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I climb out of my Mercedes Maybach GLS, take in a lungful of the Midtown air and adjust my tie. 

Manhattan has its own unique set of scents, not all of them good, but this place is home. It’s also the location of Sterling Obsidian & Partners.

Sterling Obsidian is my law firm, or ‘the sharks of Sixth Avenue,’ if you listen to the media. 

I do, and they’re right.

We’re probably the most feared divorce lawyers in the state, attracting high-profile clients. A recent seven-figure win earned us the headline: Sterling Obsidian once again delivers a scorched-earth victory for his ultra-wealthy clients.

Of course, we have competitors. 

We battle for the top spot with Vanguard Locke & Partners, who are more the old guard, Ivy League prestige type. Don’t get me wrong, I studied at Harvard and have all the framed certificates on my wall, but we have an edge they don’t have.

It’s why we keep winning and attracting big clients.

Still, as my grandfather used to say, you’re one client away from failure, my boy.

Failure is not acceptable to me. Not when I network in the same circles as stuck-up Warren Vanguard, Junior, who is soon to take over from the esteemed Warren Vanguard Senior.

Junior, as he hates to be called, is an interesting guy. He looks like you could blow him over with a sneeze, but the moment he walks into a courtroom and the judge gives him the floor, the freckly redhead becomes an attorney worth my time.

Especially when I beat him.

Which is not always, and just quietly, I don’t mind that. It keeps things interesting. 

Still, Vanguard Locke has had some juicy cases that have earned them a lot of press attention in recent months, and I’m keen to demolish them again very publicly.

Which is probably why I took on my new case.

The only reason.

The client is your typical rags-to-riches story and is now suddenly divorcing her husband and demanding half of the marital assets.

Which she is legally entitled to.

She never worked.

Simply shopped and bided her time until it was appropriate to leave him. You might be surprised to learn he’s a little older.

I was shocked.

Then pulled a muscle rolling my eyes.

“See you tonight, Terrance,” I say to my driver.

“Have a good day, sir.” Terrance twists his head around and smiles as I close the door.

Freddie, my personal security, is already on the sidewalk doing his thing, as he does every day. He follows me into the building, and we head up in the elevator.

“How’s Tiger?” I ask of his son.

“Fell off his bike last night. Boy needs to toughen up. It was just a scratch, but his mother made such a fuss about it.”

I chuckle.

“He’s not going to learn to be a man being fussed over like that, you know.”

“Raising kids sounds a lot tougher than my job.” And horrid.

“Yeah,” he shakes his head. “Ally wants another one.”

I scratch under my collar, feeling like I might be coming down with hives. A natural reaction to being around yet another married man with kids.

When I was at Harvard, I had five best friends. Four remain. Jack died after marrying his girlfriend Sandy. She fooled us all. Turns out she was a gold digger. Worse, she was a murderer.

At least, we believe so.

We can’t prove it, and she’s been missing since his funeral all those years ago. 

Sebastian, Mason, Colt and Drew remain my best friends despite breaking the vow we made after his death. To only marry for true love.

The last part is yet to be seen... except, yes, fine, I like Emily, Lexi, Riley and Gemma, but I’m privately skeptical. Even as Sebastian and Emily recently welcomed their baby boy, Noah, into the world recently. Colt and Riley’s bundle of joy is due very soon.

It leaves me as the single bachelor in our group, and I must admit having Dereck and Damon, Drew’s cousin and stepbrother, hanging around a little more is very welcome.

Work keeps me extremely busy, and the boys and I still keep in touch frequently, but our weekend shenanigans at the Obsidian Club are all but over.

Understandably.

It’s not like any spouse would be okay with her man hanging out at such a place, even if the membership is an ungodly price.

It’s a sex club.

I wonder if Colt is going to close it down or step away from the club. It’s not his major source of income—the golf courses are—along with his substantial inheritance. Riley, his fiancée, has been surprisingly pragmatic about the club, but I’ve seen enough loved-up happy couples turn toxic in my time as a divorce attorney.

