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Chapter 1
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Sunday Kickoff

The streets of Midtown Manhattan were a blur of blue jerseys. It was Sunday, and for the first time in years the Giants weren’t already mathematically eliminated from playoff contention. A modern-day miracle.

Nathan pushed open the door to Mick’s Sports Tavern, the kind of bar that smelled like atomic wings and spilled beer. A successful Wall Street trader through and through. He was thirty-two, dressed in a two-piece suit and a crisp white button-down shirt that had no business being in a sports bar. 

* * *
[image: ]


The tavern was packed shoulder-to-shoulder. Flat screens lined every wall, each blaring the same game. A DJ was hyping the crowd between plays, as if Eli Manning himself were in the building. Plastic beer pitchers clinked, fries hit the floor, and strangers hugged like old war buddies every time the Giants scored. At a corner table sat Nathan’s college buddies, their laughter rising above the din. Eddie Russo, a broad-shouldered Italian with a booming laugh that could drown out the TV commentary. He waved a chicken wing in greeting. “Get over here, fancy pants.” Yelled Tex Dalton, a lanky Dallas transplant who refused to abandon his Stetson and cowboy boots, even in Manhattan. A toothpick bobbed in his mouth as he muttered football stats.

“You’re late again, Nate. I move that the next two rounds are on you.” The Harvard-trained lawyer with the dry wit, Marcus Green, said, raising an eyebrow.

“Did you miss me?” Nathan asked, sliding into the booth with a flourish and drinking from Eddie’s mug. 

Eddie slapped him on the back. “We were just debating whether you’d show up in a suit or a tux. Newsflash: Wall Street doesn’t own the weekends, Nate.”

“Correction.” Nathan said, signaling the waitress with two fingers for another round. “Wall Street owns everything.”

Marcus rolled his eyes. “Including you, apparently.”

* * *
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The waitress delivered a round of beers followed by shots of tequila just as the Giants scored. The entire bar erupted in cheers, including Tex, who stood up waving his Stetson.

Nathan downed his shot, the burn still tracing fire down his throat, when his focus shifted. Sitting at the bar, perched on a high stool like a queen surveying her court, was a woman.

Auburn hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the glow of neon beer signs and the flicker of muted game highlights on the overhead TVs, as if the lights themselves conspired to make her shimmer. Her silk blouse, as green as a poisoned apple, clung to her and shifted in a way that looked both casual and utterly deliberate. Her long legs were crossed with surgical precision, the sharp heel of one pump dangling just enough to draw the eye, as though she knew exactly how much attention she commanded.

But it wasn’t just her body that caught Nathan’s attention. It was her poise. She wasn’t scrolling through her phone to avoid eye contact or fiddling with a menu to look busy. She was actually watching and enjoying the game.

Nathan felt his chest tighten, a quickening under his ribs that wasn’t just attraction but recognition. Not of her. He’d never seen her before in his life. But of her type. Someone who knew the game better than the players, someone who made the rest of the room feel like amateurs without ever needing to say a word, someone just like him . . . someone dangerous. Instead of warning bells, all Nathan felt was a magnetic pull that left him grinning at his recklessness.

* * *
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He set the shot glass down and leaned back. “Lord have mercy . . . do you guys see what I see? I think the Giants are not the only ones going to score tonight.”

Tex groaned. “Give the man some room. Nate’s about to make a move on that poor woman.”

Nathan ignored them, standing up, straightening his jacket, and pulling at the cuffs of his shirt. “Twenty bucks says she’ll be sitting at this table in 5 minutes.”

“I’ll take that bet.” Eddie said, lifting his beer.

“Godspeed, Romeo.” Marcus chuckled, clinking his glass against Eddie’s.

Nathan weaved through the crowd, dodging rowdy fans until he reached her. He leaned one elbow casually on the bar, with his practiced blend of arrogance and charm.

“There’s a seat open at our table.” He said, his voice just loud enough to be heard over the chaos. “It’s safer than sitting here and drinking alone unless you enjoy deflecting bad pickup lines from strangers.”

She turned, her swirling amber-green eyes locking onto his. She studied him for a beat, like a cat deciding whether the mouse was worth the trouble, then tilted her head.

“Lucky for you. I only fall for good ones. My name’s Bethany . . . lead the way, Stud.”

Nathan grinned and offered his hand, and together they crossed the crowded bar floor. When they reached the booth, he made the introductions with a dramatic flourish. “Gentlemen, this is Bethany. Bethany, meet Eddie, Tex, and Marcus. The three wise men of Midtown.”

Bethany slid into the booth beside Nathan, smiling slyly. “A pleasure to meet you boys. My friends call me Beth. The rest don’t last long enough to learn my name.”

Tex lifted his beer. “Welcome, little lady. Looks like you’re going to be our good luck charm.”
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Chapter 2
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Smooth Operator

Beth instantly fit in, like she’d been there all along, though she carried herself with the kind of poise that suggested she was used to better lighting and higher-quality liquor. 

“So, Beth.” Tex said, chewing his toothpick like it owed him money. “Are you a fan? Are you here for the Giants or just humoring us poor souls who are?”

Beth took a slow sip of her beer, her eyes sparkling. “I just enjoy watching winners. Football, Horse Racing, Prize Fights. What the game is doesn’t matter to me. 

Eddie chuckled. “Then you’re in the wrong bar, Beth. The Giants are allergic to winning.”

Beth leaned over, her shoulder brushing Nathan’s. “So far it looks like they might get lucky tonight. It happens to everyone, eventually.”

Nathan raised his glass. “Exactly what I was thinking.”

* * *
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The game played on, and the Giants, miraculously, kept scoring. Every time they did, Eddie slapped the table, Tex rattled off obscure stats from the 1980s, and Marcus made sarcastic commentary about how hell must be freezing over.

Beth kept pace, joking and flirting with equal vigor. She mock-gasped when Eddie’s wing sauce dripped on his shirt and teased Tex about his boots. “Are you planning on roping girls down Fifth Avenue?” She even shared dirty jokes with Marcus until he finally smiled.

But her attention always returned to Nathan. When she laughed, her hand found his arm. When she toasted, her glass always clinked against his, and when the bartender brought another round, she leaned close enough for her perfume to curl around him. “Tell me, Nathan. Are you always this confident, or does it have something to do with the Giants winning?”

Nathan chuckled. “I’m always confident.”

“Always?” Beth asked, raising an eyebrow.

Nathan nodded, with a smirk on his lips. “Always.”

* * *
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By the fourth quarter, with the Giants leading by 10 points, the bar had turned into a madhouse. Somebody in a Saquon Barkley jersey crowd-surfed across three tables, someone popped a confetti cannon, and even stoic, cynical Marcus was on his feet and shouting at the top of his lungs when the final whistle blew.

Strangers hugged strangers. Beer rained down, and the DJ blasted Empire State of Mind at top volume.

In the midst of the chaos, Beth leaned in close, her lips brushing Nathan’s ear. “My apartment is only a few blocks from here.” She whispered. “Would you like to go there . . . just the two of us for an afterparty?”

“What kind of an afterparty?” Nathan asked, smiling.

“I’m sure we can come up with something appropriate.” Beth answered, licking the edge of his chin. 
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