
Chapter One

			Elizabeth Taylor exhaled deeply, watching as her breath billowed and hung around her head like smoke in the cold New York air. She leaned her head back and lifted a hand to block the sun as it reflected from the glass building onto her face. The building was too tall to see the top, but the Chrysler Building, a few blocks away, wasn’t. She inhaled deeply, ignoring the painful, burning effect of the sharp winter air as it slid down her throat and into her lungs. Slowly, she smiled. Even twelve-degree weather couldn’t dampen her spirits today. She was here. She had done it.

			Ever since she was little, Lizzy had dreamt of this moment. When she was six, her second-grade teacher had given everyone in the class a career assignment. “What do you want to be when you grow up?” The prompt had read. Students were told to write a five-sentence “essay” about their career choice and dress like whatever it was they were going to be. She’d watched from the front row, hands folded as miniature cowboys, astronauts, and princesses had paraded in front of the room to read their essays. When it was her turn, she’d stood, adjusted her father’s tie that hung past her knees, and walked proudly to the front of the room and proclaimed that she was going to be a lawyer.

			Now, at the age of twenty-four, that was exactly what she had done. She was only a few weeks into being admitted to practice law in the State of New York, and she had just landed her dream job. She had followed the course to a T. She’d even graduated high school early so she could get on to college, where she’d majored in pre-law to ensure that she was well-prepared for law school. After three years of law school at the University of Virginia, she’d graduated magna cum laude, and for the first time in her life, she had been proud of herself. She was even prouder when she’d received the acceptance letter from one of the most prestigious firms in New York City: Byron & Browning, LLP.

			She repeated the nutshell version of her life in her head, psyching herself up to go into the revolving doors that she now stood awkwardly staring at. She cinched the thin coat tighter around her waist and shivered slightly. She hadn’t had time to buy proper winter clothing before moving. She’d been born and raised in Virginia, and while it certainly had a winter, it was nothing compared to New York’s frigid temperatures.

			Lizzy gave herself an internal boost of confidence before pushing firmly on the glass revolving door. It gave way under her effort and began to turn. Once inside, she paused and smiled. The high ceilings had round modern chandeliers throughout. People pushed past as they made their way to the various elevator banks, all separated based on floors. In the center of the massive lobby was a long security desk with three people sitting behind it. A silver sign reading Byron & Browning hung on the wall directly behind them.

			The sound of heels and dress shoes on the marble floor mixed steadily with the beep, beep of people scanning their ID badges as they made their way past the turnstiles blocking public access to the elevators. It was as if the building itself was working to ensure only those who had earned a right to be there could enter.

			She crossed to the short line forming in front of the security table. In front of her, a tall man who looked to be around her age nervously fidgeted with a shiny new briefcase. “First day?” Lizzy asked.

			He jumped slightly and turned. He had strawberry- blond hair that was parted deeply on one side and thick-framed glasses. His face had a smattering of freckles that made him look younger than he probably was, and his eyes were a bright, innocent shade of green. He looked down at her and smiled a wide, friendly smile, revealing a slight chip in one of his front teeth. “Yeah,” he said, shoving his glasses higher on his nose. “You too?”

			She nodded. “I’m in the junior associate program.”

			“Me too. I’m Jackson McCluskey,” he said, extending a hand.

			She shook it firmly, ignoring the clamminess of his long fingers. “Elizabeth Taylor.”

			A familiar grin spread slowly across his face.

			Here we go, she thought.

			“Wait, your real name is Elizabeth Taylor?”

			Lizzy sighed. Being named after one of the most famous actresses in Hollywood had gotten a fair share of raised eyebrows throughout her life. She nodded. “Yeah, pretty cruel, right? My mom’s a big fan of classic films. So much so she actually named her only child Elizabeth freaking Taylor. Most people call me Lizzy. You can imagine why.”

			He laughed and pushed his glasses up again. She smiled politely and motioned over his shoulder to indicate that he was next in line to check in at the security desk. He whipped around, his briefcase flying, and Lizzy jumped back slightly to avoid being sideswiped by it. “McCluskey, Jackson. Going to Byron & Browning,” she heard him say, his voice shaking.

			“ID,” the security guard said blankly without looking up.

			Jackson dropped his briefcase and quickly fumbled through his pockets before finally locating his wallet. He pulled out his driver’s license, shoving it in the man’s face.

			Lizzy hid a smirk as she clutched her own ID in her coat pocket that she had already pulled out before getting off the subway a few moments ago. She’d stalked the office on Google Earth weeks ago. She’d known what the lobby looked like before even stepping foot in it today. She had mapped out her subway route, with various alternates in the event one line was shut down. Yesterday, she’d spent the morning actually riding the 1 train from her apartment at 149th Street down to Port Authority, then taking the 7 train over to Grand Central, and switching to the 6 train down to 33rd street. She knew the timing wasn’t exact because of the weekend schedule, but it had given her confidence to feel prepared for her first day.

