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 Chapter
One

 


If there was one thing Rhea Torres couldn’t
stand, it was tardiness. Being put on standby anytime plans changed
made her scream in anger, but waiting for someone she needed badly
at this moment gave her a near-nervous breakdown.

“Where the hell is he?”

Standing in front of her doctor’s office,
fretting from uneasiness, she typed yet another text message. Fabio
stood her up. The last person she thought would intentionally
prolong her misery was leaving her breathless with rage. 

Swallowing the sob that rose in her throat,
she lowered the phone and stared at the display. Three missed calls
from Dr. Hunting’s office. If she didn’t show up for her
appointment again, her life could be in serious danger. 

“Come on, answer the goddamn
message.” 

Pacing back and forth in front of the clinic
entrance, Rhea wiped the sweat beads off her forehead. Her black
leather pumps clicked as they struck the hot pavement. Hard and
fast, with no pause between each thump, her four-inch
Pigalles matched her stride’s rhythm. The sound of her
stilettos clicking usually made her calm, but not today. Because
right now, she was burning with rage. Her appointment with Dr.
Hunting had started moments ago, and she had no time to spare. And
no nerves to cope. Except for the will to kill Fabio. Because she
couldn’t do this alone. Not without the only person that made her
life worth living. 

“Fabio, where are you? Call me.
Now!” The raw fire of desperation blared in her voice as the
beeping sound urged her to leave a message after the
tone. 

With her head throbbing from a pounding
headache, Rhea pushed the entrance door halfway open. Not a smart
move for someone who avoided her doctor at all costs.

The moment the cool air hit her hot cheeks,
she let out a long breath she’d been holding. Shuffling her feet,
she dragged herself down the corridor, clutching her LV Speedy
against her chest. A creeping sensation inched its way up her spine
as the doors behind her closed with a loud thud. The sharp white
light stung her eyes. Something disturbing replaced the feelings of
momentary calm, and suddenly, the lights seemed too bright and she
found it hard to breathe. She loosened the opening of her kimono
wrap dress around her chest, trying to catch her breath. 

Nope. She wasn’t able to breathe. 

She was nearing a full-blown anxiety attack,
and she was terrified.

Dread settled in the pit of her stomach, and
she turned back to the door, gasping for air. Shaking her head with
a loud sigh, she sped toward the exit faster than Speedy Gonzales
whizzing away from Sylvester the Cat. 

This was ridiculous. Humiliating. Why would
she want to know if there was something wrong with her?

Once outside, she held her breath, staring
at the entrance. Fabio was going to pay for this. She might even
fire him the moment her eyes landed on his face. But how could she?
He was her life. Her sanity. Her everything. And he had a minute
left to show up before she called it quits. 

The sound of comfort and certainty she’d
been waiting for made her sigh in relief when her phone buzzed in
her hand. As her frustration subsided, she picked up the phone and
answered through stiff lips. “Just in time.” Her words stretched
like gum on hot pavement, sticking on to her expensive leather
stilettos. “Where are you?” 

“Ms. Torres, this is Viola from Dr.
Hunting’s office.” A high-pitched voice on the other side of the
line cut through her thoughts. “Your appointment has started and
you are not here. We have a few more patients waiting and I
would like to give your spot to someone else.”

Helpless was not in her dictionary. She was
never helpless, but now she stood frozen, trying to comprehend what
she was hearing. Drawing in slow, steady breaths, she squeezed her
eyes shut and exhaled. Before she could utter a word, Viola cut the
line. The door behind her clicked closed. Her heart sank. 

 Sweat trickled down her back as she
moved away from the entrance, attempting one last call. Her very
own Swarovski crystal studded Sweet Shades screened her gaze
from the bright sun, but her brain burned with a hefty swell. The
twelve text messages she sent earlier didn’t make the situation
better. To her astonishment, not one of them was
delivered. 

With tears of frustration in her eyes, she
shoved the phone in her purse and snapped the bag shut. She
desperately needed a drink. Perhaps a ciggy, too. 

The cars in the street parking gleamed under
the relentless rays of the scorching afternoon sun. Rhea cocked her
eyebrow in surprise at the sound of a motorbike rumbling to life
nearby. Her shoulders dropped with a sigh when she approached her
Mercedes AMG GT–C convertible and threw her handbag on the
passenger seat. Slamming the door behind her, she collapsed into
the car seat, smashing her fists into the steering wheel. 

“Dammit!” 

