to get what they want even if that means sacrificing their dignities. In this city, mistresses become carbon copies of each other. They aren’t born, they’re made, and they're always in search of sponsors for hire.

      Karma is misunderstood and payback is the real bitch.  Especially for those responsible for turning the happy ones to broken hearted. Even though Philly is 95 miles away, you can find brotherly love right here in the cracks of the sidewalks in this concrete jungle of tattered dreams.

      And right when you think things couldn't get even more divinely illicit, you overhear in subway gossip, situations that make your brows arch as you wonder, "are these true stories? Or well-organized lies?"

      With your question unanswered, you straighten your posture and lean in a little closer to the talk, licking your lips and sipping slow on the piping hot tea you’ve just been served.

      You’ll learn about twelve New Yorkers who took large bites out of forbidden fruit. How they avoided experiencing the sobering taste of regret by foolishly craving seconds. And how they selfishly chose to be a little bad. But even the bad can be good at what they do and are bold enough to tell you about it.

      Are you ready?

      If so, here are their stories….
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      Whizzing cars, soccer moms. I witnessed it all from my window seat at a small coffee shop a few blocks from my office. Here my mornings were like routine similar to the movie Groundhog Day. Everything followed the same predictable pattern. I'd grab my mug of coffee from the barista's counter at Gregory's Cafe, mosey on over to the seat near the corner window, sit and just stare out of the tall glass.

      I loved to people watch. You can learn so much from just watching people than listening to them talk or tell you about themselves. We are innate liars. So naturally, we share the things we love about ourselves and hide the flaws we hate. But the way we moved around not knowing anyone’s watching, revealed our true characters.

      The way we walk. What we allow to steal our attentions. For instance, cellular devices held the attention of most people who passed by my window, completely unfocused and self-absorbed. Others would stare out in front of themselves, mindlessly lost. Some people were happy, bright eyed and smiling for no reason. While others appeared stressed.

      TV had its interesting programming. But, TV couldn’t compare to my window seat view.

      I lifted my mug to my lips to take another sip of my coffee when my phone chimed in my purse.

      I sighed.

      "Who the hell is this?" I asked myself.

      I glanced at my phone's screen and noticed it was my assistant calling. "Veronica⁠—"

      "I know, I know," Veronica replied. "It's before 7 a.m. and you don't like me or anyone calling you before 7 a.m."

      "Aware of this and still calling me⁠—"

      "It's just that I got a call from your 8 a.m. appointment asking if she can meet with you thirty minutes earlier."

      "And you told her?" I quizzed.

      Veronica sighed. "I remember this is one of our agency's biggest deals⁠—"

      "And you told her?" I asked again, this time with more bass in my voice.

      "Joelle—"

      "There are rules for a reason," I interjected. "My me time is not just for me. It's for everyone else too because I'm not as nice as I am without it."

      Veronica giggled.

      "You could have waited until 7 a.m. to tell me she wanted to move the appointment up. Is this true or false?"

      "But she⁠—"

      "True or false?"

      "True. It's always true with you Mrs. Victors."

      I smiled. "You are well aware you don't need to call me that, Veronica."

      Me seeing him in my peripheral made me perk up in my seat and damn near end the phone call immediately.

      "Tell her 8 a.m. is fine. And remember never to call me before 7 a.m. See you soon." I ended the call.

      Every morning at 6:45 a.m., on the dot, this beautiful Saharan-skinned Adonis of a man would enter through the front door of the coffee shop.

      The man had immaculate features.

      Chiseled jawline, beautiful eyes. Hair always shaped-up perfectly with neat edges. An enticing physique. Broad shoulders and strong arms. He had height, body, and model good looks. He wore a platinum and diamond wedding band around his left ring finger.  Like me... except I had the engagement ring to match.

      See, the shame in looking didn't matter to me. Staring even.

      I couldn't say the same for the fantasies though. 

      As a married woman, the fantasies I had of this man  had to be borderline sinful. I'd created X-rated films in my mind starring just him and I. I imagined him being someone important where ever he went outside of the coffee shop. Someone who people waited on hand and foot. I imagined his wife eagerly waiting for him to return home just so she could gaze into his eyes uninterrupted and feel his loving hands caress her skin.

      Yup, every morning like clockwork when he'd walk through those front doors he'd get my attention but I assumed he never noticed.

      On that day, he arrived dressed in a suit. A tailor-made three-piece navy-blue suit that molded to his body like the seamstress sewed it only with him in mind. He wore minimal jewelry.

      The diamond stud in his ear, his wedding band with the cluster of diamonds around his ring finger, and his platinum and diamond watch around his wrist caught the light with each step he took.

