
​[image: ]

Cover Art by Robert Nerbovigsolartoys@yahoo.com

2026 Robert Nerbovig. All rights reserved. By the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and permission of the publisher constitute unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property.  If you would like to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), prior written permission must be obtained by contacting the publisher at:

solartoys@yahoo.com


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Towers Family Saga Book 2

PROLOGUE

Chapter 2: The Desert Return

Chapter 3: The Honesty Protocol

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

CHAPTER  CONTENTS

Prolog

	THE WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENT

	THE MIDDAY NEGOTIATIONS 

	THE UNDERLYING TENSION 

	THE FRACTURED FACADE 

	THE WEIGHT OF THE TRUTH

	THE SERVING

	THE CRUMBLING DEFENSE

	THE PROCESSING

	THE ADMINISTRATIVE SIEGE

	THE THRESHOLD OF REALITY


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE

[image: ]


THE WEIGHT OF THE LEDGER

The Mogollon Rim has a way of burying things. It is a landscape defined by deep ravines, ancient stands of ponderosa pine, and soil that holds memory with the stubbornness of iron. For thirty years, the land kept the secrets of the Towers family, swallowing the toxic cargo of their ambition and locking it away beneath a shroud of California dust.

To the public, Robert Towers was a titan, a man who bent city skylines to his will and built an empire of steel and glass that stood as a monument to American industry. He was the man on the cover of the magazines, the keynote speaker at the galas, the architect of a dynasty that seemed destined to span generations.

But beneath the polished façade, the Towers empire was a structure built on a foundation of shifting, treacherous sands. It was sustained not by innovation or foresight, but by a carefully managed series of deceptions, a complex architecture of ledger entries designed to bury the truth as effectively as the drums buried in the Rim.

The prologue to the end did not begin with a headline or a courtroom gavel. It began in the silence of a late-night office, with a line of code and a man who finally chose to stop looking away.

This is the story of what happens when the mask finally slips. It is the story of a man who spent sixty years building a ghost, only to realize that the only thing worth saving was the truth. It is the story of the fall—the dismantling of an empire, the unraveling of a family, and the slow, agonizing, necessary return to reality.

The descent is never fast. It is a long, measured slide into the light. And for Robert Towers, the fall was the only thing that finally made him whole.

The auction house was a stifling cathedral of polished mahogany and predatory ambition. The air here didn’t just smell of expensive perfume and aged bourbon; it smelled of greed, a sharp, metallic tang that clung to the back of the throat. People moved through the aisles like vultures in designer labels, their eyes darting over the remnants of an empire that had once dictated the social rhythm of the city.

Minnie Towers sat in the furthest corner of the back row. She wore a simple, unadorned black dress, a stark contrast to the opulence surrounding her. She wasn't here to reclaim anything; she was here to witness the final disintegration. Every gavel strike was a severance, a rhythmic undoing of the life she had spent decades curating. She watched as the appraisers handled delicate artifacts with calloused indifference, treating items that once held the gravity of family history as mere line items on a balance sheet.

"Lot forty-two," the auctioneer droned, his voice rising and falling with the practiced cadence of a carnival barker. "The Towers diamond."

A collective stir rippled through the crowd. The diamond caught the harsh overhead lights, casting fractured, brilliant shards of cold white across the faces of the bidders. Minnie felt a phantom weight on her collarbone, remembering the night Robert had clasped it around her neck for their 20th anniversary. It had been heavy then—not just the gold and the stone, but the implication. It was a promise of permanence in a world built on shaky ground. Now, it was just collateral, an asset being liquidated to satisfy the Rim’s ruthless demands.

A woman in a floor-length fur coat shifted in her seat, her hand twitching toward her paddle. When she finally raised it, the auctioneer barely paused. "Sold!"

The gavel hit the wood with the sharp, jarring crack of a pistol shot.

Minnie didn't flinch. In fact, she felt a profound, unexpected buoyancy. As the diamond was carried away on a velvet tray, she felt less like she was losing a possession and more like she was shedding a heavy coat in the middle of a storm. She was trading the suffocating weight of the past for a future that didn't require a mask, a performance, or a calculated lie. By the time the afternoon shadows began to lengthen across the warehouse floor, the catalog was empty. The legendary Towers collection—art, jewelry, rare books, and antiques—was being crated up to be scattered to the four winds. The vast warehouse, once the storehouse of their status, stood as nothing more than a shell filled with dust and shifting shadows.

She found James waiting for her by the heavy steel exit doors, his silhouette framed by the harsh glare of the late afternoon sun. He held a thick manila folder, the weight of their new reality tucked under his arm.