With her pulse pounding in her ears, she
shook her head skyward and released a heavy sigh. A moment later,
the revving of a motorcycle engine cut through the humid, dusty
air. Her mind raced frantically as she tried to figure out how to
explain herself to Dr. Hunting. 

Pulling her sunglasses off her face, she
sank low in her seat and rubbed away the tears. Before she started
the engine, a motorbike zoomed by, leaving a heavy cloud of dust in
the air. Just as she ran her fingers through her hair and checked
her face in the rearview mirror—whoosh—there it went again. This
time rolling to a stop in a dusty cloud, right in front of
her. 

Puffing some air out, she grabbed the phone
from her purse and rushed to her feet. The man on the bike stared
at her through a black helmet. A cold worm of uneasiness swooped
down from nowhere, and for a brief moment her heart stopped
beating, too. All she could think of was how quickly she could dial
9-1-1. 

She stared at the man like he was from
another planet. In leather jacket and jeans. With broad muscled
shoulders and big, manly hands. 

He shut off the engine and observed her from
a height as an alien gauged its earthly prey. Lifting the visor, he
gave her a good look. 

A timeless moment stretched while she
absorbed his facial features. There was something compelling and
magnetic about his deep green eyes. For a moment, she forgot what
she was mad about. 

His eyes clung to her, traveling from her
hands to her cleavage and finally her face. He placed his hands on
his helmet and unsnapped it. Nice long fingers, firm grip.

A mixture of relief and anticipation soared
through her as his helmet came off and she watched him transform
into a gorgeous looking human. Such a man did not exist in her
mind, yet there he was. Standing right in front of her. 

He straightened up and glided his hand over
his thick, short hair. “Are you okay?” 

His smile smacked her hard in her belly as
he flashed her his perfectly straight white teeth. There was an
overpowering energy about him that was almost frightening. Somewhat
comforting and undeniably surprising. 

Wiping her tears off her cheek, she looked
up again, locking her eyes onto his. She found his nearness
disturbing and exciting, all at the same time. She was too out of
breath to say anything but a quick and soft, “I’m fine.”

“You’re not from around here, are you?” he
said, not lifting his gaze off of hers. 

His voice, deep and sensual, sent a ripple
of awareness through her. Wait, what? Where did he think she
was from? Sure, she had just moved to LA a few years ago, but who
gave him the right to judge her. 

“What gave me away?” she blurted out, and
looked at him with folded arms and raised eyebrows. 

 “LA’s a jungle, and a gorgeous girl
like you obviously hasn’t been struck by its madness.
Yet.” 

Gorgeous? The last thing she was at
that moment was gorgeous. With her makeup smeared around the edges
of her eyes and no lipstick on her gaping lips, she looked far from
beautiful. 

She sucked in a jerky breath. “Is that good
or bad?” 

“Good, of course. You look so healthy and
fresh, unlike most people I know here.” 

She cleared her throat and bit her bottom
lip to keep from crying. At least someone thought she looked
fine. 

“You’re not gonna cry again, are
you?” 

Still. Jerk. She was irked by his
aloof manner. Besides, LA was her home no matter how long she’d
lived there. It was a dream she had since she was a little girl,
and she knew damn well that someday LA would make all of her dreams
come true. And it was the only true home she ever knew. Anyway, she
didn’t have time for this. “What do you want?” 

“I want to help you.”

“I don’t need your help.”

“I think you do.”

Her lips parted in surprise. “Ah,
excuse me, what makes you think so?” 

“Look at you, you’re a mess. Whoever made
you cry is an asshole, and I want to make sure you’re okay before I
leave.”

A mess? Is he crazy? He just told her
she was gorgeous. 

He sighed, then reached for his pocket on
his heavy biker jeans. “Look, I’m not the kind of man who does this
often, but there’s something about you.” 

“Ugh.” Cheap line for a handsome guy like
him. 

“I’d like to take you out to dinner
sometime.” 

What the…? Did he really just ask her out?
Rhea stared, mouth open with disbelief. She frowned back at him,
but to her annoyance, she found herself blushing. She was amused
but unmoved by his obvious attempt to lure her into the last thing
she wanted. Seduction.

 “I’m Jason, by the way,” he said and
reached his hand out to her. “Here’s my number. Call me
anytime.”

She looked in his eyes and gave him a
scolding frown. Just when she was careful not to let her fingers
touch his, she felt the tips of his fingers brush against hers.
They were warm and strong. Hastily, she drew her hand away,
pulling his business card in it. She stared at the card for a
moment and saw a name too recognizable not to remember. 

