
 
[image: Cover: Thief by Tarryn Fisher.]




Praise for Tarryn Fisher

‘The ending shattered me in a way only Tarryn Fisher can!’

Colleen Hoover

‘A compulsive, brilliant, enthralling thriller . . . a novel that totally captures absolute love and utter deception, total obsession and cruel betrayal. I was hooked to the very last page’

Adele Parks

‘Dark, disturbing and deliciously addictive’

B. A. Paris

‘No one writes as authentically as Tarryn Fisher’

Anna Todd

‘This page-turning psychological thriller by Tarryn Fisher will leave you guessing right until the end’

HELLO!

‘A perfect page-turner . . . a must-read’

Woman & Home

‘Gripping’

Bella

‘Compelling page-turner’

My Weekly

‘A glorious thriller – you’ll be asking for more!’

Chat

‘A tortuous romance mystery that will keep you guessing’

Sunday Post

‘A fantastic thriller that asks the question: how well do we know the people we love? Filled with twists and turns you won’t see coming’

PopSugar

‘Fans of B. A. Paris will love this addictive page-turner’

Woman’s Weekly




About the author

Tarryn Fisher is the No. 1 New York Times, USA Today and Sunday Times bestselling author of fifteen novels. She is best known for her bestselling novels Never Never, The Wives and The Wrong Family. Born in South Africa, Tarryn now calls Seattle,Washington home, where she resides with her husband and children. She writes primarily in the romance, thriller, and new adult genres and specialises in writing villains.




Also by Tarryn Fisher

Good Half Gone

An Honest Lie

The Wrong Family

The Wives

Love Me with Lies Series

The Opportunist

Dirty Red

Thief

With Colleen Hoover

Never Never

For a complete list of books by Tarryn Fisher, visit her website, www.tarrynfisher.com




[image: Title page: Thief by Tarryn Fisher, published by HQ.]




Copyright

[image: HQ logo]

HQ

An imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF

www.harpercollins.co.uk

HarperCollinsPublishers

Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper,

Dublin 1, D01 C9W8, Ireland

This edition 2026

1

First published in Great Britain by HQ, an imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd 2013

Copyright © Tarryn Fisher 2026

Tarryn Fisher asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorized use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

Source ISBN: 9780008730413

Ebook Edition © June 2026 ISBN: 9780008730406

Version 2026-04-30




Note to Readers

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:

Change of font size and line height

Change of background and font colours

Change of font

Change justification

Text to speech

Page numbers taken from the following print edition: ISBN 9780008730413

Certain portions of text this ebook are set in a specific font type to make it easier to distinguish between the different types of content in the book. It may not be possible to change the font for these pieces of text.




Dedication

For the Passionate Little Nutcases –
This one is for you.




Similarities to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales are entirely coincidental.




Contents

Cover

Praise for Tarryn Fisher

About the Author

Also by Tarryn Fisher

Title Page

Copyright

Note to Readers

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12 

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32 

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Epilogue

About the Publisher




1

The Present

Olivia. I’ve lost her three times. The first was to youth … impatience. The second was to a lie so dense we couldn’t work our way through it, and the third time—this time—I’ve lost her to Noah.

I stare at the face I thought I’d be waking up to for the rest of my life. Instead she’s on my TV, seventy-two inches of Olivia: black hair, accusing eyes, heart-shaped lips. She sits calmly next to her client, every so often leaning over to say something in his ear as they wait for the jury to enter the room with their verdict. Seeing her this way feels like a punch to the gut, an observer of her life, not a participant. But I can’t look away. She’s right there, in the flesh, representing ten years of my life; every good and bad decision I’ve made is intertwined with that woman. It hurts so hard I have to look away. Channel 6 News is covering the story, but I wouldn’t have been able to avoid it even if I wanted to, the case was all over the internet; it was trending on X. Yesterday while on my nightly walk to the liquor store two women stood at the light at an intersection discussing the case.

“He just looks evil, gives me the creeps.”

“Lock him up and throw away the key,” the shorter of the two agreed.