So we will see once the honeymoon period is over. Then again, she did move her life here from Australia to be with Colt. And she is carrying his child.

I’m cynical.

How could I not be? After Jack was murdered, it reinforced my desire to go into family law. Focusing on divorce and the dissolution of marriages was an outlet for my frustration at not being able to prove Sandy guilty of Jack’s murder.

Never say never.

As of last week, I’ve had my eyes on her. After all these years. I paid a private investigator to seek her out and find out what they can. 

It will take time.

Until I get anything valuable, I will keep my secret to myself. The others know nothing.

“Does adding another rug rat to the family really make a difference?” I ask Freddie.

“It does to my damn sleep schedule.” He grumbles as the doors ping open, and we stride down the hall of the executive offices.

“Morning, Mr. Sterling.” Kathy, my PA, greets me as she does each morning.

“Anything urgent?” I ask, despite it being Monday and she probably hasn’t finished her first cup of coffee.

“No. Mrs. Blackmore will be here at ten. Did you want tea and coffee?” She picks up a mug, proving me wrong, and takes a big sip.

I let out a sigh. 

Part of me wanted to turn away this client, but Courtney Blackmore is a tier one client and has already paid the five-figure retainer just to step foot inside my offices. Her husband is the high-profile tech finance titan, Adam Blackmore, who is worth multiple nine figures. Their separation has already been in the media, and Courtney didn’t waste any time announcing I was representing her. 

It hit the front page of The New York Times.

It was learning that Warren was representing her husband that made me say yes. I’ll get her the fifty percent she’s due while retaining my shark status.

Then goodbye Courtney, go find your next victim.

The truth is, I love my job and being the best. It gets me out of bed in the morning with a spring in my step and sends adrenaline racing through my veins when I step into the courtroom, ready to eat opposing counsel alive.

No one more than Junior.

I know nothing about Courtney Blackmore, but after a brief scroll through her social media, I see she has a boy toy.

She left her husband six weeks ago. 

A week ago, she was in Hawaii wearing a red string bikini (irrelevant, strike from the record) with John the house painter who looks to be five years her junior.

I might’ve gone down a rabbit hole.

The guy works out, has surfer hair and a big smile. Fuck, I would too if I were him and had snagged myself a sexy billionaire. 

I am a billionaire, but I mean if I were him. Poor and having to paint fucking houses.

John probably thinks Courtney will fall in love with him so he can hang up his paintbrush–or whatever painters do with their brushes—and buy a yacht.

Unfortunately for John, that isn’t going to happen. I know women like her. She’ll be done with him once the divorce is settled and will go seeking her newest wealthy target.

Bees make honey.

Women like Courtney and Sandy make money.

The difference is bees wiggle their ass and work all day. These women just wiggle their asses.

Removing my jacket, I slide it onto a hanger and stride to my desk, trying to get the image of Courtney Blackmore’s toned, supple ass out of my head. The one of her in Hawaii. She’s a gorgeous woman; there’s no doubt about that.

The thing about me is that I love fucking. It's my number one hobby. I’ve slept with...well let’s not count...but there has been no lack of opportunity. Certainly not when your best buddy owns an exclusive adults club attracting wealthy clients.

So, she can be as beautiful as she wants; when I step through the front doors of the Sterling Obsidian & Partners building, I become a different man.

The shark.

Powerful people are experienced manipulators and attempt all kinds of bullshit when they enter my office. If she tries that with me, it won’t go down well.

Slipping into my soft leather chair, I spin around and take in the stunning early morning view of Manhattan.

I vowed not to take this life for granted the day I stood beside Jack’s grave. I inherited a chunk of money from my grandfather, which I used to start this company, and my hard work and tenacity got us to the top. Becoming the top divorce attorney in New York is no mean feat, and I intend to stay in that position. 

Marriage isn’t for me, but I’ll happily profit from those who stupidly took the step and believed in the fairytale. 

