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PROLOGUE



Did he love her? He loved the way she looked at him—the way her bottom lip trembled and her foot quaked when she orgasmed. He loved the way her long chestnut locks fell in front of her doe eyes as she rode him and the way her slender back curved into a crescent moon when he thrust into her from behind. Did he love her? He loved parts of her. But the question isn’t whether or not he loved her. The question is … did he kill her?
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SARAH MORGAN


“Not again.”


The disappointment in his voice fills the room and hangs there like a light fog, clouding us from one another. I take in a deep breath, removing the haze, and let it out just as quickly, clearing the path back between us. I don’t need to look at him to know his eyes are disheartened and his lips are pressed firmly together. I don’t blame him. I’ve disappointed Adam again. I run my hands over my hair, taming any flyaways. It’s wrapped tightly in a perfect bun. It’s always wrapped tightly in a perfect bun. I slide on a white blazer and readjust my pencil skirt. My eyes meet his, locking us back into place.


“I’m sorry.” I tilt my head down, avoiding his gaze to lure him toward me. He takes the bait, walking to me, his six-foot-two stature towering over my petite body. He puts his hand to my cheek, lifts my chin, and kisses me softly on the lips. Every hair rises on my body. After ten years of marriage, Adam still does that for me. After ten years of marriage, I still do that for him—disappoint, I mean.


“We were supposed to leave for the lake house yesterday. You said you’d be able to today.”


I break our embrace and begin packing up my briefcase, my sense of responsibility outweighing my levels of sentiment. “I know, I know. It’s just I have so much work to do and a huge closing statement to prepare for.”


Adam walks to the doorframe of our master bedroom and leans against it. He folds his arms in front of his chest. There’s nothing more that I want at this moment than to be wrapped up in his arms rather than wrapped up in a messy court case, but there are some things even I can’t control.


“You always have so much work to do. There’s always a big case you’re working on.” He narrows his eyes at me playfully but in a somewhat accusing way, as if I were now on trial.


“Someone has to pay the bills.” I give a small smile. That lands. He shakes his head so slightly I almost don’t notice it, but I need to acknowledge it. I place my hands on his shoulders. He pretends he won’t lean down to meet my lips, but I know he will. He can’t resist me, just like I can’t resist him.


He smiles, but his game of tug-of-war only lasts a few seconds before his body bends toward me. Our lips meet again—this time more passionate. This time our mouths spread, our tongues swirl, his hands run up and down my back. I consider calling it all off at that moment. I’ll quit the firm. We’ll sell this house, and we’ll move to our lake house in Virginia, just the two of us running hand in hand into our own fairy tale.


But reality sets back in.


“I have to go,” I whisper into his ear as I pull away. I’m always the first to pull away. Someday, we’ll be everything I always knew we would be but someday isn’t today.


“But it’s our tenth anniversary tomorrow.” He frowns. He still has the boyish charm I fell in love with, and it would be annoying if I weren’t also smitten by it.


“I’m going to try to make it there tomorrow.” I take a step back from him, surveying his disappointed face, the damage I’ve done.


He lets out a huff. “After ten years, you’d think I’d be used to you doing this … but I’m not.” Adam rubs his chin as if he’s contemplating what he’ll say next. “I’m just really fed up with it, Sarah.” He lowers his head and shakes it.


I close the space between us and bury my face in his chest. “I’m sorry. I know I’ve disappointed you. But regardless, after this case is over, I’m taking a week off work. I’ve already talked to Kent.” I glance up at him with doe eyes, hoping he’ll be happy with this news.


He lets on a small smile. “Is this a real promise or a Sarah promise?”


“Oh, stop,” I say, lightly patting his chest.


He grabs my hands and pulls me in for another kiss. “I’ll stop when you stop.” He smirks. We kiss again.


“Oh, I almost forgot.” From the closet I pull out a small wrapped box and present my gift to him. “I got you something.”


He looks at it and then at me. “You shouldn’t have,” he says, accepting the perfectly wrapped present. We had agreed after our fifth anniversary we weren’t going to do gifts anymore, but I couldn’t help myself. I know I’ve been neglectful, but this was my small way of making it up to him. He pauses for a moment and then carefully unwraps the gift. He lifts the box open, unveiling a Patek Philippe Grand Complications watch with alligator band and a gold face. His mouth drops open.


“I’ve been looking at this watch for years … but this, this is too much,” he protests while admiring the intricacies and design of the watch face.


“No, it’s not—it’s ten years of marriage.” I pull the watch out. “Look at the engraving.”


Adam flips it over and runs his finger over the engraving of the number 5,256,000.


“What’s this?” he asks.


“That’s how many minutes are in ten years.” I plant a light kiss on his lips.


“You counted?”


“I’m always counting.” I laugh as I help him put the watch on.


He holds out his wrist, admiring it. “Is this so I can keep track of every time you’re late or stand me up?” he teases. I roll my eyes at him.


“I’m kidding,” he adds.


“No, you’re not.”


Adam returns his attention to me and places his hands on my shoulders, running them down my arms. “You’re right, but I love you anyway, Sarah.” He kisses me hard.


After untangling ourselves from a passionate kiss, we make our way down to the kitchen, a large and modern space with stainless steel appliances, cream-colored cupboards, and granite countertops. I set my briefcase on the island and rummage through the fridge for fruit and water. I take some sliced pineapple and a glass bottle of San Pellegrino, which should tide me over until I send my assistant on a lunch run.


Adam pours two cups of coffee and places one beside my black Bottega briefcase. He removes the used coffee filter from the machine and walks to the garbage, pressing his foot on the pedal to open the lid. Just as he is about to discard the refuse into the can, a brief glittering of silver catches his eye.