Dobson Scott Orchard is charged with the kidnapping and murder of Samantha Reid, Cashmere Bennet, and Soledad Nava, three woman who went missing from the same area of Miami and were murdered in similar ways. Watching Olivia in court fills me with a mix of pride and unease. She’s brilliant, but the high-profile nature of the case terrifies me. Defending an alleged rapist and murderer has drawn an intense spotlight, and while it’s a huge opportunity for her career, it also means scrutiny, criticism, and danger. Haters can be relentless, and in cases like this they’re often more than just words.

The prosecution’s case isn’t airtight: and Olivia knew exactly where to find the cracks. There are no eyewitnesses to any of the murders, and the evidence is thin—circumstantial at best. The single fingerprint found on the sleeve of Cashmere Bennet’s shirt is their strongest piece of evidence. But Olivia dismantled that on the stand with calm, calculated precision that left no room for doubt.

When Olivia questioned the forensic expert, her voice was steady. He admitted the fingerprint could have come from an innocent exchange at the dry cleaner the day before the murder. Dobson was employed at Sunshine Dry Cleaners at the time, a fact the prosecution leaned on heavily. Her line of questioning turned what seemed like a smoking gun into reasonable doubt.

No one cared if they were wrong or right about anything—it was more about having an opinion, throwing it out there, and basking in the sound of their own voice.

I’m on my second scotch, my eyes glued to the screen. I tell myself not to focus on her face—it’s too much, too revealing. Instead I watch her hands, resting casually on the table in front of her. At least that’s what she wants everyone to believe. But I know her better than anyone. She’s freaking out.

Her wedding band catches the light, a faint glint that pulls my attention like a magnet. I pour myself another scotch and shoot it back in one smooth motion. The burn is sharp and familiar, but when I set the glass down, the bottle is empty. Empty bottle, empty man. The scotch is a temporary salve, but I’ve convinced myself it’s the only one that works. There are better for me salves, of course—therapy, hiking, traveling. But none are as accessible as the bottle. There’s a liquor store just a block away, close enough to walk the distance with my eyes closed—which I’ve done more times than I care to admit.

The screen flickers, cutting away from the courtroom to a shot of the media room. Reporters shuffle around, setting up cameras, testing microphones. My heart pounds as I lean forward, elbows on my knees, the empty glass cradled in my hands. This is it—whatever happens next will change everything.

The jury has entered the courtroom, where in a few minutes the judge will read the verdict. The newscaster’s voice fills the room with feigned gravitas. Let’s go there now,Travis …

I mute the TV. The sound is too much, the commentary too eager. The space behind my eyes aches, a dull throb from exhaustion, tension, and too many drinks. All I want is my bed and eight solid hours of sleep, but sleep is impossible until this is over.

Reaching for my phone I see a slew of missed calls and texts from the office. I skim the notifications briefly but don’t open them. Instead I set the phone face down on the table beside me.

The courtroom onscreen comes alive with movement. The camera pans to the judge’s bench, then to the attorneys. Everyone is on their feet. The newscaster, voice still muted, looks excited as he gestures toward the camera.

Dobson looms over Olivia at the defense table, his hulking frame making her appear smaller than she is. She stands perfectly still, her hair pulled back into a tight knot at the nape of her neck. Practical, professional, nononsense. But my mind betrays me, pulling me into another time, another place, when that same hair spilled loose over her shoulders, and my hands tangled in the soft waves. I can almost hear the deep, throaty sigh she’d make as she relaxed against me.

I drop my head as the memory cuts through me like a sharp inhale, leaving me raw and unsettled. I blink staring back at the screen. This isn’t the time for nostalgia. This isn’t about us.

I see her hair on my pillow, I see it in my hands, I see it in the pool where we kissed for the first time, spreading around our bodies like ink. After we broke up, I saw pictures of her on a mutual friend’s Instagram. Her hair was chopped to her chin, sharp and deliberate, a complete departure from the long waves I knew so well. She wore a pink gloss on her lips. The caption read: Dinner with this beauty!

I took a screenshot so I could zoom in on Olivia.

When we were together, I imagined I’d care if she cut her hair. That it would bother me. But I was wrong. Seeing her in that photo, with her new hair, made me feel like a fool.