So sad...here’s my invoice.

After clearing my emails and phone messages, Kathy knocks lightly on my door, announcing that Courtney Blackmore is here. “She’s early.”

“That’s fine. Show her in,” I say, standing, knowing that Jason and Sean, both senior associates, will have been notified first and will join us.

A few minutes later, Kathy returns with Mrs. Blackmore as I school my expression.

Jesus.

“Zander, it’s good to meet you in person.” Courtney strides in with her hand out, ready for me to shake. 

Her nails are long, pointed, and bright. So is her outfit. Dripping in designer everything, which might not be unusual in New York, but there’s something purposeful about the short, bright green dress and houndstooth jacket.

She’s rich, there’s no question about that, but it’s as if she feels she needs to prove it. On her fingers are several diamond rings of different carat sizes, a diamond-encrusted watch, and two unmissable studs in her ears.

If she’s trying to impress me, she failed.

Nothing about her outfit is gaudy—she fits right into the uber rich in New York, and no one would blink if she was striding down the road in Paris.

Courtney is beautiful, almost five feet seven I’d guess—shorter out of her Louboutin—and has long red hair, thick long lashes, unusually deep green eyes and full lips.

Fuckable.

If she weren’t my client. 

Obviously. 

I’ve never been tempted to cross the line and get disbarred for a hot piece of ass, and I’m not going to start now. 

One thing about me is I have enormous self-control, even if my friends wouldn’t believe it for a second.

She could bend over right now and have no panties on and I’d be like...actually that’s probably pushing it a little. I’d get hard.

Let’s hope she doesn’t drop something.

My eyes dip to her outstretched hand, and I decide to keep a wide professional boundary with this woman and be clear I’m not a man affected by her sex appeal.

“Mr. Sterling, please.” I ignore the flash of offense in her eyes and indicate the table and chairs across the room. “Take a seat. My team will be here shortly.” 

I collect my folder from the edge of my desk as her hand drops. Before another word can be spoken, Jason and Sean step into the room

“Excellent. Let’s begin.” 
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Rude. 

Then again, I shouldn’t be surprised. Zander Sterling is just another successful, wealthy man in this town who treats women with disrespect. 

I know what he thinks of me.

I’m a nobody who came to Manhattan with nothing and married a billionaire.

He’s right. 

I am all of those things. 

Except I didn’t marry Adam for his money, although in some ways I did. 

I grew up poor in Arizona, wondering every day if there would be food at dinner, if I’d get in trouble for not having the textbooks at school, and patching up my shoes so I wasn’t made fun of.

Being malnourished makes it really hard to learn, think straight, and get good marks. I did okay. But it didn’t matter, I wasn’t going to college anyway. I wasn’t that smart, and my parents didn’t have a college fund for me.

Hell, we could barely afford food and rent.

The number of times I thought we might lose our home kept me awake at night. It scared me. When I asked, after the landlord came knocking when I was about ten, and we all hid behind the sofa, I was slapped. Hard.

So, I never did that again.

My parents were functioning addicts, I guess you’d call them. 

In some ways, when I left school, I was happy. I began working at the local Walmart, and the day I got my first paycheck, I felt giddy. I made plans to get my own place and thought about what I could do with my life. Perhaps I could study. Travel. Buy a home one day.

I created a Pinterest board with how I saw my life: married with a baby, one of those entrepreneurial women who juggled life and carried a big handbag. Posting photos on social media with her husband and kids from their tropical vacation....

Until the second month into my new job, when I came downstairs, plaiting my hair, and Mom was sitting in the kitchen spooning cereal into her mouth.

I stopped dead.

“What are you doing?” She’d only had her cleaning job for three months and was usually well gone by the time I left the house.

“My baby girl is working now, so I can retire,” she announced, taking another mouthful.

I felt my stomach flip.

No, no, no, no.

“Mom, that’s not how this works. I am saving money to move out. To...do things. Maybe go to college.”