“What’s this?” Adam reaches down into the trash, pulling out the source of the luminescence. A torn envelope with a card inside.


“Your mom sent us an anniversary card,” I reply without looking up from my phone.


“And you just … threw it away?” He crumples up his face.


“I read it. Acknowledged it. Digested it. What more do you want me to do with it?”


He pulls the card out of the ripped-open envelope and reads it aloud: “I can’t believe you lasted ten years! Happy anniversary, my darling Adam and Sarah. PS: Where are my grandchildren? Love, Mom.”


He smiles and walks to the fridge. “That was nice of her.” He begins searching through drawers for a magnet to secure his prize to the front of our stainless steel fridge. I roll my eyes as I watch him add a piece of garbage to the refrigerator.


“What are you going to do today?” I change the subject. I’m just going to let this one go, and by this one, I mean his mother. I pick up the cup of coffee and bring it to my lips. It burns, but a good type of burn, like the small fires we sometimes need in our lives to remind us that we are alive.


“Well, now that I have nothing but time on my hands …” he says with a chuckle while looking at his new watch. I let out a small polite laugh for his terrible joke. “I’ll probably head up to the lake house and get some writing done. Daniel needs more pages before he can pitch the book.”


I nod and take another sip. “The last ones you sent were wonderful. Your agent is going to love them. Make sure you send me your newest ones.”


“Do you mean that?” He skeptically raises an eyebrow.


“I mean everything I say … especially about you.” I wink.


He sets his cup of coffee down and closes the distance between us, standing behind me with each hand on the countertop. He nuzzles and kisses my neck while pressing his pelvis into my butt. I giggle like a schoolgirl.


“Come tomorrow. Just for the day.”


“I’m going to try, even if I can just spend a few hours with you.”


“Do more than try. We’ve had the lake house for over a year, and you haven’t spent more than a night up there.”


“I said I’ll try.” I take another sip of my coffee.


He groans into my neck. “Please.”


“I’ll do everything in my power to be there tomorrow, and you and I can finally christen that lake house.” I playfully back into him. He pulls me in tight and kisses my neck.


“Now that is a plan I can get behind.” Adam turns me around to face him and runs his hands all over my body.


“Thank you for being patient with me.” I raise my chin so our eyes can meet, giving him my most bashful puppy-dog eyes to convey as much sincerity as I mean to express with my words. His eyes lock with mine.


“I’d wait a lifetime for you and then some.” He kisses my forehead, the tip of my nose, and then my lips. “Or at least another 5,256,000 minutes …” He smirks. “Now, hurry to work so you can hurry to me.” He playfully pats my butt as if I were running into a football game.


I pick up my bag and start toward the door. I tell him I love him.


“Love you more,” he says.
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ADAM MORGAN


My fingers tap against the keyboard a few more times just as the sun is leaving its final stretch of light on this side of the world for the day. A breeze rustles the trees, shaking them of their fall colors, while laps of lake water gently lick the shore. I save the work I’ve done for the day and close my laptop—three thousand words will have to do. I toss my black-rimmed reading glasses onto the desk and run my hands through my ash-brown hair, pushing it off my forehead. I rub my temples a bit to alleviate a lingering tension headache and let out a deep sigh. As I stretch my arms out and roll my neck, a black squirrel darting across the yard catches my eye. It’s not as if I haven’t seen a black squirrel before, but it’s a rare sight and demands to be watched and noticed. I stare out of the large window behind my desk as the creature bounces from place to place, searching for food, complete in its sense of purpose and direction.


The lake house is an hour away from our home outside DC, and it might as well be on a new planet. It’s a verdant land that our forefathers would actually recognize, unlike the concrete and horn-blasted monstrosity that plays the part of our nation’s capital. The house is far enough from the city to ensure no unexpected visitors but close enough for me to travel to whenever I need to be alone—or not alone, for that matter.


A secluded cabin on Lake Manassas surrounded by woods in Prince William County, Virginia, was just what my writing career needed, or at least that’s how I sold the idea to Sarah. I had struggled to get the words out up until just over a year ago when we purchased this second home. It opened another world for me, a world in which I could write, a world full of obtainable desires, a world I could live in without feeling the constant pressure that I wasn’t good enough. The natural beauty of the environment around me could be reflected in my work, and in this world I felt reborn.


Hardwood features so heavily in the makeup of our lake house that it feels like you’ve climbed inside a tree, rather than a human dwelling. The open-concept living area has large bay windows overlooking the lake and a massive fireplace adorned with various colored stones. A huge bearskin rug completes the sitting area and serves as a central point that separates it from the kitchen.


Forest-green marbled granite covers both the kitchen island and the countertops, and above and below are pine cabinets that have been stained to a rich almost caramel-colored wood. Just off the sitting area, less than ten feet from the fireplace, over by the bay windows, sits my desk. This allows me the perfect view of all that nature has to offer in this neck of the woods and gives me the freedom of not feeling trapped in some small office.


It didn’t take much to convince Sarah that we should purchase this home away from home. I think she could sense that I was drifting away—mentally, emotionally … or maybe she just wanted to show me that she could buy it. To remind me, once again, of her fiscal hold over me, wielding it as a show of power. Whatever the reason may be, I still got the house, so who cares?


It was supposed to be our home away from home but turns out it’s just my home. I’ve lost count of the number of times Sarah promised she’d come with me for a weekend but later canceled. This weekend was no exception, even on our tenth anniversary. I had hoped she’d make it down just for the day, but she phoned earlier telling me she had to go into the office once again. She also told me she loved me. She always tells me she loves me. I hold my wrist out, admiring my new watch. It’s beyond expensive. Despite the cost, it was still a thoughtful gift. That’s Sarah for you. She is thoughtful, even if she’s never around.


