
	All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

	 

	First Edition

	
The day I graduated college, my biological father — one of the richest men in the country — came to find me. He wept until his face was wet. He said he wanted to make up for everything.

	I knew the truth. He was claiming me because his precious son needed my bone marrow.

	


Chapter 1

	Julian Beaumont and I had been switched at birth.

	Not by accident.

	My billionaire biological father wanted a son. My gambler adoptive father needed money to clear a gambling debt.

	A handshake. A swap. We were exchanged the day we were born, quietly and cleanly.

	Our mothers — both of them just back from the edge of death after giving birth — had no idea the babies in their bassinets were not the babies they had carried.

	Born the same day, same hospital, same hour. Even the same rare blood type — Rh-negative. And yet Julian Beaumont and I had been routed onto two completely different lives.

	When I was ten, my adoptive father went to prison for assault. Classmates spat insults at me. Adults looked at me like I was a stain. All of it landed on me.

	When Julian Beaumont was ten, he was playing concert-grade piano and eating imported steak. He moved through life elegantly, soaked in admiration.

	When I was seventeen, my adoptive grandmother died. My adoptive mother left for migrant work. I was an orphan in everything but the paperwork. Suddenly no home.

	When Julian Beaumont was seventeen, he was on the golf course debating whether to spend the summer in the Maldives or New Zealand.

	…

	Until I turned twenty-two and became the "accidentally switched" biological daughter of one of the country's most powerful men. The press exploded.

	Overnight, I was a Cinderella. Everyone's tragic princess.

	


Chapter 2

	I met my biological father in his office on the twenty-third floor. Through the windows, the entire city looked small.

	He went down on his knees and begged me to save Julian Beaumont. No pride left. No ego.

	I didn't want to save him.

	I had already bought a one-way ticket to Denver. I was going to take my adoptive mother and disappear.

	But that night, when I got home, my adoptive mother also dropped to her knees. She begged me to save her biological son.

	Was I supposed to understand?

	I only knew one thing. I hated Julian Beaumont.

	He had stolen everything that was mine. And now he wanted my blood to keep him alive.

	We had both been born into the same world. He had been given the love and the future of both families. Just because he was a boy.

	


Chapter 7

	I had finally gotten an interview with Lyon & Webb. My dream firm.

	I accepted immediately.

	Interview was at 3 p.m. I got ready early. When I went to leave the house I discovered every car was in use.

	The mountain road was steep and winding. It was eleven now. If I walked down, I would have time.

	The hike was rough. My seven-centimeter heels were not helping.

	A horn behind me. I turned. A deep green SUV had pulled up next to me.

	The window came down. Julian Beaumont with a cigarette between his fingers. He did not look like a sick man at all.

	I stepped back. He said: "Where are you going. I'll drive you."

	"None of your business."

	"Friendly warning. The walk down this mountain is at least three hours. We're remote. You won't catch a cab around here."

	I kept walking. He added: "Are you really willing to throw away an interview you prepped so hard for?"

	I froze.

	I had not told a single person about the interview.

	How did Julian Beaumont know?

	I saw the challenge in his eyes. I climbed into the passenger seat.

	"Julian Beaumont. How did you know about my interview."

	"Take a guess."

	A plume of smoke. I scowled.

	"What are you trying to do."

	"The question is what YOU are trying to do."

	"None of your business."

	"Just kidding. Actually I read minds."

	I caught the smile at the corner of his mouth. He was screwing with me.

	He glanced sideways. "Right now, for example, I know you're cursing me in your head."

	I ground my teeth. "Smoking will accelerate the deterioration of your condition, brother."

	"Nora will save me, won't she?"

	He laughed and stubbed out the cigarette. He drove out the estate gates.

	His driving was aggressive. Trees and other cars whipped past. I tightened my seatbelt.

	Was he trying to take me out with him?

	Right when my stomach was about to revolt, the car stopped.

	Julian Beaumont came around like a gentleman and opened my door. He extended a hand.

	"We're here. I'll be nearby. Call me when you're done."

	Back to the elegant young heir.

	


Chapter 8

	The interviewer turned out to be Logan Reed. My direct senior from law school.

	A school legend. Brilliant to the point of being intimidating.

	He remembered me, surprisingly.

	After the interview, Logan Reed cornered me at the elevator. "Nora. Long time no see."

	The same warm, polished image. Made every law student's heart do a small thing.

	I was flattered. "Mr. Reed. It's been a while."

	"You performed beautifully. Welcome to Lyon & Webb."

	"Thank you."

	The elevator was not small but it felt like it was. My breathing felt restricted.

	It was over fast.

	I was about to say goodbye when Logan Reed snuck another look at me and smiled. "Are you free? Dinner tonight."

	"I—"

	The word never finished. Someone yanked me into a hard chest.

	When I struggled, Julian Beaumont finally released me and stepped between me and Logan Reed. His whole body radiated fury.

	What the hell was wrong with him.

	Logan Reed froze. "Nora. May I ask who this is?"

	"Our relationship is none of your business."

	Julian Beaumont grabbed my arm and dragged me away.

	I beat at his arm. "Julian Beaumont. Are you sick? Let me GO."

	"Yes. I'm sick."

	His grip was too strong. I couldn't free my hand.

	He bundled me into the passenger seat like a kidnapper.

	"Stay away from him."

	He shut my door. He leaned against the car in the parking garage and smoked three cigarettes.

	I was burning with frustration.

	"Stay away from him."

	When he got back in the car, he said it again.

	I leaned against the window. Closed my eyes. Ignored him.

	"Stay away from Logan Reed. He's not a good man."

	I lost patience. "And you ARE?"

	He went silent.

	When we were almost back to the estate, he finally said: "There is no good person in this world. You can only trust yourself."

	


Chapter 16

	No one was home. The Beaumonts were all at the hospital. The staff was off for the evening.

	I followed Julian Beaumont's hand-drawn map into the study.

	What I found wasn't a business document. It was a heavy English-language book.

	Did he get it wrong?

	I opened the book. Tucked inside was a folder labeled "Heart Transplant Plan."

	So they had found a heart donor for him already?

	I flipped through. On the last page—

	The name of the heart donor — was mine.

	My hands were shaking.

	The plan. Bone marrow donation and heart transplant. Performed simultaneously.

	All of it. Richard Beaumont's instructions.

	A draft went through me. Tears hit the paper. I came back to myself. I had to get out.

	I opened the study door. Susan Beaumont was standing on the other side.

	I couldn't keep my voice steady. "Mom. Why are you here?"

	She blocked my path. "What did you just see?"

	I looked at her, disbelieving. Her face was as cold as if she were looking at a lamb she was about to butcher.

	I tried to walk past her. She grabbed my arm. "You're not leaving!"

	I stared at her. "Mom. I'm your biological daughter."

	She started crying. She shook her head. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. The Beaumonts need an heir. Julian can't die. Nora, save your mother. Please."

	Save HER.

	Who was going to save me.

	She was about to scream for security. I grabbed a heavy vase from the side table and brought it down on her head.

	She crumpled. I ran.

	The mountain road was twisting and unlit. I didn't dare turn on my phone flashlight. I felt my way along the road in the dark.

	The cold wind made my head pound. I went back over my whole twenty-two years and realized — I had not been warm even once.

	Except for Julian Beaumont.

	Why had he sent me to fetch a document?

	Why let me find the heart transplant plan?

	So I could die knowing the truth?

	A rustle of leaves behind me. Before I could turn around, a cloth came over my mouth and nose…
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