Jason Tanner. 

She turned away, blaming Fabio for the
tightness in her stomach, not the handsome stranger in front of
her. The tightness, the excitement, and this raw and thrilling
feeling that was terrifyingly new to her. 

Despite sensing his eyes on her the entire
time, she got into her car without looking back. While she
pretended he was no longer there, she adjusted her rear-view mirror
to see him better. She gasped at the realization that his deep
green eyes still looked at her, quite intentionally. 

“Stop staring.” 

“I can’t help it. You’re very attractive.”
He placed his helmet on and ignited the engine. “I have a feeling
we’ll meet again.” 

Before he gunned the bike, he glanced back
in her direction one last time, then disappeared in a thick cloud
of smoke. The loud roar of the exhaust swept through the parking
lot, leaving her confused with his card in her hand. 

What the hell just happened?

 


 




Chapter Two

 


Steady, thudding steps on marble tiled
office floor carried one meaning only—she was mad. Employees rushed
to their desks, receptionists cringed behind the entrance counter.
Something terrible was about to happen. Something they wouldn’t get
out of alive.

The luxurious white floating staircase with
glass railing opened up in front of Rhea as she stomped toward her
office. With every click and clack of her expensive pumps, her mind
reminded her how infuriated she was with Fabio. She raised her chin
with a cool stare in his direction. “Explain yourself,
Montanari.” 

“Bellissima!” Fabio blew out a long
breath and winced. “What happened to you? You look awful.”

Rhea looked sideways and cringed at the
image she saw in the mirror. She worked hard not to let her idea of
beauty influence how she behaved around others. So, she looked
awful, who cared? Well, for one, she did. Her looks were
important. This was how she got everything she wanted. And because
of this, she never knew rejection. This was especially true in her
business, and she liked it that way. Precisely with men. Mainly
because she hated most, but had her way around them and knew how to
get a man to get things done. How could she allow herself such an
oversight? 

Anyway, it was too late now. Fabio was the
reason she was in such a state. She opened her mouth to speak, but
he stopped her and squeezed her arm. 

“I didn’t mean it that way, bellezza.
I am so, so, sorry!” 

Her jaw clenched. “Don’t try to butter me
up. What the hell happened today?”

“Honey, your voice is drilling holes in my
ears,” he said, squinting. “Can we please calm down?” 

Rhea looked up at him, wanting to pick a
fight, but all she saw was his good-looking face filled with
nothing but love and understanding. He managed to calm her down. He
always had. He was a dream come true, a guy women swooned over. The
man who fumigated himself with perfume and dressed in the finest
designer clothes, Fabio was a demigod any woman would be lucky to
embrace. Too bad he was gay.

 “Okay, first of all, your message,” he
exhaled, “it gave me the heebie-jeebies. I thought you were going
to kill me.”

Rhea squared her shoulders, looking at him
with a frown.

“Second, remember the incident we had
yesterday with that model?” He gasped, his eyes wide open and
persuasive. “Well, the same thing happened today. Only this time,
it was me,” Fabio shouted as if his life depended on it.
“I was stuck in the goddamn elevator for two freaking hours.
Two whole hours of my precious life, bella
mia. I couldn’t call you. It was awful.”

“Oh, my God, sweets, are you okay?”
Nervously, she moistened her dry lips and put her hand over his
shoulder. Getting mad at Fabio wouldn’t change a thing. It wouldn’t
make her feel better. It was one time—and the only time—he wasn’t
there for her, and she knew she could always rely on him. But the
whole situation sucked. Her life sucked, and she wanted to feel
better, she wanted more certainty, not just in her job, but in
life. And it wasn’t his fault. 

“I’m fine, don’t worry about me.”

 She clamped her jaw tight and glared
at others staring at the two of them. “Why didn’t anyone help you?”
Her voice hardened. “Didn’t anyone notice the elevator broke down?”
she asked, spacing the words evenly.

“They did, they did.” Fabio turned to her,
using a dismissive gesture behind her back to signal others to
scoot. “But maintenance took forever to arrive. Plus, they were
short-staffed because of the parade. Half the streets are closed
downtown.”

“I had no problem getting here,” she
answered with an impersonal nod. “Enough with the excuses. Go back
to work.” Tilting her head to the side, she directed a glare at the
main office floor. “Everyone, that is.” 