I’ve always felt like Sarah was taking on the world while I was just struggling to live in it. That’s the woman she wanted to be, a powerhouse, a one-woman show where I just happen to be cast as an extra. It wasn’t always like that. We met while I was in my third year of undergrad at Duke and she in her first. She was studying political science while I was studying literature. Back then, we both dreamed of greatness. Sarah wanted to be a successful lawyer, and I wanted to go down as one of the truly great writers of our generation. Fifteen years later, one of us is still waiting.


Well, I suppose success flickered for me, for a moment, and went away just as quickly, and has yet to come back again. That’s the funny thing about dreams. You always eventually wake up from them. My first book was a success, not from a mainstream or commercial standpoint, but from a literary perspective. One critic even called me “the next David Foster Wallace,” which I liked. The book has a nice cult following to this day, and I thought I’d duplicate that success, but books two and three have flopped by all standards, literary included. I’m surprised my agent has kept me on, and I’m sure if the book I’m working on isn’t a success, I’ll be getting the axe soon enough.


I’ve tasted a small sampling of triumph, but I haven’t exactly lived out my dreams. Sarah’s dream was to be a criminal defense attorney, one of the best. She’s not one of the best: She is the best—like I always knew she would be. I just never thought I’d resent her so much for it.


But like I said, it wasn’t always like this, and when I say this, I mean me running off to our second home any chance I get and her practically taking up residency at her office. After all, you don’t become the best criminal defense attorney by loving your husband.


One would think that living in solitude and wallowing in my own self-pity would make me one of the great writers, like a modern-day Thoreau or Hemingway. But to date I have all the alcohol usage of Hemingway, just none of the success to go along with it.


Sarah has her work, and I have mine, and there was a time when we had each other, but that time has passed.


We met at a party, a complete stroke of luck as it was out of the norm for Sarah to attend one, she would go on to tell me later that night. She’d much rather have her face in a book than be surrounded by sticky, hormonal bodies in a basement of a college house—but there she was, standing in a corner, casually sipping cheap beer out of a Solo cup, looking more out of place than a nun in a brothel. She held a partial smile trying to mask her discomfort, but her body language gave her uneasiness away. She was leaning against a wall, one leg crossed over the other, the Solo cup hovering near her lips, glancing around the party, one arm crossed over her chest, tucked underneath her other arm. She was trying to make herself as small as possible, blending into the background, going unnoticed. But to me, she was the only person in that room.


Her shoulder-length blond hair was practically glowing under the black lights, a staple of any college party in the mid-2000s. Her green eyes that were speckled with flakes of yellow held all the mystery in the world. Her slender body was covered in a form-fitting white T-shirt and flared blue jeans. An inch of her midriff was peeking out, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. A sliver of her exposed, milky-white skin aroused me more than my ex’s fully nude body had. I watched her. I studied her. Before I had ever uttered a word to her, I had memorized every curve, every line, and every freckle that I was privy to in that dingy basement. I pictured what she looked like underneath her clothes, and I would later find out that what I had envisioned was wrong. Her body exceeded the limitations of my own imagination. She was perfect, something I could neither conceive nor comprehend.


It wasn’t until an hour later when her eyes finally caught mine that I worked up the courage to go and talk to her. I towered over her petite body, but right from the beginning she always felt bigger than me, and I knew as soon as she realized it, she would be an unstoppable force.


At first, she was a little standoffish, giving one-word answers. I asked her name. She told me it was Sarah. I asked her who she was here with. She pointed to an inebriated brunette grinding on a guy on the dance floor. I asked her if she wanted to dance. She said no. I told her she was beautiful. She shrugged her shoulders. I told her my name was Adam. She took a sip of her beer. I asked her what she was studying. She tapped her beer signaling she needed a refill and started to walk away. I grabbed her cup and poured my full cup of beer into hers. She smiled up at me, taking the cup back and returning to her position against the wall.


“Smooth,” she said as she took a sip.


I leaned against the wall next to her, and we stood in silence for what seemed like hours. Right from the beginning with Sarah—it always felt like forever. She casually sipped her beer while she scanned the party and kept an eye on her drunk friend. I pretended to study the room with her, but my only focus was her. At minute nineteen, Sarah’s friend told her she was leaving with the guy she had been grinding on all night. Her words slurred, her eyes glazed over, and her hair fell in front of her face as she held on to the hand of the man she would soon spread herself apart for. Sarah didn’t seem pleased, but she told her to have a good time and to call her in the morning. It was the most I had heard her speak all night. Sarah remained composed, casually sipping her beer.


At minute twenty, she finished her drink and dropped the cup onto the dirty basement floor, kicking it into a corner. She stood there a little longer, her eyes bouncing around the party and then to me. She shifted a little uneasily, and I wasn’t sure if she was moving toward me or away from me.


At minute twenty-one, I decided to find out, and I asked her if she wanted to get out of there. She said yes. When I got her safely back to her dorm room, I expected to give her a kiss on the cheek and tell her good night. Sarah didn’t seem like the kind of girl to give in to her impulses. As I went in for a small peck on her cheek, she pulled me inside, ripped off my clothes, and she puffed and gasped breaths of yes for the rest of that night.