			Jackson smiled so big, his eyes nearly disappeared for his security photo. She was up next, and Jackson picked up his briefcase and scooted to the side, waiting for her.

			“Same place as him,” Lizzy said, handing the man her ID and smiling.

			The guard checked the ID with a list of names attached to a clipboard beside his keyboard. He raised a dark eyebrow at her before telling her to step back and smile as he took a photo. After a few seconds, he extended a hand, giving her a tiny, smooth piece of paper that acted as her temporary badge. The small square photo was too blurry to even make out her face, but she beamed at the smudged B&B logo printed on the bottom of it. She made a note to keep it forever.

			“Sixtieth floor,” the guard said, waving up the next person in the line.

			“Thanks,” she said excitedly, but he was no longer looking at her.

			“I waited for you,” Jackson said, stating the obvious, and she thanked him as they went to the elevator bank on the far right.

			The building was only sixty stories, so their office would be at the very top. She wondered what their view would be like from way up there. Her heart began to beat faster as she swiped her little white paper over the black square in the gold turnstile. A loud beep came out, signifying that she was allowed to enter.

			“Looks like we’re worthy,” Jackson said, laughing awkwardly as he walked through behind her.

			She smiled politely as she followed a herd of people waiting for one of the eight elevator doors. They waited for the group in front of them to pile into one of the cars, and Lizzy pushed the button to bring down another. She checked her smartwatch. She was still thirty minutes early, but she had always followed the philosophy that being early was being on time, and being on time was being late.

			The next elevator dinged behind them, and they shoved into the car together, pushing the round 60 before the door closed. Her stomach dropped as the elevator shot up to the forty-fifth floor. She bit her cheek while people piled off. By the time they reached the sixtieth, it was only Jackson, herself, and another man who had not yet identified himself.

			“You starting too?” she asked as the doors slid open.

			“No,” he said curtly, shooting her a dirty look and stepping off.

			Lizzy looked at Jackson and shrugged before stepping off herself. Her jaw dropped slightly as she looked around. Before her were two large glass doors with a frosty B&B printed in the center. The ampersand was split in two by the clear doors, and Jackson reached out, pulling  the right door open for her. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as the smell of leather, freshly printed paper, and cologne filled her nose. The smell of success, she told herself, fighting to hold in a smile. She pinched the skin on the inside of her wrist, reminding herself she wasn’t dreaming.

			As they entered the lobby, she noticed a group of three people around their age who all sat clutching identical black leather folders on their laps. She wasn’t the only one who’d decided to arrive early.

			“Good morning,” the woman behind the tall white desk said as they cautiously entered the room. She had thin, bleached blond hair and wore way too much blush. She appeared to be middle-aged, and Lizzy thought she detected a hint of a Southern accent.

			“Morning,” Lizzy replied for both her and Jackson. “We’re new junior associates, starting today.”

			“Oh, yes, more juniors,” the blonde said, smiling wide. “Here ya go, these are for you.” She handed them each a black leather folder that matched the others.

			Lizzy stroked her finger along the B&B that was embossed into the leather and smiled. “Thank you.”

			“Of course, of course, now you two take a seat over there, and someone will be right with you.”

			Lizzy relaxed slightly at the woman’s kindness. Most people she had met so far in New York were rude and unhelpful. Then again, she had only lived here for a month, and anywhere would be impolite compared to the overly small town in Virginia where she’d come from. She told herself she would keep an open mind and that the locals would grow on her with time.

			Jackson slid into the seat next to her, and she bit her cheek as she studied the three others: a man who had quite possibly the most beautiful features she’d ever seen. He was probably Jackson’s height, based on the length of his arms and legs, and he clenched his jaw silently and stared at his phone the entire time. He wore a gray suit with black wing-tipped shoes and a matching black belt. His silk lavender tie was fashioned into a perfect double Windsor, and his pronounced Adam’s apple gave him an even more slender appearance.

			Then there was a woman with glasses who was probably even shorter than Lizzy, a hard feat at five-foot-two. She glanced up with small brown eyes and smiled briefly when Lizzy and Jackson sat. Jackson waved, but neither of them said anything. She wore a tweed suit that looked like it was from Jaqueline Kennedy’s personal closet, but was more likely some piece of couture fashion.

			Finally, there was a man with long blond hair pulled back into a neat, low ponytail. He was tall and lean, and his hands took up nearly half the size of the folder in his lap. He had a steely disposition and seemed generally miserable; his eyebrows turned into a permanent frown in the center of his otherwise flawless forehead. His white skin was tan, even though it was the end of January. His sky-blue eyes stuck out of his otherwise sun-kissed face, and his jaw angled down into an almost unnatural point. He wore a navy blue suit with a white shirt and a light blue tie that matched his eyes. His brown shoes and brown belt were both smooth, polished leather. He reminded Lizzy of a fashion model for preppy clothing.