She snorted, choking on her cereal. “Oh honey. You barely made it through high school. Your grades were average at best. No college is taking you. I raised you and paid for everything for eighteen years. You got a job. I’m proud. But Momma needs a break.”

A break?

Meaning, she thought I should pay for everything. My dreams began to shatter before me. 

My father had walked in then, yawning and scratching his bare stomach. I hesitated, waiting to see how his mood was. Coming down off drugs made him unpredictable, and while he never truly hurt me, he yelled. Some days he was fine. Others, not at all. I’d walked around on eggshells most of my life.

It didn’t make me meek so much as highly alert.

When I was little, I asked what drugs he took, but I knew he never answered me honestly.

“It’s just dope, baby girl.” He’d ruffle my hair. “When you grow up and have to deal with this hard world, you’ll understand why.”

I hated being called baby girl. 

“Dad!” I yelled, slamming the pantry door. “Mom quit her job. I can’t pay the rent from now on, that’s not fair.”

“Life ain’t fair.” He muttered, then opened the fridge. “Where the hell is the cream?”

“All out.” Mom shrugged.

I stared at them both as they seemed to be completely uninterested in the situation. But I didn’t drop it. 

“I’m trying to save so I can move out. Get my own place. You can’t expect me to support you and pay for everything for the rest of your life. Dad, you don’t have a job right now. I can’t pay for all three of us. There isn’t enough money. I don’t earn enough money.”

I began spiraling. Fear and panic settled heavily on my chest as a new future began to build inside my mind. One I did not want.

Dad shut the fridge door with force and shared an annoyed look with my mother. The two of them had always stuck together through thick and thin as if I were a burden.

I knew in that moment I wouldn’t win the argument.

And I didn’t.

I loved both my parents despite their addictions and the way they behaved, but that day I rode the bus to work with my headphones on and let the tears fall. 

It was the first time I let myself see them for what they were: broke addicts who were never going to change.

It caused me enormous pain to admit that my mother had left her job to live off my earnings, knowing it would stop me having any kind of future.

Selfish.

That’s what she was.

When I was hungry and needed new shoes, she’d spent her money on bottles of wine instead of feeding her child.

As rent became due, Dad bought drugs.

No kid owes their parents for raising them and certainly not for neglecting them. 

I had no idea where my sense of survival came from, but that morning on the bus, I knew I had to make some terrifying choices.

“Your mother has worked hard all her life to look after you, Court. Least you can do is let her have some time off.” Dad had said that morning when he joined Mom at the kitchen table.

Just thinking about it made me feel sick to the stomach. I’d be stuck in a low-paying job, stuck at home with the two of them leeching off me and never able to make anything of myself.

It was as if they’d waited eighteen years for me to be their retirement plan.

With no qualifications or job experience, except for the short time I’d worked at Walmart, I saw no path out of this. 

So I prayed. 

Which is what you do when you’re out of ideas.

That night I lay in bed and did a calculation of the money I had in my bank account and purse. Then made a life-changing decision. 

I was going to New York.

I wanted to see Times Square and Broadway. I wanted to see the Empire State Building, the Statue of Liberty, and walk through Central Park.

Dreams could come true in New York City, and I wasn’t staying in Arizona to let my addict parents leech off me. 

That was abuse.

I deserved more.

I wanted more...I wanted my Pinterest dream.

Sitting in the offices of Sterling Obsidian & Partners to discuss my divorce just over six years was not the dream. Nor were the events that led me to this point. 

But here we are.

Sure, I’m rich now, or I will be soon. Technically, I am. New York state dictates that half the marital assets are split when you divorce, but Adam has already told me he’ll fight so I get nothing.

Which is disgusting, given what he did to me.

I haven’t told anyone but some days I wish I had. The shame is also mine, and that keeps my lips closed.

Maybe if you did what I told you to do, we’d have a child. I’d have an heir.