Three years later, I asked her to marry me, and she said yes again. And although she has said yes to me countless times since then, I think that was the last time she truly meant it. If she hadn’t been consumed with law school and then practicing law, I think we would have been—


The breeze sucks the front door closed with a slam. It startles me for just a split second, but I know it’s her. Without even seeing her, I know her freckles are prominent from a day working the outside patio at the café. I know her brown doe eyes are lit up—filled with hope and joy. I know her long tousled hair sits underneath a hat she knitted herself earlier this fall. I know when she pulls that hat off, she’ll still look effortlessly beautiful, messy hair and all. I know she’ll be braless, wearing a form-fitting top and a dark thigh-length skirt. I know the waist of her shirt will be creased from where her apron sat all day. I know she’ll smile when she sees me, and it’ll take me less than sixty seconds to be inside her.


“Babe, I brought leftover baked goods from the café,” she calls from the foyer.


I hear her wrestle her shoes, knee-length socks, and jacket off. I pull two glasses from the wet bar. I pour scotch into each glass, and just as she enters, I have one drink outstretched to her. With a little bounce in her step, she takes the glass from me, chugs it, and sets it back down on the wet bar. The heat from the stone fireplace warms her skin, and I notice the goosebumps on her arms flatten.


Before I can take a second sip, she’s unbuttoning and unzipping my pants. She drops to her knees and looks up at me with a devilish grin.


I drop her legs on the bed and walk into the bathroom, closing the door behind me.


I can still hear her panting from the other side of the door, trying to regain control of her own breathing. I hear her whimper, and I hope it’s in ecstasy and not pain. Sometimes, I take things too far—it’s like I black out and when I come to, I realize the error of my ways. I can’t help myself. Kelly just does that to me. When I’m with her, my animal instincts take over.


Sarah used to do that to me. But now, around her, I’m barely a man, let alone anything else.


At the vanity I look at myself in the mirror. A five-o’clock shadow has taken over my face, and my hair is out of place. My otherwise blue eyes are clouded with red. I can only stand looking at myself for a few seconds before I must look away. I’m not ashamed of who I am, but I’m not proud either. I splash some water on my face and then onto my chest, abs, and dick. I’m too tired to shower. I pat myself dry with a towel.


“Babe?” Kelly yells from the other room.


“Yeah, hon?” I answer as I start brushing my teeth.


“Your wife texted you.”


I spit the toothpaste into the sink and rinse my mouth out, wiping my lips with my hand. Back in the bedroom, the lights are on now, and Kelly is sitting in bed, wearing a nightgown, while holding my phone. She smiles up at me.


“What did she say?” I slide a pair of Ralph Lauren pajama pants on.


“She wants to know what you’re doing.”


I take a seat on the bed next to her, pushing her long brown hair back. I gently kiss her neck and shoulder.


“Tell her I’m about to fuck the girl of my dreams again,” I whisper. Kelly laughs and begins texting back.


“Your wish is my command.” She giggles. I swipe the phone from her playfully and get out of bed. I quickly text back.


Since you couldn’t make it to me, I’m coming back tonight to see you. No need to wait up.


Love you.


Before I can set the phone down, Sarah texts back.


I love you too. I got a chance to read the new pages you sent over lunch, and they’re incredible. I’m so proud of you XOXO.


I smile for a brief second before a wave of guilt spans over me. I let out a sigh.


You’re the best, babe. Let me take you out for dinner tomorrow night. Say yes.


My phone vibrates.


Yes.


Sometimes, I get a glimpse of who we used to be, and I think we can be that couple again. But I’ve screwed up too much for that to ever happen, and Sarah’s career has always come first—before me, before a family, before everything. I don’t foresee that ever changing.


I thought when we had kids, she’d slow down, but she told me five years ago she didn’t want kids. I thought I’d be able to change her mind. I couldn’t.


I set my phone down on the dresser and plug it into the charger. I look over at Kelly who is giving me bedroom eyes. She can never get enough of me, and I can’t get enough of her. But I know that won’t always be true. There was a time that Sarah and I couldn’t get enough of each other either. That time passed long ago. Occasionally, those feelings resurface, but they’re short-lived and usually induced by alcohol or time apart. Don’t get me wrong, I love Sarah. If I didn’t, I would have left her long ago. It’s that love that I hold on to—not the money, the security, or the houses. Kelly gives me the love that Sarah can no longer give. They both complete me. It’s sick, I know, but it’s true. I need them both.


“Are you ever going to tell your wife about us?”


“Are you ever going to tell your husband about us?” I retort.


She huffs and folds her arms across her chest. “It’s not the same.” Her words are quiet.


I leave and return with two full glasses of scotch, handing one to her and taking a seat. I put one arm around her and pull her close, telling her I know. She lets out a soft, silent sob, and as quickly as the cry leaves her body, she pulls it back in, regaining her composure. She takes a large gulp of the scotch and doesn’t even flinch at the burn. She leans into me. We sit there in silence, drinking our glasses of scotch, trapped in loveless marriages where we come second to our spouses. When Kelly and I are together, we come first. I refill our glasses twice more, and then we have sex again. This time, I don’t fuck her—I make love to her.
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SARAH MORGAN


I’m poring over case files, the papers shifting and falling like the snow of a freshly plunged avalanche. I had planned to go into the office for just a few hours to prep for the week, but here I am sipping at my twelve-hour-old coffee with oil circles floating on top to remind me of its age. My corner office is on the fourteenth floor, which is as high as one can get in DC without erecting a phallus taller than Mr. Washington’s. It has floor-to-ceiling windows and is one of the biggest in the firm, and no one would contest as to why I was given it.


With several high-profile cases and the most case wins out of any attorney here, I more than earned my place as a named partner at Williamson & Morgan. The tips of my fingers rub my forehead, slowly massaging my temples as if to conjure myself back into a state of peace and normalcy. I slide my reading glasses off and drop them onto my desk with a resounding crash to punctuate my frustration. The clock on my phone reads 8:04 p.m. An exasperated huff exits my mouth to let the nonexistent audience in my office know how taxed I am.


