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Chapter 1
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Sunday Kickoff

The streets of Midtown Manhattan were a blur of blue jerseys. It was Sunday, and for the first time in years the Giants weren’t already mathematically eliminated from playoff contention. A modern-day miracle.

Nathan pushed open the door to Mick’s Sports Tavern, the kind of bar that smelled like atomic wings and spilled beer. A successful Wall Street trader through and through. He was thirty-two, dressed in a two-piece suit and a crisp white button-down shirt that had no business being in a sports bar. 

* * *

[image: ]


The tavern was packed shoulder-to-shoulder. Flat screens lined every wall, each blaring the same game. A DJ was hyping the crowd between plays, as if Eli Manning himself were in the building. Plastic beer pitchers clinked, fries hit the floor, and strangers hugged like old war buddies every time the Giants scored. At a corner table sat Nathan’s college buddies, their laughter rising above the din. Eddie Russo, a broad-shouldered Italian with a booming laugh that could drown out the TV commentary. He waved a chicken wing in greeting. “Get over here, fancy pants.” Yelled Tex Dalton, a lanky Dallas transplant who refused to abandon his Stetson and cowboy boots, even in Manhattan. A toothpick bobbed in his mouth as he muttered football stats.

“You’re late again, Nate. I move that the next two rounds are on you.” The Harvard-trained lawyer with the dry wit, Marcus Green, said, raising an eyebrow.

“Did you miss me?” Nathan asked, sliding into the booth with a flourish and drinking from Eddie’s mug. 

Eddie slapped him on the back. “We were just debating whether you’d show up in a suit or a tux. Newsflash: Wall Street doesn’t own the weekends, Nate.”

“Correction.” Nathan said, signaling the waitress with two fingers for another round. “Wall Street owns everything.”

Marcus rolled his eyes. “Including you, apparently.”

* * *
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The waitress delivered a round of beers followed by shots of tequila just as the Giants scored. The entire bar erupted in cheers, including Tex, who stood up waving his Stetson.

Nathan downed his shot, the burn still tracing fire down his throat, when his focus shifted. Sitting at the bar, perched on a high stool like a queen surveying her court, was a woman.
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