“It might not be me!” I yelled back that fateful day and then regretted it.

“You bitch!” Adam screamed.

I barely remember the rest. The pain, the ungodly pain, and then falling to the floor. The feel of his large shoe kicking me in my empty womb, the piercing sense of my hair being torn out as he ripped me off the ground.

The smell of anger on his breath as he spat in my face.

Then blackness.

Adam wanted children sooner than I did. He’s ten years older, so I understood. I had no idea that he would turn into a monster, though, when we struggled to get pregnant.

After that day, I knew I had to leave.

The fear of becoming homeless made me hesitate, but once my face and body healed, I moved the money I needed from Adam’s account and left.

Then searched for a divorce lawyer.

“Get the best,” Kylie, my best friend and a supermodel, told me. “Adam will eat you alive if you don’t.” 

I’d heard Zander Sterling referred to as the Shark of Sixth Avenue and figured if he’s as good as his reputation, then he won’t let a man like Adam Blackmore push him around.

As he had done to me. Marrying him hadn’t been the dream I thought it would be. He’d never let me study, never given me access to our money, and controlled who I could be friends with.

Now I had the opportunity to be free.

Truly free.

If that means I have to put up with this rude and obnoxious lawyer, then so be it. 

He might be one of the most desired bachelors in Manhattan and have a very striking jawline and the bluest eyes I’ve seen, but I only want one thing from him. 

To be the shark he’s claimed to be and get me my money.

I run my hands over the skirt of my Karen Walker dress and slowly glance around the table. 

It’s time to take my power back.

“Thank you, Mr. Sterling, yes, let’s start by you all telling me who you are and your qualifications.” 

These men are not in charge.

I am.

Zander’s nostrils flare.

Most people would’ve missed it, but I don’t. Growing up walking on eggshells, you notice everything.

Every fucking thing.
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Let me get this straight. Courtney Blackmore, previously Courtney Jones from South Tucson, Arizona, a former Walmart employee and model, wants my credentials. 

I don’t know whether to stab her in the eye with my Montblanc pen or laugh.

The pen, it’s the pen.

She holds my stare with courage she has no right having, and I feel for her soon-to-be ex-husband for a moment.

“I’m going to assume you read our website, researched me thoroughly, and have done your due diligence on my firm’s successes.” I hold her stare for a solid moment, then flip open the folder. “And that you can calculate the hourly rate—both mine as senior partner and founder and my two associates—and would rather we discuss your divorce than toot our own horns.”

Mrs. Blackmore seethes.

It’s carefully hidden behind her slow smile, the way she rearranges her hands on the table, then tucks her hair behind her ear.

I’ll admit, I’m impressed with the control she’s showing. I’m able to bring powerful men to their knees, and while I’m just getting started, someone with more experience than this woman would have at least flinched.

She does neither.

That’s hot.

I disregard my inner thoughts.

“If this is how you treat your friends, then I’m looking forward to watching you in the courtroom with my husband and his legal team,” Courtney says, still attempting to dominate the room.

And me.

A bad move.

It would be better for her if she gave up this act and let me do my job. 

I lean back in my seat, tilt my head ever so slightly while Jason and Sean wait. They’ve seen this before. Some clients like to test boundaries when we first meet and always fail.

If they don’t like it, I won’t work with them. 

It’s as simple as that. 

An unpredictable client is a client who’s already lost. If they didn’t need us, they wouldn’t be here. But they do, and so I set the rules.

The end.

“Mrs. Blackmore, I am not your friend. Let’s be clear about our roles here. I am not required to sit here and list my credentials, nor are my colleagues. You came to us. If you wish us to represent you, then we can continue, otherwise, you may like to do more research on attorneys in the city.”

She swallows deeply, and for a microsecond my cock attempts to take control of my attention.

“I didn’t mean to imply that you were my friend.”

“Yet you did.”

Courtney slightly purses her lips. “I was simply trying to connect with you as a human, assuming we will be spending a bit of time together.”