I send a quick text to Adam:


Sorry, I really wanted to be with you today. I miss you.


I drop the phone back on the desk. Grabbing the fork from on top of the Styrofoam container, I stab it into the Chinese food that has been sitting out for a few hours. I take a couple of quick bites, then slide the whole thing in the garbage can. My hair is pulled into a bun at the nape of my neck, every strand perfectly in place, even though I’ve been working for the past thirteen hours. I straighten my desk, which is in complete disarray and not typically how I live my life. With court dates and depositions looming over me, a little mess is going to have to do. I look out the windows of my office, admiring the lights of the city, the cars moving in unison, the people out and about enjoying their last few hours of the weekend.


“Anne, are you still here?” I call out.


The door of my office opens, and my sweet-looking assistant pops her head in. She’s a petite woman with shoulder-length brown hair, and although she doesn’t turn heads, she’s pretty in a modest way. Her eyes are faint but light up, and she smiles at me, ready and eager to please. While I am the only other person in the office right now, it is not uncommon for Anne to scramble into work once she starts to see me sending work emails.


“Yes, Mrs. Morgan.”


I drop my hands on my desk and give her a sympathetic smile. “Anne, how many times do I have to tell you? Just because I work ridiculously long hours doesn’t mean you need to, and what’s with the Mrs. Morgan?”


“Sorry, Mrs.—” she begins and stops as I put my hand up and stand. I approach Anne. The office has plush carpeting, which I picked out myself as it feels incredibly soft beneath my bare feet. I made sure to decorate so it had a homey feel, with a plush couch and recliner, a coffee table, pillows, a bookcase stuffed with books for both work and pleasure, and beautiful artwork on the walls. This office is my home away from home, as I’ve spent more time here the past eight years than I have at my actual home. I even got a treadmill for it, which sits in the corner facing the Washington Monument.


I reach Anne and put a hand on her shoulder. “Anne, you have worked for me for five years. We eat lunch together every Friday. We occasionally grab drinks after work. You travel with me on business. You’ve been to my house on countless occasions. You’re my friend first and my employee second. Please, for the love of God, never call me Mrs. Morgan again.”


Anne shakes her head and smiles. She slides past me and slumps onto the couch. “Ugh, I’m sorry. I’ve been pulling double duty for Bob since his last assistant quit. He demands that I call him Mr. Miller. It’s just become a force of habit.” She rubs her brow.


Taking a seat next to Anne, I put my bare feet up on the coffee table, let out a sigh, and pull my hair loose from its tight bun. Anne kicks her heels off and puts her feet up on the table too. We share a look of solidarity and understanding. Although she and I are different in nearly every way, we are one and the same. Two women trying to make it in a man’s world. We work twice as hard as our male counterparts to make it just an inch ahead of them.


“That’s because Mr. Miller is an asshole. I’ll make sure he has a new assistant by the end of the week, and if the next one doesn’t work out, I’ll make sure he doesn’t work out here either,” I say with a laugh, although I’m completely serious. Bob is a decent attorney, but he has a huge ego and no respect for anyone else, except those that have more money or more power than him.


“Thanks, Sarah. You’re too good to me.”


“No—you’re too good to me.”


“You know who’s not too good for anyone?” Anne asks.


“Who?”


“Bob.”


We both laugh, and it feels good. I’ve had my head buried in case files forever. I miss this. I miss just hanging out without the weight of the world on my shoulders or someone’s life and future in my hands.


“Oh, I wanted to show you these.” Anne pulls out her phone. She opens her photo app and flicks her finger across the screen a few times.


I take the phone from her and look at each photo—a man crossing the street, a woman walking up the steps of the Lincoln Memorial, a falcon swooping low over a lake, a child looking up at the Washington Monument. “These are beautiful, Anne. You have such a good eye,” I say, admiring each picture.


“Thank you; just a little hobby of mine.”


“It should be more than a hobby. You’re very talented.”


She blushes, and her lips press firmly together as I hand back her phone.


My phone vibrates. I stand up and walk to my desk, quickly texting Adam back. I miss him. I miss us. We exchange a few more texts, and when I learn he’ll be coming back late, it’s decided. “Let’s go out for some drinks,” I say.


“Are you sure? You have to deliver the closing statement tomorrow morning.” I can see the hope in her eyes from a friend’s standpoint who wants the best for me and the uneasiness from an employee’s stance who also wants the best for me.


“Yes, I’m entirely sure.” I grin.


Anne claps her hands together. “I’ll call us an Uber.” She gets up, slides her heels back on, and walks toward my office door with a little bounce in her step.
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ADAM MORGAN


The slam of a car door wakes me from my slumber. It’s pitch-black inside and outside, and I don’t have the slightest clue how my night ended with Kelly, but I assume it was with more rough sex since my cock feels like it’s been dragged along a slab of pavement. I glance at the clock on the nightstand, and in large, red, illuminating digits it reads 12:15 a.m.


“Shit,” I whisper.


I should have been home with Sarah by now. I rub my hands over my forehead and down my face, trying to massage the nerves back to life. How the hell did I get this bad? I can’t see more than a few inches in front of my face, but I can feel Kelly next to me. I can always feel her next to me. I scooch closer to her, running my hand along her cheek. She’s dead asleep. I whisper her name, trying to stir her, but the scotch has a stronger pull on her than it did me.