I thought I was over her, but I was wrong. She has the kind of love that can stain your soul, make you beg not to have one just to escape the spell she’s put you under. I spent months slogging through the motions, pretending to move on to make everyone around me happy. Friends would comment on how well I was handling the breakup. The truth was people wanted you to be okay so they could focus on their own shit, so that’s what I became: okay.

I’ve got more of her in my veins than blood.

Olivia loves you with her lies. She lies about how she’s feeling, how she’s hurting, how she wants you when she tells you she doesn’t. She lies to protect you and herself. You have to know how to interpret her or you’d miss the beauty under the harsh lines of her personality. I was unprepared to realize that I was not the only man in the world who knew that about her. What a fool I’d been.

We’ve been running in opposite directions for the last ten years, and we collide at every turn. Sometimes, it’s because we’re looking for each other, other times it’s fate.

Olivia doesn’t flinch as the judge enters the room. The verdict: Not guilty. By God—she did it. I run all ten fingers through my hair suddenly feeling wide awake. I don’t know whether I want to shake her or congratulate her. Olivia is wearing her shock in her eyebrows; she’s not smiling, but she looks pleased. More of her hair bounces loose as she sustains the congratulations. The camera pivots to the prosecutor’s face: a guy two decades older than Olivia and with a lot less hair. He looks angry … no, enraged. Everyone looks enraged. This is a professional win for her, but personally it would take a toll on her friendships, mental health, and safety. I want to protect her, but she’s not mine. I hope Noah’s up for the task.

Noah’s a nice enough guy; he’s what I’d call decent, the type of man you hope your daughter marries, not your ex-girlfriend—at least not when you want her back. It’s hard to hate him for his character, but being a nice guy doesn’t mean being the right guy. As far as I am concerned, I am the only man for this particular woman. I helped build the bomb that is Olivia Kaspen,

I GRAB MY keys and go for a run. An ambitious undertaking. The air is thick—it feels like it’s pulsing. I turn left out of my building and head for the beach, dodging puddles at every intersection. It’s peak hour for traffic; I cut through car bumpers to cross a street: Mercedes, BMWs, Audis—the people in my neighborhood are neither short on cash nor personality. Reggaeton blasts through someone’s open window. It feels good to run. My condo is a mile from the beach. I cross the main waterway and slow down to a jog so I can enjoy the view of the ocean. When I reach the water, I make a sharp left and run along the shore. This is where I deal with my anger.

I run until I can’t. Then I sit in the sand, breathing hard. I have to pull myself together. If I wade in this sewer of emotion for much longer, I might never come out. Pulling my cell from my pocket, I scroll through the numbers until I find Mom. My mother answers, breathless, like she’s been working out. We pass through the niceties. No matter what the situation, no matter how desperate my voice could be, my mother will politely inquire how I am, expect me to say “fine, thank you” and then give me a brief update on her roses. I wait until she’s finished and take a breath. “I’m going to take the job in London.”

There is a moment of shocked silence before she responds. “Caleb, it’s the right thing. Thank God it came around again. You turned it down the last time for that girl; what a mistake that wa—”

I cut her off, tell her I’ll call tomorrow after I’ve spoken to the London office. I take a long look at the ocean before I head home. Tomorrow I’m going to London.

But I don’t.

I WAKE UP to pounding. There is a remodel going on in unit 760. I crush my head beneath my pillow. It does nothing to mute the sound. Swearing, I toss it aside. The pounding sounds closer to home. I roll onto my back and listen. The pounding is coming from my front door. I swing my legs over the side of the bed and pull on a pair of gray pajama pants I find lying on the floor. Crossing my living room, I kick aside the piles of clothes that have been collecting on the floor for weeks. When I fling open the door the world tilts and I have to lean on the door frame.

Neither of us says a word as we size each other up. Then she’s suddenly pushing past me, crossing the threshold into my living room. I try to make sense of this. Was I still dreaming? The tiles beneath my feet are cold; could you feel cold in dream? Her perfume lingers on the air; I inhale the smell, Chanel Gardenia. You’re dreaming. I step inside and close the door. If this was a dream I was going to enjoy it. I follow her into my living room. She stops pacing and crosses her arms across her chest, turning the full battery of her eyes on me. The sound of a drill from 760 brings me back to my body. I walk to the kitchen and start the coffee, then I open the fridge and grab two bottles of water. When I return to the living room she’s standing exactly where she was, looking significantly less furious.