Whoever was eavesdropping quickly scurried
away, with their heads bowed to the floor. Not that they were nosy
employees who had nothing better to do, but this rarely happened.
Never, to be precise. Sure, they’d seen her angry and
frustrated, but only when business deals didn’t go through, which
meant more work and late office hours. But to be mad at Fabio
because of a personal issue? That was new. New to them and new to
her. 

Rhea rushed straight to her office, a
private sanctuary at the end of the hall. A place she went to when
she needed to relax and think. Not just work. Because she could
work from anywhere and more often than not, she spent her
productive hours outside in a coffee shop or a restaurant, people
watching. Observing the latest trends and behaviors, learning about
people’s needs, trying to solve yet another problem to make life
easier. 

Before she had a chance to disappear behind
the glass walls, Fabio cut her path, snatching her wrist away.
“Bambina,” he whispered. “I gather you never made it to your
appointment.”

She lowered her gaze to the floor and
answered with a firm, “No.”

Fabio sighed heavily, pushing the chair away
from his desk for her to take a seat. Rhea fell into the chair,
giving him an impatient shrug. She dismissed his look and reached
for a newly opened pack of cigarettes in her purse. With a fresh
cigarette on the side of her lips, she held the flame of the
lighter to the tip of it and asked, “Any news from Brazil?”

Fabio’s brows drew together in an agonized
expression. “Cara, you know you’re not supposed to smoke
inside the building.”

Rolling her eyes, she lifted her brow
through a long exhale. “I don’t care,” she said and took another
puff in. “This is my office and there is nothing I need more than
this little bastard. Fill me in.” 

“Why do you smoke, anyway?” The amused look
suddenly left his eyes. “You’re just puffing air. You’re not
inhaling it properly.” 

She shrugged her shoulders, blowing a thick
cloud of smoke into the air. “Of course I’m not going to
inhale,” she said in a drudging voice. “I hate cigarettes.
They taste disgusting, but they calm me down.” 

“No point in arguing, obviously.
Moving on,” Fabio said, flicking his wrist in a way only he knew
how to make look cute. He was always keen on his appearance. He
spent a small fortune on grooming and wardrobe, and he smelled
divine. There was nothing delicate about him except for his cute
lisp and occasional wrist gestures when he was being overly
dramatic. Other than that, he was all man. A kind-hearted and
gentle man who sure was sassy and bitchy when he needed to be.
Especially with protecting Rhea. Helping her realize she was
important. To him. To the company. To the world.

“Yes, we got some news this morning, but I’m
afraid you’re not gonna like it.” He pushed himself off the desk,
his voice suddenly resigned. “They rejected your offer in Rio.
Apparently, they can’t let an American foundation deal with the
kids in Brazil.” 

 “What?” Her anguish almost overcame
her control. “You offer them two million bucks and they reject it?
That project was the best damn thing I ever came up
with.” 

“I know, cara, I know. But it’s not
all bad,” Fabio continued, shuffling through papers. “We’ll appeal
in court and see what can be done. Those kids need your help. It’s
the government that’s causing all the problems. Not us.” 

She had seen too much, witnessed too many
painful scenes to let this slip away. The children needed her. She
founded SafeEscape Children’s Foundation to help children
break free from the horrors of abuse in foster homes and families.
She vowed to save innocent lives from terrible living conditions.
Her foundation was supposed to be a sanctuary in São Paulo that
sheltered children who had no place to go. And they rejected
it?

With ice spreading through her stomach, she
fought hard against the tears she refused to let fall. 

Fabio stepped forward and inhaled a deep
breath. “Bambina, don’t let those nasty sonsabitches spoil
your day. There’s more than one way to skin the cat, you know.”

She was too startled by the news, but she
was not going to allow this to break her. Rejection was just the
beginning. In a way, she was immune to it. She knew defeat and
failure far too well, but she learned how to turn things around.
And this time, she challenged herself to do it again, determined to
succeed. 

Biting her lip, she looked away. “Screw ’em.
Call my lawyer and schedule a meeting for tomorrow.” 

Fabio jotted on the yellow legal pad and
clicked his pen closed. “I will, but the day after. Tomorrow is the
photoshoot, remember?”

She sighed, blowing out a cloud of smoke.
“Speaking of photoshoots, isn’t this the guy from that
commercial?” 

“What guy?” Fabio’s gaze darted to the
business card Rhea took out of her purse. 