“Kelly,” I whisper a little louder, but she doesn’t move. The continuous vibration and ding of her phone distracts me from her, but I’ve decided that if she’s this tired, then I want her to sleep. I can’t really see her in the darkness, only the outline of her body, which has nearly doubled in size. She’s wrapped herself up in several blankets, almost like a cocoon. Must have gotten cold in the middle of the night. I quietly slip out of bed, tiptoe to her side, and grab her phone from the nightstand. I step out of the room, meaning only to silence it so it doesn’t disturb her—but the text messages catch my eye. I look back into the dark room and then at the phone. I type 4357 into the passcode. The most recent text is from a girl named Jesse.


It reads, I’m sorry.


I scroll past Jesse’s most recent text to those before it. They’re all from Scott, Kelly’s husband. I read them in order, starting from the earliest at 10:17 p.m.


I wish you would come home to me.


Why does it have to be like this?


Babe … will you please answer me?


I love you so much. Why can’t you get that?


I didn’t mean any of it. You have to believe me. It won’t happen again. I promise.


Please tell me where you’re at.


If you would just answer. I would leave you alone tonight.


Fuck you, you dumbass bitch.


You lied to me. You’re not still at work. I just called the café.


When I find you, you’ll be begging me for last night’s ordeal rather than what I have in store for you, you worthless bitch.


My muscles clench up in anger, but I keep scrolling anyway. This is her business, and she’s never wanted me to be involved, but I would kill this piece of shit at this moment if I had the chance.


Too late. You’re a fucking memory now.


That’s the final text message from Scott at 11:45 p.m. Jesus Christ. What a psycho. I want to pick her up out of that bed and hold her close and reassure her that we’re not all pieces of shit like her husband. I’m half tempted to text him back but riling him up is the last thing Kelly needs. Instead, I creep back into the bedroom, place the phone screen down on her nightstand, and plant a kiss on her cheek.


Out in the living room, I don’t turn on any lights, pushing my eyes to adjust as best they can in the dark. The embers from the fireplace provide a soft glow. I cross the kitchen, keeping my balance with the granite countertops. The dull light of a pale moon provides a dismal backdrop to the front glass facade of the house. I find a pad of paper and a pen and write:


Kelly,


It’s you. It hasn’t always been you, but it will always be you.


You’re the words to a story I’ve been trying to write my whole life, and tonight I determined the ending.


Love you, Love me,
 Adam


PS: The maid will be here at 9 A.M. 
Please make sure you’re gone before then.


I leave the note on the counter and walk to the entrance, collecting my items and gently shutting the door behind me. I look down at my phone before getting into my black Range Rover. It’s 12:30 a.m. Shit, I’m half tempted to stay with Kelly, but I promised Sarah I would come home tonight, and although I won’t get in until nearly 2 a.m., at least, I’ll wake up next to her.


More than an hour later, I pull up to our home nestled in the Kalorama neighborhood of DC. The large brick Tudor house with six bedrooms and three-and-a-half baths is much too large for just Sarah and me, and a bit too ostentatious for my blood. But Sarah fell in love with it the moment she laid her eyes on it. It was the expansive fenced backyard and stunning oversized terrace that made her swoon. I thought for sure when she picked out such a large house it was because she had changed her mind about starting a family. We turned two of the bedrooms into offices, one for her and one for me. A third bedroom was converted into a library-study, a fourth into a gym, and the fifth into a guest room. She hadn’t changed her mind.


I pull into the courtyard next to Sarah’s matching white Range Rover. Entering the house, I pass through the grand foyer with marble flooring, past the sweeping staircase, and into the gourmet kitchen. I place my messenger bag on the counter and switch on a light. I get a bottle of water from the fridge and go to the master suite on the second floor. All the lights are off in our bedroom, except for a lamp on Sarah’s side of the bed.


I push open the door and find her sleeping heavily on her stomach, completely relaxed. She’s wearing a thin black tank top and black lace thong panties, not her typical nighttime attire. I expected to see her in a nightgown. Is she teasing me? Does she want me? Or did she just pass out from one too many vodka sodas, her drink of choice. Her silklike blond hair is damp and is pulled back into a low ponytail—every strand neatly in place. Even when she’s asleep, she’s perfectly pulled together. My eyes follow the curve of her back and the smoothness of her toned ass, down her sculpted legs. Over the years, she may have neglected me, but she never ignored that body of hers. She stirs a little but doesn’t wake.


I shuffle off my pants and shirt, but my eyes never leave her. She makes me so goddamn miserable, but so blissful at the same time. I hate her as much as I love her. Does she know? Does she even care?


I drop my watch on the nightstand a little too hard, and it makes a clunking sound, loud enough to wake her. Her eyes shoot open quickly and then ease when she realizes that it’s just me. I expect her to roll over and go back to sleep, but she doesn’t. Her eyes tighten, and her lips curve into a small smile. She glances at the alarm clock on my nightstand: 1:45 a.m. She looks back at me but says nothing of my late arrival home. Her eyes beckon me.


“I know. I’m sorry I’m late.” I slide into bed.


“Don’t be,” she whispers, patting the spot next to her.


I scoot closer, planting a kiss on her cheek. She makes a cooing sound.


“I’ve missed you,” I say.


She looks up at me as I pull her close. “I’ve missed you too.”


I kiss her forehead. She pushes closer into me, entangling her legs in mine and resting her head on my bare chest. She runs her fingers up and down my abs.


“How was work?”


“Long,” she says.


The silence stretches, and I wonder what it is that she’s thinking. Is she mulling over case files in her head? Is she thinking about me? About us? Can she see the cracks in our marriage? Does she want to fix them or keep pretending like they don’t exist? Like I don’t exist. Like we don’t exist.


“Let’s have a baby.” Her eyes brighten, and she looks up at me, waiting for my reaction. I can’t help it. My face lights up, and I grin back at her.