"It’s done, Virginia," he said quietly, bypassing the formalities of titles. "The private debt is settled. Every last cent."

Minnie took the folder. She didn't open it; she didn't need to. She looked past James, out to the street where the city was already forgetting them. "We don't owe anyone a single cent," she murmured, "or a single lie."

James looked at her, his expression uncharacteristically soft. "Robert would be proud of how you handled this."

Minnie shook her head, a ghost of a smile touching her lips. "Robert wouldn't be proud, James. He’d be relieved."

They walked in silence toward the park-side condo, their footsteps echoing against the pavement. The storm of the scandal had finally passed, the wealth that had once anchored them to that life was gone, and the public's appetite for their downfall had moved on to the next tragedy. But underneath the exhaustion, a radical, terrifying honesty was still vibrating within her—a core truth she had managed to keep when everything else had been stripped away.

When she stepped into the condo, the silence was welcoming. Bella, the cat, was waiting by the door, weaving between her legs and sniffing her hands, searching for a treat or some remnant of the life she was used to.

"No diamonds today, Bella," Minnie whispered, reaching down to stroke the cat’s fur. "Just a clear conscience."

She moved to the sofa and sat, letting the quiet settle into her bones. She watched the light fade from the park trees outside the window. The empire was sold. The public figure was finally gone. For the first time in her life, the woman was finally home.

The yard was a rectangle of suffocating dust, enclosed by heavy-gauge wire that hummed with a low, electric tension. Robert paced the perimeter, the rhythmic, heavy crunch of his state-issued boots against the loose gravel providing the only steady beat in a life that had gone deathly quiet. He kept his eyes averted from the other men in their bright orange jumpsuits; their restlessness was a distraction he couldn't afford. Instead, he fixed his gaze on the way the heat rose off the sand in shimmering, distorted waves, rising toward the blinding, indifferent sun. The sensation triggered a sharp, visceral memory of the Rim—the way the soil felt when it was being cured, transformed, and hardened under the most intense conditions imaginable.

A man joined him, hovering at a respectful, cautious distance. It was the man from the cell across the tier, someone Robert recognized only by the tired sag of his shoulders. The man scuffed the toe of his shoe against the dry earth, sending up a tiny, swirling cloud of grit. "They took the sign down," the man said, his voice raw, as if he were relaying a secret. "Saw it on the news. Your building is a bank now."

Robert didn't break his stride, his posture remaining upright and impenetrable. "It was always a bank," he replied, his voice as calm and steady as a desert horizon. "The name on the front was just a convenient way of hiding the vault."

The man looked at Robert with a new, lingering curiosity, as if trying to find a crack in his composure. "Don't you miss the view? Being king of the hill, looking down on everything?"

Robert stopped abruptly, looking up at the sun as it caught the razor, sharp edges of the wire, turning the steel into a brilliant, dangerous crown. "The view from the top was always distorted by the glass and the noise of a thousand people screaming for a piece of you," he said softly, almost to himself. "Down here, in the silence, I can see the dust for what it truly is."

The catastrophic fallout of his life had landed him in the dirt, but he found, to his own surprise, that the ground was solid beneath his feet. He didn't have to worry about structural foundations or the shifting sands of corporate perception anymore. He had already reached the very bottom of the world, and there was nothing left to fear. "You're a strange one," the man muttered, shaking his head before drifting back toward the larger group.

Robert continued his slow, methodical walk. He thought about the letters Minnie sent, the only thread connecting him to the life he had discarded. She wrote of the mundane details—the quiet settling of the debt, the way Bella was currently occupied with hunting house flies in the condo. A surge of profound, unexpected gratitude washed over him for the "honesty rule" they had collectively adopted. It had effectively stripped him of a billion dollars in assets, burning his former life to the ground, but in the ashes, it had finally given him a family that could stand on its own feet.

He finished his mile just as the sharp, piercing whistle blew across the yard. He took his place in the line, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with the other numbered men, no longer a king, no longer a titan of industry. He was simply a man paying a price for a lifetime of orchestrated complexity, and as he stared ahead at the horizon, he realized the cost finally felt fair.

The cell door didn't bang; instead, it closed with the soft, clinical hydraulic hiss that marked the inevitable end of yet another long, blistering desert day. Robert sat on the edge of his narrow bunk, his eyes tracing lines in a textbook on water regulation. He found the irony of his situation suffocating—he had spent his entire adult life fighting for profit, leveraging resources and influence, all while willfully ignoring the slow-moving poison being pumped into the very ground he
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A lale of old wealth, sudden ruin, and painstaking rebuilding.
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