			Lizzy looked at her outfit selection and then around the circle. It was clear that everyone else came from some form of money. Even Jackson’s shoes were polished and shiny compared to her dull, worn, plain black pumps. She picked a stray hair off her faded black pencil skirt and adjusted in the leather seat, trying to ignore the obvious contrast between herself and the rest.

			“So,” Lizzy said after a few moments of painful silence. “How about that bar exam?”

			The woman wearing tweed sighed loudly. “I can’t believe how much property law was on it.”

			“Me too,” Jackson chimed in. “I think I’m going to have the rule against perpetuities playing on a loop in my head for the next ten years.”

			“No interest is good…” Lizzy began.

			Jackson smiled, and they continued in unison, “Unless it must vest, if at all, no later than twenty-one years after some life in being at the creation of the interest!”

			They laughed, and the woman behind the desk let out a low cough, signaling that they were clearly being too loud.

			The man with the blond ponytail snorted and rolled his eyes. “What a bunch of nerds,” he said loudly.

			Lizzy directed her attention toward him. “Isn’t that the point of being a lawyer? I mean, we’re all nerds.”

			“Not all of us,” he replied, finally making eye contact.

			She was about to reply to his snarky comment, but the sound of heels approaching their circle cut her short.

			“Good morning, everyone,” a silky voice said over their heads.

			They all looked up to the woman with a black folder identical to the ones they were all holding tucked into the crook of her arm. Her long, thick, black hair was pulled into a low ponytail, and she wore a tan dress that hit just above her knee. Her eyes were warm and also black, and Lizzy heard the slight hint of an accent when she spoke.

			Lizzy reminded herself not to check out the woman she had just met. But she couldn’t help herself. She’d always had a thing for beautiful, powerful women.

			“My name is Ana Mendez. I am one of the senior associates here, but you can just call us seniors. Like you, I got my beginning at Byron & Browning as a junior associate, and I’ve been here for the last five years. If you’ll come with me, we’ll get started with training and icebreakers in the conference room.”

			A general sense of dread filled Lizzy as she slowly stood. She wasn’t looking forward to this part, regardless of her enthusiasm for being here.

			As if sensing the shift in the room, Ana said, “I know, I know, but if I had to do it, you have to do it.” She spun on her velvet pumps and pranced off in the direction of a long hallway.

			Lizzy followed her. The last thing she wanted was to get lost on her first day just because she was too afraid to look eager. She was eager, and that was fine. She’d worked hard for every second of success she was about to experience. She wouldn’t try to hide her excitement all because one stupid guy with a ponytail had made her feel small. Lizzy held her head higher, ignoring the low sounds of whispers and snickers coming from behind her.

			She turned the corner and followed Ana, trotting a little to catch up. Ana looked over her shoulder and smiled. “I figured you’d be the first to follow.”

			“Why?” Lizzy said, unbuttoning her coat and shifting the weight of her bag on her shoulder.

			“I can always spot the gunner in the group,” Ana said, showing a row of perfect white teeth.

			Lizzy frowned and bit her lip. They walked the rest of the way in silence, passing an endless row of offices and cubicles. The glass doors and walls allowed a view of the Manhattan skyline to seep into the cubicles in the center of the floor, making the space seem twice its actual size.

			As they approached the end of the hall, they passed three large conference rooms on their right and more offices on their left. A mixture of anxiety, fear, and excitement began to mount as she saw the size of the floor they were on. The hallway seemed to go on for miles. Lizzy looked around at the rows of attorneys just like her. Better than her. No, not better. Equal, she chided herself internally. She was surrounded by countless support staff racing back and forth between each other’s desks and passing in the hallway while the sound of phones ringing and keyboards clicking echoed from the open office doors.

			Ana turned into the corner conference room that had glass walls on two of the four sides. Lizzy took a seat at the long black table in the center of the room and was glad that the ponytail guy stayed far away from her. Jackson slid into the seat next to her as she stared wide-eyed out the window. She could see the top of the Empire State Building right in front of her, and she smiled. Ponytail man caught her staring from the end of the table and followed her line of sight before rolling his eyes and letting out a low huff. She ignored him and followed the skyline along the row of windows until her sight was cut off by a frosted door in the corner.

			Ana was leaning over the laptop in the center of the table. Her long, thick, black hair tumbled from its low ponytail over her shoulder and onto a perfect amount of cleavage.

			Lizzy shook her head and focused. “Hey, Ana, why is that office window frosted like that, but none of the others are?”

			“Hmm?” Ana lifted her head and followed Lizzy’s finger. “Oh, managing partners get frosted doors on their offices. That one belongs to Darcy.”

