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To my wonderful wife, Ashley and my two daughters,
Acadia and Beverly who just joined the world. 

Without Ashley this story would still be in some folder collecting dust. 

Thank you, girls, for all you've given me
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CHAPTER ONE





Edward Cutter sat at his desk, head pounding, poring over work that never seemed to end. A half-eaten sandwich lay beside him, mayonnaise and mustard bleeding through the wax paper his wife had wrapped it in—warm now, hard and forgotten. Lunch had passed an hour ago. He had meant to actually take it.

Other things called. 

They always did.

The door creaked open, and Gloria stepped in, rolling her eyes as she glanced at him. He always thought she was beautiful—wavy blonde hair, smooth skin, striking eyes. She, on the other hand, treated him like a pest. 

When he came in each morning, she barely acknowledged him. At most, a glance. Sometimes a scoff. His good morning went unanswered. 

Mr. Cox adored her. And she adored him. Edward had always suspected that was part of the reason she acted the way she did. 

He fucking hated Edward. 

“Cox wants to see you,” she said, tilting her head, clearly annoyed that she had to say anything to him at all.

“What for?” he asked.

“Beats me.” She rolled her eyes again and shut the door.

Always a pleasure.

Edward stood and headed for Mr. Cox’s office.

He moved down the open hallway lined with cubicles covering the main floor. People he technically outranked flipped through papers, spoke into phones, or stood talking with their arms folded. A few glanced in his way, then turned back to what they were doing, their expressions carrying the same faint annoyance he’d grown used to. 

He never understood it. At this point, he doubted he ever would.

Inside Mr. Cox’s office, Cox sat behind his desk, hands clasped, eyes fixed on him. Edward stepped toward the chair, but Cox lifted a hand.

“Don’t bother.” 

Edward swallowed and took a step back toward the door.

“You know why I called you in here?”

“Uh, no, sir.”

“There is twenty thousand dollars missing from the Jefferson account.” Cox stood, eyes burning, lips twitching. “Twenty fucking thousand.” 

“I—I—uh—” Edward stammered, his gaze slipping to the window overlooking the main floor. 

Everyone was staring. Most looked unimpressed. A few seemed interested. Others barely bothered to hide their laughter. Gloria was at her desk near the entrance. He caught the faint flicker in her eyes—it wasn’t surprise.

It was… what? Disappointment? 

What did she have to be disappointed about?

“Eyes here, fuckwit!” Cox snapped. 

Edward turned as Cox came around the desk, fists clenched. He stepped back, fully expecting the blow. His eyes closed. His shoulders hunched.

What a way to end a fucking Friday. 

“Explain it to me.” 

Edward carefully opened one eye. Cox was inches from his face. The smell of scotch and too much aftershave burned his nose. He knew Cox still might hit him. Hell, it might even be a relief—at least it would wipe that look of his face.

“Which account again?” Edward asked, horrified that he had to.

“Are you listening to anything I’m saying?”

Edward stammered. Cox laughed. 

“Boy, you’re the fucking stupidest guy here. How did you get to where you are? Honestly, I want to know.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“I know you don’t. People like you never do. The Jefferson account. You know—our biggest client.”

Edwards’s mind reeled as he tried to pull everything back at once. “There can’t be anything missing. I was careful. I was—”

Cox swept a stack of papers onto the floor in front. They scattered in a loose spiral, sliding and settling like a bad joke. 

“I’m sure,” Cox said. “And I’m pretty fucking sure you’ll find the mistake you made that caused this shit storm. Because they aren’t happy. Not even fucking close. They want someone in Denver tomorrow morning to explain what went wrong and how it’s going to get fixed.”

He leaned in.

“Guess whose job that is?”

“But sir—I have things I need to do this weekend. My son—”

“Fuck your weekend and fuck your son. You have much more important shit to worry about. Grab this stack of shit. Get to Denver. Fix it.”

Shaking, Edward bent and gathered the scattered papers. Cox’s gaze stayed on him, unblinking.

Edward looked up and met his burning eyes. 

“I’ll take care of it.”
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CHAPTER TWO





You can’t be serious,” Sally said as Edward threw clothes into a suitcase. “Jimmy has a game you promised to take him to. And the girls—you promised to take them to dinner tonight. They are going to be crushed.” 

Shame stirred somewhere in the back of Edward’s mind. He knew he could always count on her to find it.

“I know,” he said, anger already rising. “But this is serious.” 

It was—far more than she seemed to understand. Twenty thousand dollars wasn’t small change. If he didn’t fix it, he could lose his job. 

He could go to jail. 

“So what?” she said. “I just tell them you ran off to play the big man after I spent all day keeping this house together?”

He turned to her, eyebrows raised, mouth agape. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

She recoiled slightly. “Excuse me?”

“I asked if you were fucking kidding me.”

She folded her arms and met his gaze. Her eyes burned.

“We have a serious problem, Sally” he said. “I know that’s hard to grasp and all, since you sit around playing mom all day. Geez, what does that involve again? Dishes? Jesus. I’m sure that’s exhausting. If you didn’t do it, the whole world would fall apart and our kids would starve.”
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