“Are you serious? Are you sure you’re really ready? After everything that … well … happened. I thought you’d never want to have kids.” I examine her face for any indication that would betray the words coming out of her mouth. I had always hoped she’d want to have children, but I had accepted that day might never come, given what happened to her …


“Yes.” She nods, and I think she means it. I let out a laugh mixed with a cry, and I kiss her. I can’t contain my excitement. My hands are all over her and her hands are all over me. My lips move down her neck. I pull her black tank top off and kiss every square inch of her breasts and torso. I look up at her, and she smiles as I remove her panties. I kiss and lick and suck until she comes, and then I find my way inside her. She pants and moans beneath me. Her eyes lock on mine, big and full of hope.


“I love you, Sarah.”


“I love you too, Adam.”


And then I explode inside her. A single tear rolls from my eye as I collapse on top of her, breathless and hopeful. I can’t do this to her. I have to end it with Kelly. Sarah is my wife, my family, my whole heart. She’s done nothing but love me—even when it’s at a distance, she has loved me. I roll off but stay lying next to her. I rub her stomach gently. Sarah is the mother of my unborn child. She deserves more, and I’m going to give that to her.


“Thank you,” I whisper.


Sarah kisses my forehead and wraps her arms around me. “I want this for us. I want what you want.” She closes her eyes and slowly falls back asleep, cradled in my arms.





5



SARAH MORGAN


Adam sleeps deeply next to me. I smile and run my hand along his face, wondering if I’m doing the right thing. But that’s the thing about right and wrong—it’s subjective. He deserves this, I remind myself as I run my hand over my belly.


I had the epiphany a week ago, and last night when I was having drinks with Anne, it was solidified. I want more out of this life than a title and my name on a building. I want love. I want a family. I want meaning. When you want it all, you have to give something up. I slide out of bed and put on a white silk robe, tying it loosely at the waist. There’s an unread text from Anne lit up on my phone screen.


Did you make it home okay?


I quickly text back:


Yes. See you soon.


Anne texts:


Sorry about last night.


I recall the moment where it got a bit weird between Anne and me, and I quickly brush it aside.


It’s okay. We all do dumb stuff when we’re drunk.


A couple of hours later, Anne is greeting me with a cup of coffee and a smile at the office. She’s perky … a bit too perky considering how intoxicated she got last night.


“Happy Monday!” She grins.


“Yes, Monday indeed. Is Bob in his office?”


“Unfortunately,” she sneers.


“I’ll take care of our little Bob situation.” I pick up my coffee.


She retrieves my bag from me while I charge toward Bob’s office, two doors down. His is nice, but nowhere near as nice as mine. He started here around the same time I did, but unlike him, I made partner, and I know he has a chip on his shoulder about it. I assume that’s why he’s been trying to steal Anne from me. When we started, he didn’t even look at me as competition. Now, he does. I made sure of that. I let myself in without a knock, and I find him sitting at his desk eating an egg sandwich without a care in the world. He’s average-looking with a somewhat sinister tinge to him thanks to his dark eyes and hair, tall height, and sharp jawline.


“Morning, Bob.” I take a seat in front of his desk.


He nods and sets his sandwich down. “To what do I owe the pleasure, Sarah?” There’s a twinkle in his mahogany eyes.


“Listen, Bob. You’re going to stop asking Anne to run your errands or make copies for you or grab you food at all times of the day. Anne is my assistant and just because you go through assistants like pairs of underwear doesn’t mean you get to sniff after mine. Got it, Bob?” I narrow my eyes at him.


“Anne is paid for by the firm. She’s fair game.” He takes another wet bite out of his egg sandwich. He chews and smiles, pleased with himself.


“Actually, you’re wrong about that. Part of her salary is paid for by the firm, the other part is paid for by me.”


“Ha, that’s ridiculous. Why would you do that?”


“Because I treat people like actual people.”


“What a load.” He shakes his head and continues to chew his oversized mouthful.


“Bob, I’ll tell you what. There’s a partners’ meeting coming up. If your little assistant-stealing games don’t stop, I’ll recommend that you be let go. We don’t need any deadweight around here.” I stand, towering over him.


“You’re the one that’s deadweight.”


“Good one, Bob. Look I’m not in the mood for your petty power-play bullshit, so just don’t mess with me on this and do as you’re told for once. Understood?” I sip my coffee.


Bob scoffs at me but doesn’t say a word. He tosses the remainder of his egg sandwich in the trash. I see myself out and return to my office. Anne is fielding phone calls at her desk. I nod, and she smiles back. An enormous bouquet of red roses is placed on my desk. I lean down, taking a big whiff. I can’t help but smile. The card attached to the vase reads:


Sarah, it’s always been you. Love, Adam


“Those are beautiful.” Anne stands in the doorway, admiring the flowers.


I set the card down and turn to her. “Thanks; they’re from Adam.”


“Well, I sure hope they’d be from your husband. Who else would get you flowers? What’s the occasion?”


“Oh, nothing. We’re just trying for a baby.” I give a coy smile.


“What! Oh my God!” Anne practically bounces into my office with excitement.


“A baby … don’t you mean a knickknack?” a voice calls out. I recognize it immediately. Matthew stands in the doorway, dressed in a J.Crew knit sweater and chino pants. He looks like a skinnier Brad Pitt, replete with dirty blond hair that is messy in a way that can only be achieved via a two-hundred-dollar haircut. He has dull blue eyes that draw you in slowly as opposed to striking you all at once, so you can savor the spell they create.


Matthew sashays across the room to me with all the poise of a runway model. He turns whatever room he is in into a stage. This is how he commands a room. This is why he is paid a king’s ransom as a lobbyist for a pharmaceutical company that changes from time to time based on who’s paying him the most. Matthew and I have been friends since our days in law school at Yale, but it’s been over a year since I last saw him.