			“Darcy?” She could tell Ana was getting frustrated with the distraction, but she had never been one to let a sleeping dog lie. It was part of what had convinced her to stick with her childhood dream of becoming a lawyer, her constant persistence until she got an answer that satisfied her.

			“Yes,” Ana said, her accent becoming stronger as her frustration grew. “Darcy Hammond is one of the managing partners in this office. There are five here who oversee the operations of the New York office. We’ll go over firm hierarchy later in the day.”

			Managing partner, what a dream. She could only imagine what the inside of that office must look like. Darcy Hammond would have a view of both the Empire State Building and probably all the way to Central Park from there. She knew one thing for certain: whoever he was, Darcy Hammond was one lucky man.

			




Chapter Ten

			Darcy woke up the next morning feeling hungover. She only had one drink at the Ainsworth and was home by close to ten, but there was still a heavy, cloudy, blurry feeling swirling in her head. What had gotten into her last night? Why had she even gone to that stupid bar in the first place? She never went to events like that. Her work-related events now consisted of wining and dining high-end clients or attending conferences in Austin or Los Angeles. She hadn’t been to a simple firm happy hour in years. Yet last night, she had gone out of her way to include it in her agenda.

			She shook her head, sitting up in bed. Who was she kidding? She knew exactly why she went there last night, and she knew exactly why she felt so awful this morning.

			She had a crush on a way too young junior with long blond hair and great legs. Maybe she had gone there last night to…what? To get it out of her system? To see her hanging out with people her own age? To prove to herself that this woman was just that: a woman fresh out of law school and way too immature for her?

			But she hadn’t learned that last night at all. In fact, her visit to the bar had the exact opposite effect. Not only was Lizzy intelligent—that Emily Dickinson line was enough to knock Darcy off her feet—but she was bold, assertive, and confident. Okay, yes, maybe she had been a little tipsy, but she had been flirting with Ana when Darcy had first sat down. She’d seen them together. Ana had grabbed Lizzy’s hand. Lizzy had smiled and flirted back. Darcy had hoped maybe that was what she needed to see. She’d needed to see Lizzy acting her age with someone her own age.

			And then something Darcy hadn’t expected had happened. Lizzy had approached her. Not only that, but she’d had the balls to flirt with her, and then she’d actually asked if Darcy wanted to leave with her.

			Darcy had been taken aback by her proposition at first, but there had been a small part of her that, for a split millisecond, had considered saying yes. She wasn’t sure if she should be angry or grateful to Simon for preventing her from answering Lizzy’s question.

			She rubbed her forehead and climbed out of bed, her soft, white down comforter trailing off the bed behind her. She walked to the espresso maker and slid a small white cup beneath the spout and waited while the dark liquid slowly trickled out of the silver faucet.

			Darcy checked the clock on her oven. It was nearly eight a.m. She grabbed the small cup and walked to the window. The city was alive with the sounds of tourists and shoppers shuffling back and forth. Being in SoHo meant there were no high-rises, so she could hear more street chatter than she preferred. But she loved the charm of the neighborhood, and the Harney & Sons right downstairs didn’t hurt, either, especially on days when she had a craving for good tea.

			After a few moments of sipping the strong liquid, Darcy glanced at a large binder sitting on the island in her kitchen. She could see the white label from here: The Meadows v. Cohen Construction was printed in black font across the wide, five-inch binding, and she shuddered at the idea of spending an entire day on trial prep.

			She loved that case, she really did, but she just couldn’t stand being cooped up inside anymore. It was bad enough that she was stuck in an office—albeit a beautiful one—for fifty hours a week. The weekends were her only time to get outside. To get away. To breathe the fresh air.

			“Alexa,” she asked, “what’s the weather?”

			Instantly the robotic, overly friendly voice replied, “Today in New York City, you can expect a high of forty degrees and a low of twenty-two degrees.”

			Darcy glanced out the window again. It was a clear, sunny day, and the weather was above freezing, a win for January in New York. She decided she would take advantage of the opportunity before the rains of March descended on them.

			She hopped up from the couch and went to one of the closets near the front door, pulling out a bike helmet, shirt, and padded pants. She tossed her clip-in shoes in the pile and started to get dressed.

			She slipped the black covers over her clip-ins to prevent the wind from getting to her toes and pulled the slim black base layer on beneath her bike shirt before zipping it up. She slid two organic granola bars into the back pockets of her shirt before shoving on her insulated gloves and tucking her ears beneath her wraparound ear warmers. The last thing to complete the ensemble was a pair of oversized bike glasses to keep the wind from ripping into her eyeballs as she rode.

			A crisp bike ride on the West Side Highway was just what she needed to clear her mind. No more Elizabeth. No more trial. No more work at all. She would plug in her headphones and shut out the rest of the world.

