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Prologue


“Itold you. You will shoot me here today.” 
The words roll off my tongue with ease, in spite of the situation.
“And yet you came.”
I allow myself a wry smile, staying calm, though my heart’s hammering. It’s not every day that I have a gun pointed at me.
“You know how much I hate being wrong.”
Any other time, Jensen would have laughed. But not today. His hands are trembling. If he pulls the trigger, odds are, he’ll miss.
“Why did you do it, Em? Why?”
His voice is choked with emotion, and I spy tears welling up in his eyes. It’s painful to watch him like this. A man usually in control of his life, a well-respected leader in his field, reduced to this. I almost urge him to shoot, so that I don’t have to endure this much longer. But better sense prevails.
“I wish I knew, Jensen. I wish I knew. All I can say is, I’m sorry. I wish I could have been a better wife to you.”
These are not empty words. I really mean what I said. But will it be enough? Not that it matters, because that’s all I’ve got for him as I contemplate my next move.
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Emily


Iwasn’t born this way. The first twelve years of my life were pretty normal. The visions began around the time I hit puberty. I was still in that phase where I was freaking out over all the changes when, one night, I had a disturbing dream — a blue Audi crashed into the neighborhood café, killing two customers enjoying their daily cuppa. I didn’t think much of it at the time, filing it away as another nightmare I was better off forgetting. Two days later, it came true. It was surreal watching the news, the Audi still jutting into the café, the reporter looking grim as he reported the tragic deaths. I thought it was one heck of a bizarre coincidence. 
It wasn’t until a couple more dreams played out for real that I realized I could see the future. Or at least some snippets of it. Based on my research, I was clairvoyant. Quite a hefty word to describe my ailment. Or gift. Depends on your perspective.
Yes, it’s cool every now and then, like the time I foresaw Dad getting a huge promotion. Thanks to that, I asked him for — and got — a PlayStation for my birthday instead of the simple doll I was going to settle for out of habit, given our precarious financial condition.
There were occasions when I was desperate to unsee a vision. Like the time I witnessed a girl my age being brutally murdered halfway around the globe. I still have nightmares about it. And the worst of it was, I wasn’t able to save her.
And then there are the events I miss. The stuff I wished so bad that I had seen. Like when my parents died in a car crash a week after I ripped the gift wrap off the PlayStation. If I’d known, I could have warned them and prevented the tragedy. I wouldn’t have spent miserable years in foster homes, craving affection and facing even more financial instability than before.
Thankfully, money isn’t a concern anymore. Not since I married Jensen Pritchard, serial tech entrepreneur and multimillionaire. We live in a twelve thousand-square-foot mansion in the tony town of Atherton, California. Seven bedrooms. Eight bathrooms. Eight! Ridiculous, I know. The home sits on a two-acre lot, with a tennis court, an Olympic-sized swimming pool, and sprawling well-manicured lawns. We vacation in exotic locales, dine at fine restaurants, shop at high-end stores, and that doesn’t even cover half the decadence of our lives.
A real fairytale, right?
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Emily


An orgasm can make my day. With the two I’ve had in the last hour, this day is one for the books. Foul mood. Gone. Splitting headache. Gone. My provider of satisfaction crawls out from under the sheets, sporting a proud grin. He rests his head on the pillow next to me, gazing into my eyes before he kisses me. I could lie here all day, enjoying his caresses, letting him pleasure me. But that’s not how my life works. 
“Did you think about what I said last time?” he asks, ruining the moment.
“I did.”
“And?”
“I’ll do it.”
His eyes light up. He props his head up on his elbow.
“Great! So, how do we go about it?”
“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of everything.”
His brows crease.
“You sure?”
“Yes. The less you know about it, the better.”
“When?”
I love Ralph. I really do. But sometimes he can be a real pain in the ass.
“I told you. Stay out of it,” I say, louder than I’d intended.
“Alright, alright.”
Sooo … Ralph. Yes, I confess — I’m having an affair. Ralph Emerson, one-time construction worker who lost his job a year ago and has been surviving on freelance gigs. I met him when he came over to help with a remodeling project. It was lust at first sight. Two weeks into the work, and we were fucking on the floor in Jensen’s office. Since then we’ve been doing it at Ralph’s home to ensure we don’t get caught.
Before you judge me, let me explain something. Fairytale lives don’t exist. There’s always a catch. Jensen doesn’t love me. He rarely has time for me, always busy working, looking to make his next round of millions. But a woman has needs. Emotional, physical, sexual. Ralph gives me all of that, all the stuff that Jensen doesn’t. We Pritchards already have more than enough money for this lifetime. If Jensen really cares, he can back away from his endless ventures and focus on me, right?
What’s that you say? Divorce him? I would, if he hadn’t made me sign a pesky prenup. If I divorce him, I walk away with next to nothing. There’s no way I’m going back to a life of penury. Not after the lifestyle I’ve gotten accustomed to.
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Jensen


