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      After several uncomfortable run-ins with the ever-present paparazzi and relentless urging from both my siblings, I finally caved. I have agreed to move into the apartment below my brother Mika and his wife Raeva. My sister Mikaela and her new fiancé Eric live next door to them, so everyone will be close. That is a bonus. That and their building is exclusive and has a doorman. So, no creepy photographers climbing up the side of my building to get a shot of the “rags to riches heiress” as one article dubbed me. My crappy little apartment in Brooklyn has a rinky-dink door that barely latches. It was fine when I didn’t have people actively trying to get to me. But now Mika has posted three security guards outside my building, and one in front of my door. My neighbors are not too pleased with being stopped every time they want to enter the building. The excessive security measures is also another reason why I caved. While it all seems over the top to me, from what I have been told by my new family, the Kingsley name doesn’t just come with a lot of money. Thanks to our lovely father, it also comes with a lot of enemies. And although I am still getting to know my brother and sister, one thing is abundantly clear. Mika Kingsley has an obsessive need for his family to be safe. And me living in a crappy part of Brooklyn, where anyone could easily get to me has had my brother twisted up inside. Besides, it doesn’t make sense for me to stay here and have my brother waste all this money on security while I can just move into the apartment below and give him peace of mind. I remember the excited look on his face when he brought me to the apartment to give me a “tour.” He was working overtime to sell me on the idea. I can’t say I wasn’t touched by the notion that he’s clearly accepted me as part of the family. And so yeah…I caved. I’m in the middle of packing up my things and deciding what I need to give to goodwill when I find them. Well, not so much find them as finally opening up the six heavy and large boxes that my mom’s friend Alexandra sent me three years ago. A little wave of guilt washes over me. I have not even checked in with Alexandra for a long time, I wonder how she is doing? She had sent them to me about eight weeks after the funeral, and at the time I never had the strength nor the desire to open any of the boxes. I had tucked the boxes away in my hall closet and after a while, I just forgot they were there. Until now. It isn’t until I lift the lid of the first box that I notice that my hand is trembling. My heart is beating so rapidly inside my chest that it’s nearly painful. I soon go down the rabbit hole, memory lane. We never had a lot of money, but I never wanted for anything. The first five boxes are filled with picture albums of me when I was a kid, my birth certificate, my dance trophies and some of my mom’s knick-knacks. When I look at my new I-watch—courtesy of my new brother—I see that I have been going through my mom’s things for the past two hours, and I still have one box left to open. The sixth and last box is also the heaviest box. It was on the bottom, and I have to drag it from the closet with some effort. I open the box only to find it filled with a bunch of shredded paper.

      Clearly there is something else in here. It’s freaking heavy. I think to myself.

      I start to grab hands full of the paper and discard it carelessly on the floor. There is a wooden chest inside. I can’t remember ever seeing this box before.  It is a beautifully crafted chest, with extraordinary details carved into it. I study it for a moment. I try to open it but it has a heavy padlock. I dig around the box and try to find a key, but no luck. I google how to break a padlock and am relieved to find that I have what I need. I only need a hammer and canned air. I scramble to my feet and head to the cabinet underneath my sink, where I keep my toolbox. Well really it is a shoebox with a screwdriver, a hammer and a wrench—but hey, it has always worked fine for all my fixing needs. And luckily, I have canned air underneath my desk. I follow the directions and spray the keyhole with the canned air for 30 seconds and then smash the lock with the hammer. To my very pleasant surprise it breaks quite easily. My heart is beating in my throat when I lift the lid. It is almost anticlimactic when I see the contents of the box. The box is filled with notebooks. They are three thick leather-bound notebooks. I frown. Why would Alexandra send me a box with notebooks? And why was the box locked? I lift one out of the box and flip it open. I read a few sentences and I gasp when I comprehend what I am holding in my trembling fingers. I recognize the handwriting immediately, and although I have only just read about two sentences on a random page, I know what this box contains. It’s my mom’s story. The one that she never wanted to talk about. One day I am a struggling, but happy-go-lucky waitress slash dance instructor slash artist with exactly seventeen dollars and eighty-three cents in my bank account. And the next, I find out that I have a brother and sister and access to more money than any one person should have. Still none of these things were as shocking to me as some of the things I am reading in what appears to be my mom’s memoir. She must have started writing this when she found out she was sick. I have only read the first few pages, and already I am thoroughly disgusted with what I am seeing. As I continue to read my chest aches and by the time I am halfway through the first notebook, I am bawling my eyes out. I am so engrossed in my mom’s words that I don’t hear Mikaela and Raeva walk in. I nearly have a heart attack when my sister drops on her knees on the floor next to me. I had forgotten that all the girls were coming over to help me pack. Concerns clearly edged on her stunning features.