			A few minutes later, she was stepping out of the heated bike storage in the lobby of her building and strutting toward the front door, the clack, clack, clack of her clip-ins echoing in the luxurious lobby. As she left, she gave a passing salute to the security guard at the front desk, who smiled and waved back at her.

			She was geared up and ready for a nice, long ride. The cold winter air filled her lungs as she pushed the silver and pink Specialized bike outside and turned west on Thompson Street, heading in the direction of the Hudson River.

			




Chapter Eleven

			“Hey, we’re gonna go to brunch with some friends of mine, wanna join?” Amina asked, scrolling through her phone as she sipped a cup of tea, or chai, as she insisted everyone in the apartment call it.

			Lizzy zipped her fleece jacket to her neck. “Damn, I’m just going for a bike ride, actually, but next time?”

			“A bike ride? Woman, it’s, like, negative freezing degrees outside. Where the heck are you riding your piece-of-shit bike?”

			“Hey! This bike cost me seventy-five bucks.”

			Lizzy looked at the solid black, single-speed bike. Its teal rims stood out like a lighthouse in the sea of black. It had some rusty spots here and there, and it squeaked every time she pushed the right pedal, but she had haggled for it with someone on Craigslist and traipsed all the way out to Bushwick to pick it up. In her eyes, it was the most beautiful bike in the world. She hadn’t even really had a chance to ride it yet, but it was her first Saturday since starting her new job, and she figured today was the perfect opportunity.

			Plus, a ride in the cold winter air was exactly what she needed to forget about what had—or rather, had not—happened between her and Darcy last night.

			“I was thinking of heading east, actually. Maybe take this bad boy across the Brooklyn Bridge.”

			Amina shook her head. “Hope you have something warmer than that. That wind is gonna kick your ass.”

			Lizzy frowned. She hadn’t considered the wind coming off the river when she was dressing. The weather app on her phone said it was forty degrees, and she’d gone with it. Plus, all she had to wear were some leggings under her Adidas soccer pants from high school. She didn’t have leg warmers or base layers, or whatever the heck they called long johns up here. She shrugged. “Guess this will have to do.”

			Amina gave her a concerned look as Lizzy pushed her bike down the long hallway, past Hoko’s room, and out the door. It slammed shut behind her since she wasn’t able to catch it, and she hoped she didn’t wake Hoko. The poor woman still slept most of the day and stayed awake all night.

			Lizzy lifted the bike onto her shoulder and began her descent down the fifth-story walk-up. By the time she got to the bottom, she was already winded, but she braced herself for the cold that she was about to spend the day in. She would ride as far as her legs would take her. Hopefully, all the way to Brooklyn. She hadn’t gotten to really see that area since she’d moved here, and she was dying to get across that beautiful big bridge and explore.

			She popped in her headphones, pushed play on a random Pump It Up playlist on Spotify, and began pedaling south. The plan was that she would head down the West Side Highway and swing around the bottom of the island before heading north to go east across the bridge. She had no other plans today, so worst-case scenario, she got tired somewhere, hopped on a train, and came home. One of her friends from law school had told her she needed to see Dumbo, so she figured that was as good a heading as any.

			Lizzy mounted her bike and rolled down the long hill in the direction of the Hudson River. The air was cold, but the wind when she hit the West Side Highway was colder. It cut through her fleece jacket like knives, and she knew Amina had been right about her being underdressed. She used the pain to push herself to pedal harder and harder and found herself wishing her bike had gears to give her legs a break after just a few miles.

			She ignored the burning sensation in her thighs and rode faster, smiling wide and letting the wind brush against her exposed cheek. On her right was the Hudson River. She could see clear to the other side where the Palisades Parkway rose high above the water to greet her. On her left was a sea of skyscrapers. Row after row, building after building, the city poured itself out to her.

			She lived here. This was her home. All of these streets, these shops, these little alleys and avenues, they were all hers to explore, to learn, to make her own. She couldn’t believe this was her life. The coldness didn’t hurt anymore, and she pedaled in a steady, rhythmic beat.

			But as she rode farther down the west side, her mind could no longer be distracted by the amazing scenery, and eventually, her thoughts went back to Darcy Hammond in her beautiful, tailored, charcoal gray suit. She thought of her soft, flirtatious smile and wondered how many people ever got to see that side of her. Maybe Lizzy had just been drunk, or maybe she had actually meant something to Darcy. That was the part she wasn’t sure about.

			Darcy had definitely been flirting with Lizzy, there was no question about that. But what were her intentions? Would she have actually gone home with Lizzy if Simeon or Simon or whatever his name was hadn’t interrupted them?

			Part of her wanted to approach Darcy next week at work. But the other part thought that was a terrifyingly horrible idea. Maybe it was best to just let it be. It had happened. They’d flirted. It was fun. The end. It didn’t have to mean anything.