“The sunglasses model on Rodeo Drive
billboards. Jason Tanner. His name sounds so familiar, I have a
feeling that’s him.” She pushed the chair to the side to make room
for Fabio and pulled the keyboard closer. “Here. Google him.”

“Hold on a second. Where did you get
this?”

“He gave it to me, while still sitting on
his motorbike. Can you imagine?”

Fabio shook his head. “You’re telling me you
randomly met Jason Tanner on the street?”

“Kind of. If by randomly you mean him coming
onto me in the middle of a parking lot, then, yeah.” She
straightened her shoulders and handed him Jason’s business card,
propping herself on her elbow. 

“The Jason Tanner? The most gorgeous
man alive?” Fabio held his hands against his chest. “You’re kidding
me.”

“I didn’t know he was that
good.” 

“He’s no model, all right, although he sure
looks like one.” Fabio cast her a piercing gaze and slid the card
between her fingers. “He’s a photographer.” 

“Oh,” she flicked the business card, and it
landed right next to her phone.

“He’s no ordinary snapper, cara. He’s
the most sought after boudoir photographer who's worked with the
biggest brands in the industry. He’s so good.” Fabio turned
to her screen and grabbed the keyboard between his fingers. “You
gotta see his photos.” 

“Boudoir? Ew.” 

“What’s ew about it?” He turned the screen
toward her and she glanced at a photo of a gorgeous woman lying
naked on a satin bedspread. “He’s an artist.”

Rhea scoffed. “An artist who’s surely
screwing around with all those women.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Have you seen his
work?” He nudged her to look at more photos. “He can turn an ugly
duckling into a goddess.”

“Why do you care? You’re gay.”

“Oh, but this is art, carina. Plus,
he’s taken some pretty nifty photos of dudes as well. Check it
out.” 

Rhea was stunned, somewhat surprised, but a
whole lot impressed. Those were good photos. And she knew a
great photo from an average one. She’d been working with
professional photographers for years. Still, he worked with women
who were practically naked in front of him. 

“You gotta call him.”

“Why in the world would I call him?” She
looked away. “I don’t need a photographer.” 

Fabio rolled his eyes. “Are you even
listening to me? He’s gorgeous, and it’s an order.”

“Ugh.” She extinguished her cigarette in a
stale coffee mug. “I’ll think about it.” Turning her gaze to the
computer screen and without lifting her head, she asked, “Anyone
else call?” 

Fabio hesitated for a moment, then exhaled.
“Dr. Hunting. He seemed genuinely preoccupied.”

Rhea blew a sharp breath, pushing herself up
to a standing position. She took a few steady steps toward the
window then exhaled. Her eyes watered. A hot tear trickled down her
cheek as she gulped hard, holding back the sobs that racked her
insides. 

“Oh, cara mia.” Fabio’s face spread
into a smile as he opened his arms to hug her.

“You know I don’t hug.” 

“I think you do. Come here,
dolcezza.” 

Holding back tears of disappointment, she
leaned forward, pressing her forehead to Fabio’s chest. He held her
tight in a warm brotherly embrace, his hug yielding the compulsive
sobs that shook her. It was too late. She could no longer hold on
to her pride. She gulped hard, hot tears slipping down her cheeks,
soaking through Fabio’s expensive designer shirt. Was it that
difficult to take a moment to herself and stop? Breathe. Enjoy life
a little. Obviously, it was. For her. For someone who focused all
her attention on one thing that got her out of the gutters. Her
business. Her project. Her life’s mission. 

While she knew disappointment and loss, she
taught herself how to win. This was how she made herself to be.
Tough. Strong. Unyielding. 

“Just call him and get it over with. You’ll
be fine, I promise.”

“How do you know that?” she said through
sniffles.

“Because I know you. You’ve been through
hell and look where you are now. You can’t give up on yourself,
Rhea. You can’t give up on what you created. Dr. Hunting’s a good
doctor, he’ll get you out of this. But you have to do what he says.
Stop being stubborn for once in your life.”

With her arms over her chest, she remained
still, gazing in the distance. She grabbed her handbag and turned
to Fabio on her way to her office. “Don’t let anyone in, I’m done
for the day.” 

Her frameless glass office at the end of the
hall stood open for everyone to walk in, anytime they needed to
speak to her. Except today. Even though she wasn’t the boss who
freely gave hugs and a shoulder to lean on, she still wanted her
employees to see her as approachable and caring. 

She pressed the remote button on her desk to
roll the opaque window blinds down and collapsed into her armchair.
The sharp and heavy ache stabbed at her brain, leaving her
desperate for a moment of peace. 