“What are you doing here, Duchess?” I hand her the bottle. She takes it and sighs like she’s disappointed. “Coffee’s on,” I say. “Do you need something harder?”

She shakes her head.

I take her in, absorb her. She looks wild; her hair is braided down her back, but there are pieces of it that have come loose all around her face. She’s wearing black leggings and a black shirt. Her eyeliner is smudged like she’s been either sleeping or crying. She throws her arms wide: it’s an angry gesture. I brace myself for the string of expletives that usually come with her anger, but she surprises me.

“You don’t clean anymore?”

My house looks like a college dorm. Not my best look.

I edge my way to the sofa as if this isn’t my living room and I sit down, uncomfortable. She goes to the window and looks out. I wait for her to speak.

“I let him loose. I put him back on the street. He’s a rapist.” She slaps a fist into her open palm on the last word. Her foot touches an empty bottle of scotch, and it rolls across the hardwood. We both follow it with our eyes until it disappears under the table. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” she asks, looking around.

I lean back and link my hands behind my neck. I trace her gaze to the disaster that is my condo.

“You should have thought of that before you took the case.”

She looks ready to punch me. Her eyes start at my hair, work down to my beard, linger on my chest, and scoop back up to my face. All of a sudden, she’s sober. I see it fill her eyes, the realization that she came here and she shouldn’t have. We both make our move at the same time. She bolts for the door; I jump up and go after her.

“Olivia … ?”

She stops before she reaches the front door, her head dropping to her chest.

She keeps her distance, tucking her bottom lip under her teeth, kohl eyes looking less sure.

“Your move,” I say.

I see her throat spasm as she swallows her thoughts, swallows ten years of us.

“All right … all right!” she says finally. She walks back around the sectional and sits down on the recliner. We’ve begun our usual game of cat and mouse; an uncomfortable comfortable.

I sit as far away from her as I can, and stare at her expectantly. If I let her talk without interrupting her, she’ll start talking. She uses her thumb to spin her wedding band. When she sees me watching, she stops. I almost laugh when she pulls up the foot of the recliner and slouches backward like she belongs here.

“Do you have a Coke?”

I did. I don’t drink Coke, but I always have it in my fridge. Maybe it’s for her, I don’t know. To myself I refer to it as the tribute Coke.

“Yesss.”

She looks gleeful when I come back with it in hand. She pops the cap, pressing the bottle against her lips and chugging. She loves the burn.

When she’s done, she tries to put her empty bottle in the cupholder and finds half of a stale ham sandwich.

Judgement feels harsher early in the morning, I decide. “I need coffee …” I pluck the old ham and cheese from her fingers, ignoring the look she gives me.

I take my time in the kitchen, fishing two dirty mugs from the counter. I wash them with the last of the dish soap, scalding my hands under the hot water. I pour two mugs of coffee, adding sugar to hers.

“Should we try being friends?” she sighs.

I laugh.

We can’t stay away, so what’s the alternative? She hiccups from the Coke.

“You know, I’ve never met anyone that can say as much as you without a single word coming out of his mouth,” she snaps.

I grin. After a long silence I ask the burning question: “Where’s your husband?”

She clears her throat. “Germany.”

I raise my eyebrows. “He was out of the country for the verdict?”

“We didn’t know how long they’d take to deliberate. Stop looking at me like that.”

“You’re in my apartment and I’m not allowed to look at you?”

She frowns. “Can we not talk about our personal lives?”

“Fine, let’s talk about work. Well done, you should be celebrating. You were brilliant up there, truly.” I lean back and sling both arms across the back of the couch.

She starts to cry, stoic-faced, tears pouring like an open tap. It’s jarring.

I freeze. I want to comfort her, but touching her is a bad idea overall; it’s hard to stop, and she’s not mine to touch. “Do you remember that time you accidentally ran over a squirrel and became so hysterically upset you then ran over a mailbox … ?”

She snort laughs. “And then you cried because I was driving your car.”

We both laugh. She dabs her eyes with her sleeve.

“You did your job, Duchess,” I say softly. “You did it well.”

She nods and stands up.

Our time is over.