			Lizzy shook her head and pedaled faster, ignoring the nagging feeling that this thing with Darcy was never going to mean anything. Because it already did mean something to Lizzy. She lowered her head to fight against the wind and pushed on. She was making it to Brooklyn today, no matter how cold it was.

			




Chapter Twelve

			Darcy unclipped her helmet and exhaled, wiping the frozen snot from her nose. She had ridden much farther than she’d planned and in the exact opposite direction. Why the hell am I in Dumbo?

			She approached the door to the coffee shop. She was just popping in to get warm and rest up a bit. Maybe grab a coffee and let her fingers thaw for a while.

			She’d started the day by riding to the West Side Highway and turning north as planned. She typically biked all the way up to the George Washington Bridge, then turned and came home. It was about a twenty-mile round trip. But today, the crowded bike paths near Chelsea Piers caused her to about-face and head south.

			“Stupid Citi bikes.” She’d groaned as she’d U-turned and sent her bike spinning around the bottom of the island and up to the east side. The only problem with the east side, as everyone knew, was that the bike path ended near 33rd Street, and she had to cross over into avenues and streets to keep venturing north. It wasn’t possible to ride all the way up the east side of the island like it was on the west side.

			By the time she’d reached the rough section where the path had abruptly stopped, she’d decided to venture across the Brooklyn Bridge and into Dumbo. She had no idea why. The bridge was bumpy as hell, and she’d always hated riding across it. Plus, she hadn’t been to Dumbo in…actually, she couldn’t even remember.

			She used to love this part of the city. When she was younger, she’d ride the East River Ferry all day, just for the views of the city. She would hop on at Thirty-Fourth Street and ride all the way down to Wall Street, just to catch a glimpse of the Statue of Liberty. Then she’d get back on and ride up the river, hopping on and off at Dumbo, Williamsburg, and Long Island City. But her favorite stop had always been Dumbo. She’d walk around, read a book by the carousel, and watch people on awkward first dates. She’d even been part of a women’s soccer league that had played on the piers there, and one of her favorite restaurants had been an oyster boat docked nearby.

			But that was back when she had been a carefree twenty-nothing, attending wild lesbian parties and sleeping with half of New York’s beautiful femmes. She was too old for venturing much beyond the confines of her office and Manhattan now. Or so she had convinced herself.

			She had to admit, there was a freeing element to being on this side of the river, where so many fond memories were made for her. Darcy locked her bike to a telephone pole in front of a little coffee shop she used to love. She inhaled through her nose, attempting to stop the river of snot that was now flowing due to the rapid change in temperature as she stepped up to the counter. “Flat white, please,” she said, taking another sharp inhale.

			The barista nodded and flipped a screen around at her, indicating she could tap her card. She did, but the snot was really pouring now.

			“Where’s your restroom?” she asked, breathing exclusively through her mouth.

			He motioned over his shoulder and pointed down a long, narrow hall. Darcy thanked him and left, grabbing her nose as she walked.

			 She had known it was going to be a cold ride, even if she was properly dressed, but goddamn it, she hated winter, and this was one of the reasons why. As she reached the safety of the single-occupancy bathroom, she cursed under her breath and blew her nose several times. When she was convinced that it was safe to show her face in public again, she splashed some water on her face and attempted to fix the helmet hair that had turned her smooth, clean locks into a messy, tangled bun.

			“Whatever,” she said, giving up on looking even remotely presentable. She was just stopping for a quick coffee break to warm up, then it was back to her side of the city. It was already later than she’d planned, and much to her chagrin, she really did need to work on that trial prep at some point this weekend. She finished drying her hands and pulled on the heavy door. She took two steps outside before—

			Her feet froze. She couldn’t believe her eyes. There, standing less than two feet away, walking into the bathroom she was just leaving, was Elizabeth fucking Taylor.

			A look of shock, confusion, and questioning reality spread across Elizabeth’s face. Darcy went to speak, to move, to do anything, but she just stood frozen in disbelief for what felt like ages.

			“Darcy?” The words still muddled in Darcy’s ears as if Elizabeth was speaking underwater. Her tone was soft, unassuming, and maybe even a little…excited?

			The blood slowly drained from Darcy’s head, and she began to be able to process thoughts and words more clearly. No. No, she was not happy to see her. She couldn’t be. This couldn’t be a thing. They couldn’t be that stupid adorable couple that fate constantly pulled together. No. Darcy didn’t believe in that nonsense. She was logical. She was intelligent. This was just a ridiculous coincidence, or maybe the woman was stalking her or something. Who knew?

			“What the hell are you doing here?” Her voice was more accusatory than she’d intended, and Elizabeth recoiled slightly.

			“It’s a coffee shop,” Elizabeth said. “I’m getting coffee.”