It was already dark outside when Fabio
peeked through the door, bringing her a much-needed grande
cappuccino and a blueberry muffin.

“What would I do without you, sweets?” She
gave him a quick smile and took a sip of her coffee. 

 “Cara, I’m leaving. Tomorrow’s
the big day. Don’t forget to get enough sleep and put on your
nicest dress.” He blew her a kiss, then clapped his hands. “I’m so
excited!” 

“Thank you, sweets, will do.” She knew she
uttered a lie the moment Fabio left her office. Sure, she had a big
day tomorrow and yes, she was prepared, but there was more that
needed to be done. The deal she’d been working on for months was
coming to a close and was nowhere near finished. There were
document sections she needed to revise and reconsider. Questions
that needed to be answered. 

Closing this major deal with Italians would
make her a record half a billion dollars in a matter of hours.
There was no way she could stop now. 

Cigarettes always helped her calm down.
Lighting up one, she looked out the window and exhaled a momentary
sigh of relief. For one elated moment, she allowed a brief glimpse
of the tall man on a bike to seep into her consciousness. The
good-looking, green-eyed man. Maybe he was right. Maybe it wasn’t
her work, but the city that made her feel all the anxiety and
restlessness. And maybe in a few years her life would become so
hectic, she’d get struck by its madness and completely lose her
mind. Come on, Rhea. Who was he to tell her
anything? 

She dismissed the thought and blew out a
sharp breath, then extinguished her cigarette. The tall, sexy man
had no right to invade her thoughts like that. Much less, she
should allow him to. She had more important things to do. 

She knew avoiding Dr. Hunting wouldn't get
her far, and with his stubbornness and persistence, he was the kind
of man who’d come to her office to make sure she followed his
orders. And she knew that no matter how hard she tried to deny it,
her health was deteriorating. And Dr. Orson Hunting had always been
there for her to treat her illnesses and rescue her from the worst.
He was the only doctor she trusted. He was there when she hid in
the pedestrian passages in the slums of São Paulo, running to
safety from an abusive father and a life she did not want to call
her own. He was there when she fainted in her office, exhausted
from all the hard work and endless projects. He was the one who
kept her awake with his prescription drugs and pre-made protein
shakes she relied on instead of food. But this was supposed to be a
temporary solution. Not the lifestyle she so ardently
embraced. 

Empty and drained, Rhea shivered with
fatigue. Her eyes burned from sleeplessness while she fought a
migraine. The half dozen painkillers she chased earlier had no
effect. Her cheeks ached from fake smiles, her throat sore from
flattering small talk, and her head pounded from the tension and
stress she’d been trying to keep at bay all day. All she wanted was
to go home, shut the door and hide away from the world.

Kicking off her four-inch Louboutin
stilettos, she loosened up her kimono dress and undid her tight
roll, letting her hair fall over her shoulders. Another cigarette
found its way through her trembling fingers to her mouth. She
thought about Fabio standing her up. She thought about Dr. Hunting
and the future she might never have. She thought about the handsome
stranger who made her think.

Sliding her thumb over her phone, she dialed
Orson’s number. She nervously shook her foot, waiting for him to
answer. With every new beep her heart jumped a bit faster, her
breath hitched a bit higher. If he didn’t answer, it wouldn’t be
her fault. She tried reaching out, but he wasn’t there. And even if
he answered, what would she tell him. What would he tell her? News
that would break her apart? Or a much-needed miracle she’d been
waiting for all those years.

Rhea shifted in her chair, chewing on a
fingernail. There was a brief click on the other line. Lifting her
chin, she glanced at the clock and hung up. “I don’t have time for
this.” 

A slight chill went down her spine, lifting
hair on the back of her neck. Her stomach quivered. With a deep
exhale, her gaze shifted to the side table next to the window. An
opened bottle of Absolut Vodka whispered to her as if it was the
only thing that could inhibit her mind. She heard the call. Just
one sip













cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

PAIGE ONSEN





tmp_772cfdc0ceed1d9df24c3182bcefa9a0_EkcaMJ_html_m2f557912.png
)
(

BXX X

{
\

e





tmp_772cfdc0ceed1d9df24c3182bcefa9a0_EkcaMJ_html_m6aaa6751.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

N4

PAIGE ONSEN





tmp_772cfdc0ceed1d9df24c3182bcefa9a0_EkcaMJ_html_6bd667c.png