Jesus, this isn’t summer camp.

In any case I don’t believe a word of what she just said. She’s trying to dominate the meeting, and I am not going to let her.

“We’re all here as professionals.” I push my folder out an inch and rest my hands on it. “Sean and Jason will be the people you have the most to do with. My time is extremely valuable; however, you can rest assured I will be the person facing opposing counsel to finalize your divorce.”

Her cheeks heat.

I can’t help but wonder what this woman looks like in the throes of passion. I’ve never seen hair the color of hers before. It’s golden, yet strawberry blonde, and the contrast of her green eyes makes her look like a mythical goddess.

I dislike the way I’m reacting to this woman.

A woman who clearly married a man for his wealth. They have nothing in common, have not built any business together, and no research showed loving vacations together, nor have they started a family.

She’s been involved in charity events and the usually brainless society contribution.

A loveless marriage, in other words.

I catch a glint in her eyes and almost flinch in response.

No fucking way! 

Courtney from South Tucson can keep her claws off me and any thoughts of my billions.

She might have gorgeous curves, long lashes and a mouth built for sucking cock, but I am not going to be her next victim.

Jesus.

“That’s what I’m here for,” Courtney replies, and it takes a good five seconds for my brain to catch up.

Not my cock.

Her divorce.

Right.

Good.

Jesus Christ.

I nod, then open the file again. “Let’s start at the top.”

––––––––
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AFTER GOING THROUGH a range of standard questions, I dive into the more intimate ones. 

“How did you meet?”

“I moved to New York just over six years ago and met Adam while modeling.”

“Was Mr. Blackmore involved financially in the campaign you were modeling for?” I glance up and find sharp daggers in her eyes as she nods. If murder were legal, I’d put money on her clawing her way across the table between us and slamming her heel into my chest.

That’s right, sweetheart, I’m in charge and I’m not on the menu.

I bet she’s not used to men saying no to her.

Her eyes reluctantly leave mine, and as she reflects on the past, I’m surprised to see her face soften. “No. He was meeting a friend for a drink downstairs and ran into our producer whom I was with. The two knew one another and invited us to join them for a drink. Me and two other models.”

“Was he married at the time?” I ask, bobbing my pen back and forth, which seems to irritate her.

I’m not sad.

“No,” she frowns.

“Engaged?” I ask because I’m a sadist.

“No,” she frowns again, then recrosses her legs. “Adam and I fell in love. I thought we would be together forever, Mr. Sterling.”

Sure.

Until the money ran out.

“Where did you marry?”

“In the park. Near the zoo. It was intimate—”

“Your father gave you away?” I ask as her body stiffens.

Interesting.

“I’m not sure what my wedding day has to do with the divorce. Shouldn’t you be asking questions about today? About him. About what I’m seeking?”

We all know the answer to that, darling. You want everything.

I feel my associates’ eyes on me, as Courtney is somewhat right. I don’t usually ask for so many details, but I’m irritated by her and feel like ruffling her gold-seeking feathers.

It is my job to represent her, not believe her or like her.

“Yes or no?” I press, unperturbed. 

“No,” Courtney sighs. “They...my parents...no, he did not give me away.”

For a moment, a hint of sadness in her expression gets under my skin, but I quickly brush it away. Compassion is a useless emotion in my field of work.

Mostly.

“I feel like I’m on trial.” Annoyed eyes snap to mine.

Good.

I’ve already had a phone call from Adam Blackmore’s lawyer—Warren Van-fucking-Guard—and things are going to get messy before this is over.

“Mrs. Blackmore.” I toss my pen onto the files in front of me and cross my arms as I lean back as I straighten my tie. “Your husband is a very rich man. He’s indicated you are to get nothing out of this divorce. I want to know why.”

Her face pales as her mouth parts.

“That’s impossible. I’ve done nothing to deserve that.”

They all say that.

“To help me do my job, and do it to the best of my ability, I need to know all the dirt you probably don’t want to share. All of it.”