			Darcy looked at the helmet in Elizabeth’s hand. “Let me guess, you just happened to ride your bike here too?” Why am I cross-examining this poor woman right now? She’s clearly just as shaken by this as I am. Be nice, Darcy, just be nice, for fuck’s sake.

			Elizabeth pulled her shoulders back. Darcy could see the warmth in her eyes leaving, and she hated that it made her heart break slightly. “I’m sorry, is that offensive to you or something?”

			Darcy shook her head and looked down. She had no desire to be mean to this beautiful woman that she had literally almost gone home with just last night. Why was she being so cold? She wasn’t sure, but something about the way Elizabeth had looked at her last night, the way she’d looked at her just a few seconds ago, unnerved her. It made her feel weak and vulnerable and safe. And she hated it. “Just think it’s an odd coincidence is all,” she said, crossing her arms.

			Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “Jesus, are you really that full of yourself? I wanted to see Dumbo. I wanted to go for a bike ride. I wanted to get out and clear my head. There. Satisfied? Now, if you’ll excuse me.” She moved to go around and enter the bathroom.

			Darcy shifted to the side to let her pass. She ignored the smell of Elizabeth’s laundry detergent mixed with sweat. She ignored the desire to grab her and push her into the bathroom. She ignored the desire to reach out and apologize for being such a dick.

			When she was safely out of Elizabeth’s line of sight, Darcy dropped her head and shook out her hands. She pushed two fingers against her neck. As suspected, her pulse was through the roof. She was shocked, that was all. In fifteen years of living in New York, she had only run into people she knew at gay bars, and that was to be expected in such a tight-knit community. There was that one time she’d gotten on the train and one of her friends had been standing on it, but that was years ago. And what were the odds that the day after she and this woman had been flirting at a bar, she would run into her? In Dumbo, of all places?

			“Darcy?” the barista called, and she marched over to the pickup area and grabbed her coffee.

			“Thank you.” She walked to the exit, her clip-ins clacking all the way. She took one sip of the warm beverage, then threw it in the trash. She needed to get out of here before she did something she would regret. As she unlocked her own bike, she noticed a worn-out black bike with teal rims, rust collecting on the chains and at every nut and bolt. It was rain-rotted; anyone could see that clear as day.

			That thing doesn’t even look safe enough to get someone down the block. She knew it had to be Elizabeth’s. She shook her head and put on her helmet.

			As she was mounting her bike, she glanced back. She shoved down the feeling that was already worrying about Elizabeth getting home safely on that death trap. She shoved down the feeling that told her to stand there and wait. She shoved down the feeling that told her to stay and apologize. She shoved all of those things down, hopped on her bike, and pedaled away quickly.

			




Chapter Thirteen

			“How was your weekend?” Jackson asked first thing Monday morning in his usual chipper voice.

			“Fine. Yours?” Lizzy replied vaguely. It was a bald-faced lie. There was nothing fine about her weekend, and she knew it. After almost literally running into Darcy at the coffee shop in Dumbo, Lizzy had tried to shrug it off and enjoy her time in the new neighborhood. But try as she might, she just couldn’t shake the sound of Darcy’s voice, accusatory and annoyed, or the look on her face as she’d come out of the bathroom. She had gone from shocked to downright rude in a matter of seconds.

			Lizzy felt like an idiot for even thinking their little flirt session Friday night had meant anything to Darcy. Clearly, she’d been drunk or bored or feeling insecure or something. It was obvious now that Darcy had absolutely no interest in her, romantically or otherwise.

			I mean, she didn’t have to fuck me, but she could have at least been nice to me, Lizzy told herself as she’d pedaled home later that afternoon.

			To make matters worse, one of her tires had gone flat halfway across the bridge, and she’d had to walk her bike all the way to Battery Park and take the red line back home.

			It had snowed all day Sunday, and she’d gone to a bar in her neighborhood, hoping to watch the Washington football game. A little piece of home, she’d thought, might make her feel better. But when she’d gotten there, she’d quickly learned the only sports New York cared about were the Jets, Mets, and Nets or, contrarily, the Giants, Yankees, and Knicks. Unfortunately for her, both the Jets and the Giants were playing that day, so she had to stream the game on her cell alone at the end of the bar.

			And then there was the weather. She’d always imaged how beautiful it would be to see snow in New York City. She remembered seeing it in movies and on TV, and it had always looked so magical, so romantic. The reality of it, however, was anything but.

			The snow had stopped late last night after blanketing the streets with a solid four to five inches. Snowplows had driven by all day until finally, they too had stopped, leaving a wall of black and brown snow acting as an impenetrable barricade between the sidewalks and streets.

			By the time she’d made it to work this morning, her shoes were covered in black slush, and considering she didn’t have any actual snow boots, she’d been forced to wear her galoshes. They’d kept her feet dry enough but did absolutely nothing to keep them warm.