“Caleb … I—”

I shake my head. I don’t want her to say she’s sorry for coming or that it won’t happen again.

I walk her to the door.

“Am I supposed to say I’m sorry for what happened with Leah?” She looks at me through her lashes. Her tears have clumped her mascara together. On another woman it would look sloppy; on Olivia it looks like sex.

“I wouldn’t believe you if you did.”

She smiles; it starts in her eyes and spreads slowly to her lips. An easy smile is a win.

“Come over for dinner. Noah’s always wanted to meet you …” She laughs at the skepticism on my face. “You hate that you like him, don’t you?”

I glare at her.

“Bring a date.”

I run my hand over my face and shake my head. “Dinner with your husband is the last fucking thing I ever want do.”

“Do you think I enjoyed defending your ex-wife in a pharmaceutical lawsuit?” I flinch. “Touché.”

“See you next Tuesday at seven?” She winks before she walks out.

She knows I’ll be there.

Damn.
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The Present

I park in the garage of Olivia’s building and shoot a text to my date, who is running late. She’s stuck in traffic so she responds right away.


Tell them I’m sorry, I’ll be there as soon as the 
road opens. Looks like a bad accident [image: ]

Okay, drive safe and see you soon.

I remembered the wine!

Good job [image: ]



After Olivia showed up at my apartment it took me a few weeks to clean up my act. Let’s be honest—there’s nothing quite as motivating as your ex seeing you at your absolute worst. The day after she left, I stopped drinking and started a cleanse. I trimmed my beard, cleaned my apartment, and eased my way back into the gym. Enter Evan, my friend-slash-reluctant trainer. He’s a postal worker by day and a recently divorced guy with too much free time. His new hobby? Torturing me with dumbbells and unsolicited life advice. Our gym sessions mostly consist of me wheezing on the treadmill while Evan yells things like, “This is where the growth happens!”Which is a bold statement for someone who probably spent his morning crying into his protein shake. Evan had the same over-the-top enthusiasm for supplements that my other divorced friend, Tom, had for church. If you take this and do this your life will be changed.

I’m ten minutes late. I hate being late. It makes me feel like I’m letting everyone down before I even walk through the door. I jab at the elevator button watching the numbers above the door crawl down at an infuriating pace. As I wait, I reach for my wedding band with my thumb, a habit I haven’t shaken, and find it missing.

Forever became five years; until death do us part dissolved into irreconcilable differences. I don’t know if I miss it—the marriage—or just the idea of it. My mother always said I was born to be married.

The elevator dings and I step inside, pressing the button for the twenty-third floor. I came here once during Leah’s trial. It’s about three times the size of my place, with floor-to-ceiling windows that stretch the length of the unit, offering a perfect view of the ocean. Olivia doesn’t go in the ocean; she just likes to look at it. I clutch the bottle of wine as the elevator pings and the door slides open. I make my way to the door. It’s already propped open like they’re waiting for me.

“Hello …” I call, slipping off my shoes. The floor is pristine, marble tiles lead to the living room and kitchen.

I take inventory of the hallway: a pair of men’s tennis shoes remind me that her husband will very much be here tonight, that means no flirting, no undressing her with my eyes.

Before I can let my imagination run any further, a man steps into view filling the space at the end of the hallway. He’s taller than I expected, with broad shoulders and the casual confidence of someone who belongs here. We stare at each other for a good five seconds, the silence stretching awkwardly. Did she forget to tell him that I was coming? Then he runs a hand through dark wavy hair, and his face shifting into an easy smile.

“Caleb,” he says, like we’re old friends.

Haon.

“Hey, Noah.” I say, grabbing the hand he extends. His grip is firm, the kid of handshake that sees a lot of boardrooms.

His smile is pleasant, disarming even. He’s wearing a short-sleeve collared shirt, a gold Star of David around his neck.

“She sent me out here to get these,” he says, scooping up the tennis shoes. “Before you got here. Don’t tell her you saw them.”

“Ha!”

I follow him inside. It’s different from the last time I was here. Gone are the cold whites and blacks, the sterile perfection. She’s replaced it all with warm tones and soft rugs. It’s a home. Jealousy twists in my chest, sharp and unwelcome.