      “Jesus Mik. What the hell?” I say clutching my chest.

      “What the hell is right. What’s wrong? Who hurt you?” she demands as she drapes an arm around me.

      She pulls me into a hug and I have never felt more grateful to have found my siblings as I do right now. When my mom died, I was all alone in the world, and now I have family again. I hand her my mother’s notebook, and she flips it open. I watch her scan the first few pages, I know what parts she is reading when I see her eyes widen.
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      A few weeks ago, I was forced to give up my waitressing job at Barnyard Bistro. I was initially kind of bummed out about it because I had a lot of fun working there over the years. And just quitting a job that has helped me pay my bills for so long, just felt…wrong. But then my brilliant brother pointed out that by staying employed there I would actually be doing my co-workers a disservice. Not only were we constantly hounded by paparazzi I would also be taking tip money away from my co-workers while I don’t need that money. And then Mikaela pointed out that I also would have more time to paint and to teach dance classes more regularly. Especially since Mika helped me spend some of my new money to purchase a new studio. I was planning on buying the one I worked at, but the building wasn’t deemed appropriate while I thought it was just financial issues why the place was shutting down. Plus, Mika wasn’t a fan of the location. We compromised and I let him help me pick the location, and I got most of the clients to come join the new studio. Watching Mika and Eric negotiate the deal was something else. They work together like a well-oiled machine. Almost as if it’s choreographed, they’re so in sync. The best thing about this new location is that the space on the second floor is perfect for an art studio. The lighting is perfect and I have both of the things I love at my finger-tips. River is coming over today to help assess what kind of security measures we need to implement. And I can’t deny that I took a little extra time today getting ready. My sister-in-law, Raeva’s brother is fucking hot. Like capital H.O.T. Hot. Unfortunately, he is just not that into me. Don’t get me wrong, he’s always very nice. But I have been flirting with the man for months now, and he has never made a move. Still, though, every time I know he’s going to be around, I make a little extra effort. Okay fine, a lot of extra effort. Can’t blame a girl for trying. So here I am wearing my favorite pair of jeans, paired with my most flattering top—courtesy of my designer sister who filled up my entire gigantic walk-in closet to the brim—and just a touch of make-up.  I’m upstairs in my brand-new art studio, unpacking the boxes of art supplies that Mikaela has sent over. She has been helping me get this place in order. It only seems natural, since I have zero design aptitude, and she is a design genius. She really captured my personality in the design and decoration of this place, and I am glad I let her sort of takeover that part of it. I am setting up my paint brushes when I hear the clearing of a throat behind me. I turn and my heart rate accelerates when I get a load of the gorgeous man before me. As always, he’s wearing that knock me off my feet smile and a bright colored outfit that makes me smile. River Ray is a fan of bright colors and loud prints. And I love it, it makes him unique. And today, he doesn’t disappoint. He’s wearing jeans, paired with a pineapple-print shirt paired with a navy tie and navy sports jacket. I think this is his version of business casual.

      “Hey there,” I say with a bright smile.

      “Hey PK,” he replies with a smirk.

      “It looks good in here, I see you’re settling in quite nicely.”

      “I got a lot of help, but yes, it is definitely getting there.”

      “That’s great, it looks amazing downstairs too. Though I hope you left the door unlocked because you were expecting me, not as a habit?”

      Oops. It hadn’t even occurred to me to lock the door. That actually makes me feel a little dumb, and there is no way that I am going to admit to him that I was that careless.

      “I was expecting you, plus I have security guys walking around inside and outside the building right now, I think it was quite safe,” I tell him, with a little pang of guilt for lying.

      “Okay, let’s do a little walk through and see what we need?”

      River shrugs out of his jacket and I get an eyeful of his arm muscles. The man has some impressive biceps, though you wouldn’t think so at first glance. In fact, he is ripped all over. Well, as much as I have been able to tell, which was quite a bit since I’ve seen the man in his swim trunks. While we were on Isle Kingsley a few months back. I have been attracted to River since the very first day he stumbled into the little café where I worked. I immediately noticed that he was handsome, his dark eyes, dark hair and tanned skin. He had the sweetest smile, not to mention dimples. And the way he looked at me, and still looks at me, as if he can read my inner thoughts. It felt…exhilarating. And as time went on, and we got to spend more time together, I found out that he’s smart. Like, not normal smart, but genius smart. Like he makes Einstein look like a dummy smart. And I thought that was the sexiest thing about him. But the very first time he walked onto the beach with nothing but swim trunks I immediately knew that was wrong. And I am not ashamed to admit that I had to retreat into the ocean to cool off. Holy shit. My treacherous mind is unwilling to picture anything besides a half-naked River, and I am having a hard time concentrating.

      “So…yes
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