It’s Emily’s birthday today. I’ve been prepping and planning for weeks to make her special day as fabulous as possible. The gifts — clothes, jewelry, and accessories from the stores she loves. A surprise party at home with all her friends. And most importantly — another surprise — tomorrow I whisk her off to Bora Bora for an entire week. A few months ago she mentioned she hoped to visit someday. And now I’ll make it happen. I’m glad we’ve been able to take all these trips this year. I’ve been stepping back from work to make more time for her, and it’s heartening to see our relationship blossom more than ever. 
I’m in the kitchen brewing coffee when the birthday girl enters, taking my breath away like she always does. Stunning. That’s the word I’d use to describe her.
“You’re up,” I say, walking up to her and pulling her in for a kiss. “Happy Birthday, my angel.”
She smiles. A smile that melts my heart. It never gets old.
“Hang on,” I say as I hand her a mug of coffee and rush off.
Two minutes later, I’m back with her gifts. Her eyes go wide, her smile grows wider as she surveys all the goodies. My heart does cartwheels of joy.
“Oh, Jensen. You shouldn’t have.”
We kiss again, and I’m grateful for all that life has bestowed on me. I carry her up to the bedroom. We make love. After lazing about a bit, we shower together and head out for brunch in Los Gatos. The rest of the afternoon is spent exploring downtown. I’m not surprised when she shops some more, picking up stuff from various stores. She’s already giddy with delight by the time we get back. The party boosts her spirits even higher.
“I love you, Jensen. Thank you for everything,” she says later that night. “I had a fabulous birthday thanks to you.”
“Anything to see you happy, my love.”
We have sex again, and I feel I’m the luckiest guy in the world when I drift into sleep, Em in my arms, and a contented smile on my lips.
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Emily


Okay. So I lied. Jensen does love me. In fact, he adores me. He spends time with me, takes care of my needs. Tries to make every day special. Am I a terrible person if I don’t love him back? The thing is, he’s not my type. That geeky look — the pasty complexion, the skinny bod, the thick glasses, the way he parts his hair — he looks like a diligent schoolboy, not the handsome hunk I crave. And he’s so awful in bed. Ralph, on the other hand — a movie-star face coupled with a ripped body, and bedroom skills that have me moaning in ecstasy. Is it any wonder I want Ralph and not Jensen? 
“Honey, is it going to rain today?” Jensen asks.
And this. This silly, juvenile stuff he does. I have a gift — the visions show me important events. But he trivializes it by asking questions like this one. As if I’m Siri helping him with the weather app. It’s so annoying.
“I have no idea,” I reply with a shrug. “I don’t do the weather.”
These moments get me thinking. With great power comes great responsibility. It’s a quote I’ve heard numerous times over the years. There was a time I did use my powers for good. I’ve saved a few lives, prevented people from making rash decisions. Any time the visions gave me enough to understand the situation in time and warn the people involved, I did it.
When I first discovered my abilities, I told my parents. As much as they trusted me, they were skeptical at first. But a couple of incidents proved me right. Once they recovered from the initial shock, Dad wanted the world to recognize my gift, for everyone to appreciate what an asset to society I could be. But Mom was worried people would brand me as a freak. I would be ostracized and ridiculed. So we kept it a secret.
Every time I had a vision about potential harm to someone, I would share it with my parents and we would collectively try to identify the people involved. We would give the individuals a call if we had a phone number, or we would mail them a letter explaining everything if we had an address. A lot of them laughed us off — those were the ones that had me moping for days; some of them believed us — those were the ones that had me jumping with joy. In spite of some setbacks, the experience was exhilarating. Comforting. It made me proud.
Then my parents died. I ignored the visions after that. Saving people is challenging when you’re struggling to save yourself. Besides, I was livid. What had I done to deserve this tragedy? I’d been doing good, helping people. Why me? I should have been first in line to be spared something like this.
The anger is gone now that I’m married into money, living a
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