She comes out of the kitchen, pulling off an apron. She tosses it aside and comes straight for me.

She hugs me. I have to taper my smile, which always spreads hard and fast when she’s near. Noah is watching us, standing just a few feet away.

“Hello, Du—Olivia. I wasn’t sure what was for dinner, so I brought red.”

“Malbec,” she says, grinning at Noah. “Your favorite.” I see genuine affection in her eyes when she looks at him. Had I ever looked at Leah like that? I don’t think so.

“We’re having lamb,” she says. “So it’s just perfect.”

The living room is expansive; there’s a large sectional the color of oatmeal. The room blends into the dining area. A sliding glass door opens onto a private terrace.

“I’m going to open this bottle,” Noah says, lifting the Malbec and heading to the kitchen.

I wander over to a wall where framed black-and-white prints are hung in a meticulous grid, each one evenly spaced, perfectly aligned.

“Noah took those,” Olivia says. She comes to stand next to me and we admire them together. “They’re from all of the places he goes for work.”

A fisherman hauling in his catch along a foggy coast, a street in Paris, a market in Marrakesh.

“They’re great, really good.”

She grins.

“Do you ever go with him to these places?”

She looks back at the photographs and sighs softly, her expression somewhere between wistful and resigned. “Once or twice,” she says. “I can’t really leave because of work.”

Noah walks over then, with two glasses of wine and hands one to each of us. I notice the way his fingers brush hers so casually.

“These are impressive,” I tell him.

“Thanks—it’s just a hobby I picked up to keep me busy. It gets lonely being on the road.” The doorbell rings.

“Your date?” she asks.

“Yep.” Olivia’s gaze shoots toward me sharp and searching. I can feel her trying to piece together what I’m up to. I allow a slow smile to spread across my face. Noah retreats a few steps to open the door, and we stay with our eyes locked.

Her body is frozen, every muscle tense as if bracing for impact. I hear my date’s voice behind me. Olivia’s eyes flick past me toward Noah, who is temporarily blocking her view from the woman behind him. Noah steps aside, and the moment I’ve been waiting for arrives.

I see it all at once: Olivia shocked, Olivia disarmed, Olivia angry. The color drains from her face, and her hand shoots up to her collarbone to grab at her necklace—a simple diamond on a chain. She’s rattled. Noah steps up beside me, his curiosity palatable. And there’s Jessica, my date, beaming and radiant.

“Jess, you remember Olivia,” I say. She nods and genuinely beams at Olivia who now looks like she’s been hit by a truck. “Hello, stranger,” Jessica says, wrapping her arms around Olivia in a surprise hug. Olivia’s arms hang stiffly at her sides.

“It’s been a while.” Jessica releases Olivia and steps back. “It’s been a while.”

“Oh, it has,” Olivia manages. She’s clutching her necklace so hard I half expect it to snap. I take a sip of my wine, suppressing my grin.

Jessica Alexander found me on Facebook. It was out of the blue, a name I hadn’t thought about in years. She messaged me to say she was living in the Miami area again and wanted to get together for drinks. I was drunk when I read the message and responded with my number before thinking it through.

We met up the next day at Bar Louie, a casual low-pressure spot. She looked the same: long hair, long legs, short skirt. The kind of woman who could walk into any room and turn heads without trying.

She was sweeter than I remembered, funny.

I needed a nice, long dose of sweet.

I watch Olivia’s face over Jess’s shoulder. She has always had a knack for selfcontrol. And then she does the damnedest thing. She laughs and hugs Jess back, like they’re old friends. I’m in such a state of shock I almost take a step back. Noah is watching everything unfold with mild curiosity. We are all just characters to him, no doubt.

“Come in, come in.” She ushers us into the living room and makes us sit. Noah gets Jess a glass of wine.

Touché. There is still fun to be had.

Jess runs off to help Olivia in the kitchen, which leaves Noah and me with a plate of Brie and crackers. We do the small talk thing for about ten minutes. The goto topics for men—Marlins, Heat, Dolphins … quarterbacks, starters, pitchers—things I couldn’t care less about anymore. At one point he leaves to get us both another drink.

When there’s a lull in the conversation, he asks,“Are you uncomfortable at all, being here and doing this?”

I look at him in surprise.