			Jackson stood awkwardly at the door to her tiny office as she removed her soaking-wet rubber shoes and slid them under her desk. Cho wasn’t in yet, but she could only imagine what she would say if she saw the bright polka dots. She slipped her icy toes into her usual black pumps and stood.

			Jackson was mumbling about his weekend plans, but Lizzy had stopped listening. So far, only she, Jackson, and Efe were in the offices, but Lizzy decided it was a great morning to get a cup of free coffee from the kitchen and start the day fresh.

			She reached into her backpack and pulled out the navy blue and orange mug she’d brought with her. The words Go Hoos! were written in cursive on one side, and a man riding a horse with a sword raised high above his head was on the other. She wasn’t going to let the “Eight” bullies keep her from adding her mug to the prestigious collection in the cupboard. She was proud of her school, and she didn’t care who saw it.

			Last week, she had been too scared to venture back to the kitchenette after the whole “Yale mug” incident, but this morning, she didn’t give a shit. She’d had a rough weekend, and she wanted a damn cup of coffee. If she saw Darcy on the way there or back, that wasn’t her problem. As she approached the kitchenette, she felt a fluttery, butterfly feeling in her stomach, but she swallowed hard and told herself to ignore it.

			But rounding the corner to the kitchenette, she couldn’t hide the feeling of disappointment when she saw it was empty. She paused for a moment, looking around as if Darcy might be waiting to jump out from a cabinet or something.

			Jackson popped his head around the corner behind her. “Who ya looking for?”

			“Jesus,” Lizzy said, jumping back. “You scared me.”

			He laughed and adjusted his glasses. “My bad.”

			“It’s fine,” Lizzy said, releasing a smile and tucking a rogue strand of hair behind her face. She pressed a few buttons on the fancy coffee machine and watched as a beautiful cappuccino with foam poured into her mug.

			“Mmm,” she said taking a slow sip, letting the hot liquid trickle down her throat. This was just what she needed. New mug, new coffee, new week, new her. She wasn’t going to let some woman on a high horse get her down. She took another sip and glanced at her mug. The man riding a horse stared blankly back at her.

			Okay, bad analogy.

			By the time she and Jackson made it back to their offices, Cho and Micah had both arrived. Cho was leaning on Micah’s desk talking with Efe.

			“What up, Eight?” Micah said, tilting his head back. His hair was tucked into a low bun today, and she wished she could say the snowy weather had ruined it in some way. But, no. Of course, it still looked perfect, shiny, and flawless, just like the rest of him.

			Her own hair, on the other hand, was suffering. Her natural curls were enjoying the wet weather far too much, and while she had taken painstaking efforts to blow it out this morning, once she’d stepped outside, it had all gone to hell. She now had rogue curls popping out all around her face, and she tried to ignore them as they fell into her eyes.

			“You do know we kicked your ass in trial team, right?” she said, stepping into her own office.

			“Trial team? You would do that shit. Nerd.”

			Lizzy ignored him and took another sip of the foamy drink. She pulled out her notebook and planner and pretended to be reading something instead of imagining how much she wanted to walk across the hall and punch him in his pretty, privileged face.

			“Don’t worry about them,” Jackson said as he sat at Cho’s desk.

			“Oh, I don’t,” she replied and then loudly added, “Some people just peaked in high school.”

			The giggles and chatter from across the hall grew silent, indicating her comment had landed, and she smirked, taking another victorious sip of cappuccino.

			“We better get going,” Cho said, entering the room.

			Jackson leaped up and motioned for her to sit, but she ignored him and grabbed the notebook off her desk, turned, and left.

			Today, they were meeting the individual seniors who would be serving as their mentors. They would be working for a lot of seniors and of counsels, but the firm gave them each one person to act as a mentor along the way. Someone to point them in the right direction, answer questions the paralegals and support staff couldn’t, and give them a little insight into how to manage assignments from multiple attorneys.

			They hadn’t been told who they were being assigned to, but Lizzy hoped it was at least someone nice. She was feeling kinda fragile today with the weather, the homesickness, the bullies at work, and of course, the hot partner who possibly hated her.

			She took Cho’s lead and scooped up her notebook, clicking her heavy, silver B&B pen as she walked. They were all meeting in the conference room to start the day; then, they’d be breaking up and shadowing their individual mentors for the rest of the week.

			Lizzy followed Cho and Jackson into the conference room with Micah and Efe bringing up the rear. She smiled wide as a familiar face was waiting to greet her. Ana wore a deep red dress that cut high across her chest, just under her collarbones. It had a thin black belt that went around her waist and only made it more obvious that she had an incredible hourglass figure. Her suede pumps made her several inches taller than Lizzy, even when they were both in heels, and she wore black pantyhose to complete the ensemble.

			Lizzy was flooded with memories from the bar as Ana smiled from across the room. She had been so fixated on all the drama with Darcy that she
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