She swallows.

There it is.

Courtney Blackmore has secrets. Unfortunately, my cock keeps interrupting my train of thought, especially when her wet lips part like that, and I wonder if she’s more of a sucker or takes cock all the way down her throat. 

Fair question for a man like me.

But not when I’m at work.

I’m pissing myself off. 

Clearing my throat to get my mind back in the game, I hold up two hands in question and wait for her to start talking.

“What grounds would he have for me not to be entitled to my rights?” 

She’s referring to his ten billion.

“We understand there is no prenup, correct?” Sean asks.

“No, he never asked me to sign one.”

Idiot.

“There can be some adjustments if there is major overspending by one spouse, but it would need to be substantial,” Jason shares.

I study her reactions, wondering what she is keeping from us.

“Financials aside, the state law allows judges to alter asset distribution over non-economic misconduct. But only if the behavior is deemed to be ‘egregious,’” I say, my eyes never leaving her face. “The threshold is incredibly high and would have to be so outrageous that it shocks the conscience of the court. The judge.” 

Courtney blinks.

“What sort of misconduct?”

“Well, I would hope that we’d know if either of you were involved in such matters. So, unless you have something to share...” I lean forward and pick up my pen, letting that hang in the air.

She glances from face to face.

Swallows again.

My dick notices.

“No, I can’t think what an example would be. Nor do I have one that refers to our divorce.”

We shall see.

“Well then, let’s continue. You met over drinks, and then what? Fell in love and married soon after?”

The cynicism in my tone is so clear Jason shoots me a look.

“Three months,” Courtney glares at me. “I moved in with him a week after we met.”

Of course she did.
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COURTNEY

SIX YEARS AGO
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I feel like all my dreams are coming true. 

I’m married!

To the most amazing man.

One minute I was waitressing on Seventh Avenue, the next I’m modeling for Kate Spade. All I had to do was pose in a handful of positions with their gorgeous handbags and I got to take one home. Which I was carrying when our producer and two of the other lovely models and I were walking through the lobby when we bumped into Adam Blackmore.

I knew who he was.

The successful tech mogul was often in the media, and people either loved him or hated him. One thing everyone agreed on was his looks. Adam is gorgeous, and while he’s almost ten years my senior, I still thought he was very handsome. 

When he smiled at me, I blushed. I’d never met anyone with that much money. I mean, a billion dollars.

I secretly think that’s why he invited us to join him for drinks. So, we all rode in the elevator up to the rooftop garden bar, which had amazing views and fairy lights. We were treated like celebrities while food and wine flowed. 

The night was growing late, but I was in no hurry to go home. I’d been in Manhattan for three months then and was struggling to pay my rent. I thought I’d secure a retail position after working at Walmart back home in South Tucson, but I hadn’t.

Mom and Dad are furious with me still. 

At least twice a week I get horrible messages from them, or a phone call. I answer because what if it’s something serious? 

Initially, they told me I was an ungrateful bitch taking off like I did, and if I thought whoring my way through New York was a better solution, not to come home with a kid hanging off my hip.

It was horrible. Some nights I cried myself to sleep. The mornings were hard. I’d open my eyes and wonder if my luck would ever change.

Then they did.

The night I met Adam.

“Enjoying the view?” Adam asked when he joined me, looking at the lights of the city that night. 

He’d been watching me most of the night, but to single me out felt exciting.

“Yes,” I sipped my drink quickly, wondering what I could say that would be interesting. “It’s stunning. I’ve only been in the city a few months, but it still takes my breath away.”

He laughed. “It does that.”

“Did you grow up here?”

His eyes dipped to mine. “All my life. I have property in Los Angeles also, but New York is home.”

“I’m from Arizona.”

“Do you miss the desert?” 

I shook my head. “No. Seeing the ocean blew my mind.”

“Wow, so this is the first time you’ve seen it?”

I guess I’d drunk a lot of wine, so my lips
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