“Yeah, I guess it’s a little weird. Would you be?” I accept the whiskey he hands me. Single malt, black label—decent.

He sits down across from me and grins. “Sure.”

I don’t bother him, so how much could he really know? Unless … unless he’s so secure in their relationship he feels like there is nothing to worry about. I sit back and eye the situation with a new perspective. He’s not the jealous type, obviously.

“If you don’t have a problem with me being here, I don’t either,” I say.

He throws his ankle across his knee and settles back in his chair. “Did you have me checked out when we got married?”

“Background check in three different countries.” I take a sip and curl my tongue around the flavor.

Noah nods like he expected this. “Find anything you didn’t like?”

I shrug. “You married my first love. I already didn’t like you.”

He tucks in one corner of his mouth in a knowing smile and nods slowly. “You care about her, Caleb. That’s fine with me.”

The girls come in. We stand. Olivia can sense there has been an exchange. Her ever-cold eyes travel between the two of us.

Choose me.

Her gaze lands on Noah. Their intimacy makes me jealous. Rageful. I grind my teeth until Olivia notices. I stop as soon as her eyes trace my jaw, but it’s too late. She’s seen what I’m feeling.

A perfect eyebrow arches up.

God. I hate it when she does that.

THE LAMB IS overcooked and the asparagus is mushy. I am so impressed that her spiteful little hands are now cooking; I clean my plate and have seconds. She drinks three glasses of wine so casually I wonder if it has become a habit or if this dinner is making her nervous. We talk about her clients, and she has everyone laughing. Noah is clearly infatuated with her. He watches everything she does with a slight smile on his lips. It reminds me of myself. She asks Jessica questions about what she has been doing with her life. It makes me uncomfortable. I am careful not to speak only to her, not to look at her too much, not to look away when she interacts with Noah, because it bothers me. It’s hard not to study their dynamic. She is genuinely fond of him. I notice that her personality is softer when he’s around. She has not cussed once since I stepped through their door—which is the longest her mouth has ever been clean in the history of Olivia.

Her mouth.

Noah is one of those rare personalities that has a calming effect on a potentially tense situation. I can’t help but like the guy even though he has my girl. He has the balls to threaten me too.

As we say our goodbyes in their foyer, Olivia refuses to meet my eyes. She looks exhausted, like the night has taken its toll on her emotionally. She stands close to Noah, and I see her reach for his hand. I want to know what she’s feeling. I want to be the one to comfort her.

Jess comes home with me and spends the night. My mother has left four messages asking about my move to London.

I WAKE UP to the smell of bacon. I can hear the clang of pots and water running in the sink. I walk naked to the kitchen. Jess is making breakfast. I lean over the counter and watch her. I was married to a woman for five years and rarely did I see her crack an egg. She’s wearing one of my T-shirts. Her hair is pulled up in a messy knot. It’s very sexy. I eye her legs; they go on forever. I’m a leg guy. The scene in Pretty Woman where Vivian is telling Edward the exact measurement of her legs is one of the best scenes in the movie. A lot can be forgiven if a woman has a great set of legs.

Jessica’s are unparalleled.

I sit as she hands me a mug of coffee and smiles shyly like we’ve never done this before. I really like her. I loved her once; it would be easy to fall into this woman again. She’s beautiful—more beautiful than Leah, more beautiful than Olivia. Can anyone be more beautiful than Olivia?

“I didn’t want to wake you,” she says. “So I kept myself busy with feeding you.”

“Feeding me,” I repeat. I like that.

“I like doing things for you.” She smiles coyly. “I’ve missed you, Caleb.”

I blink at her. What would have happened if she had told me she was pregnant, instead of going to get an abortion? We’d have a ten-year-old.

I pull her to me and kiss her. She never fights, never acts like she doesn’t want me. I take her to the couch and we let the toast burn.

Later, I’m sitting at the café down the street, drinking espresso. Jess had to go to work. My phone pings, signaling a text message.


O: Well?

I smile to myself and finish my espresso before answering.

Well, what?



There is a long pause. She’s thinking about how to suck the information out of me without sounding like she cares.


O: Don’t play games!

I remember the last time you asked me not to 
do that. I think we were in an orange grove.




O: What did you
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