      His walk? Well, his walk commanded your attention. I don't care how busy you claimed to be, you'd pause whatever kept you busy just to stop and stare too.

      Every weekday morning, he either dressed himself in a suit or workout gear. He wore expensive running sneakers. So, he had to be a runner. I assumed he had sufficient stamina because of this and I imagined that being a huge plus for his wife.

      Like routine, my mystery man would order a large cup of coffee to-go. As he waited for his daily caffeine fix, he'd stand at the barista counter with his attention down on his phone. From my seat, I'd watch his brows furrow, his jaw get tense. Other days he'd smile and nod at what he saw on his phone's screen. And when he got his coffee, like every morning he'd walk through the side door of the coffee shop and would glance at me. I'd smile then turn away coyly, pleased by his acknowledgement even for that moment.

      This morning differed from the others though. Instead of exiting out the side door, he walked back near the front entrance where I sat by the window. The change in routine almost made me choke on my coffee. He walked slow, taking a sip from the spout of his coffee cup, his eyes down on his phone. And when he got close enough to the door, he moved his view from his phone and focused his eyes on me.

      "Good morning," he said, flashing me a smile.

      I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out the first time. Then I cleared my throat and tried again. "Good morning," I said back, returning a smile.

      "You enjoy this beautiful day, okay?" he said as he continued out the shop's entrance. When he got outside and approached the crosswalk, he looked over his shoulder to find me still staring at him.

      "Shit," I said to myself. I quickly dropped my view to my lap. 

      He was far enough across the street when I finally dared my eyes to seek and find him again.

      Well, that was different.
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      "2,500 square feet of luxury space that offers an outside view of the city," I said as I gestured with my hand. I stood in the middle of a former brick and mortar bookstore, showing the commercial space to one of my newest clients, a husband and wife duo, both florists. The space was one of my firm's most expensive pieces of property. In the heart of Midtown, this avenue had so much foot traffic, people compared it to Times Square. My commission would have me smiling until my cheeks ached for the next few months.

      Dalia, the wife, found the space to be the most interesting while her husband, Keith, probably wouldn't be able to tell you what kind of floors we stood on. That's because his eyes found interest in my cleavage.

      "And it's in the perfect location for your floral business, Dalia," I said to her. "Let me show you something."

      I guided them toward the window and pointed across the street. "Take a quick look at that place right there," I said pointing at the three-story building with glass windows and a huge chandelier near the front door. "They host events like weddings, corporate functions, and galas almost every day. Those events need flowers. Imagine how much business you will get by being in the right place. Right here across the street."

      Dalia's eyes sparkled. While Dalia turned her attention back across the street, her husband stared at me.

      "You are good." He licked his lips.

      I smiled politely. "You're too kind."

      I forced myself not to roll my eyes, extending an arm and gesturing with my hands. "Let's look over here at this beautiful exposed brick wall."

      What an asshole.

      He served as the perfect example as to my problem with men. Some of them had no respect. Not even the decency to only be pigs when not with their women. There is an unwritten rule that states men keep it together when they are in the company of their wives or girlfriends. They can act gross when they're alone.

      My husband, Cameron, had the same qualities as this asshole who stood before me. Pussy hungry and thirsty as fuck. Before we got married, Cameron carried on several side relationships and I'd found out about them all without even trying.

      It surprised me when this same man got down on one knee on my birthday four Septembers ago. Surprised, because I didn't even think marriage had a place in his plans. We exchanged vows a year later and a year after that, things got boring. His eyes wandered, and I feared other parts of him would too. So when I met a marriage therapist, Dr. Josey Keats, while showing her a new commercial property not far from the commercial space I showed Dalia and Keith, Cameron and I started making appointments with Josey soon after.

      As Dalia, Keith, and I descended the stairs so I could show them the cellar where they planned to keep their fresh flowers, my suggestion, my phone chimed in my bag.

      "You guys go ahead and I'll be right down," I told them.

      "Hey, love," Cameron, my husband, said when I answered the phone.

      "Hey, Cam. I'm in a meeting right now⁠—"

      "No problem. I wanted to remind you that our counseling session today got moved up to accommodate the event later tonight."

      I didn't need to be there to see him smiling from ear-to-ear.

      He obviously was.

      This time of year was my husband's favorite. You could keep your Christmas. Hell, you could even take his birthday. But Halloween night served as his special day.

      Not because of the costumes though, for the freedom. The freedom to fuck whoever else he pleased.

      "Yes, Cam, I remembered. After this appointment, I'll head right over." I glanced down at my watch. "Noon, right?"

      "Yeah," he said, shuffling through papers. "I'm wrapping up right now. So, I'll meet you there. Love you."

      "Love you more," I said before
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