“Oh my God!” Without missing a beat, we are wrapped up in each other’s arms. “What are you doing here?”


“Just got in yesterday,” he says, backing up while still holding my hands in the air. “Let me see you.” I give him half a twirl. “Still killing it,” he compliments.


I look to Anne who is standing a few feet from us, one hand holding her elbow as if she were completely out of place. “You remember my assistant?”


“Of course.” Matthew walks to Anne and holds out a hand. “It’s Anna, right?”


She nods and shakes his hand.


“No, Matthew. It’s Anne, not Anna,” I correct. Anne needs to learn to speak up for herself.


“I’m so sorry, Anne. It’s great to see you again.” He waltzes over and takes a seat in my chair. “Still got the biggest office in the building, I see.”


“Would you expect anything less?” I raise an eyebrow.


“No way. Not from Sarah Morgan. But you plan to throw it all away for a knickknack. Shame.” He shakes his head in dismay.


“A knickknack?” Anne asks, taking a couple more steps toward Matthew.


“You don’t want to know. Don’t even get him started,” I say with a laugh.


Matthew crosses one leg over the other and leans forward. “I just have this theory that animals and babies are the knickknacks of our lives. Nice to look at and fun to collect, but they serve no real purpose.”


“That’s awful,” Anne says with disgust.


“But is it?” he asks. “Why add burdens that slow you down? If anything, I am an altruist, looking out for Sarah’s best interest.”


“I told you; you didn’t want to know. I love everything about Matthew except that.” I lean against my desk and pat his knee. “It’s his only flaw.” I laugh.


“And that I’m gay,” he adds with a chuckle.


“That’s not a flaw.”


“It is for you.” He winks and proceeds to tickle my side.


“Well, I think it’s great that you and Adam are trying for a baby.” Anne smiles.


“Is it? Am I crazy?” I look at Anne and Matthew for clarity.


“Yes,” Matthew says.


“No way! Why would you say that?” Anne questions.


“I don’t know. I’ve never wanted kids before. My childhood was less than ideal.” Matthew nods along to my words. “But it just hit me when I was sitting at this café last week. I saw this woman pushing her baby in a stroller, and I had this pang of jealousy like a need for a child of my own. And now, I think it might be too late,” I confess.


“It’s never too late. There are fertility programs and adoption.” Anne gives an encouraging smile.


“Let’s hope it’s too late,” Matthew snarks.


I narrow my eyes at him, telling him to stop, while Anne gives him a stern look.


“I’m thirty-three years old. Like, do I even have the energy to be a mom anymore?”


“Are you kidding me? You’re like the damn Energizer bunny, Sarah. You keep going and going. You’re in here before 7 a.m. and leave after 6 p.m. nearly every day—sometimes later. That lucky kid isn’t going to have enough energy to keep up with you.”


“That is the only thing I can agree with Anne on. You do have a crazy amount of energy,” Matthew says. I smile at them both.


I’ve done so much in my career and have achieved things that most people never will. I’ve defended crooked politicians, murderers, and money launderers. I run corporate law firm teams, and I’ve helped build this company from the ground up. But for some reason, despite all I’ve accomplished, the one thing that scares me is being a mother, something that should come naturally. “Thanks, Anne,” I say with sincerity. “No thanks to you, Matthew,” I jab.


He dramatically grabs his chest, pretending to be heartbroken.


Anne asks, “What does Adam think of all this?”


“I’ve never seen him happier.”


“Why am I not surprised?” Matthew rolls his eyes.


“What’s that supposed to mean?” I push myself off the desk.


“Well, his career has flatlined. So, a kid will make him feel like his life has meaning again. It’s the only reason the human race isn’t extinct, because people with no purpose breed,” he says nonchalantly.


Anne’s mouth drops open.


I’m entirely used to Matthew’s off-the-wall opinions. I swear he says things just to get a rise out of people, but I’ve learned to never give him that rise. “What brings you to DC?” I ask, ignoring his previous statement.


“Six-month contract here. You’ll be seeing a lot of me.” He winks.


“Aren’t we lucky?” Anne says sarcastically. She’ll get used to him.


“Sweetheart, you are.” Matthew walks to the bookshelf and starts pulling out random volumes.


Anne tells me she’s going to make sure everything is ready for court later this morning. This high-profile case has consumed me for the past year, and I’m hoping that once it’s over, I’ll be able to focus on Adam. She leaves my office, closing the door behind her.


“Finally,” Matthew says.


“Stop.” I pluck some papers from my desk and shuffle them around.


“I’m just kidding, and I’m totally busting her balls.” He takes a seat across from me at my desk.


“I know. I know exactly how you are.” I smirk.


“I always test people. If they can’t handle me at my worst, they don’t deserve me at my best,” he says, raising his chin.


“But there is no best with you, Matthew.”


“That’s the secret they find out once it’s too late.” He laughs. “Now that I’m in town for a while, will you have time for me?” He raises an eyebrow.


“You don’t even have to ask.”
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ADAM MORGAN


Sarah is gone when I open my eyes. For the first time in a long time, I wake up feeling good—like everything is going to be okay. Sarah finally wants what I want: a family. We’re on the same page. All this time, I’ve been several chapters ahead of her, and now she’s caught up. I hope she’ll take a step back from the firm and focus on starting a family. I have a feeling what we did last night took, and in nine months we’ll be welcoming a baby Morgan to the world. This is what I was meant to be, a father.


I slide out of bed and put on a pair of boxers, balled up beside the nightstand. With a bit of pep in my step, I brush my teeth, rearrange my bed head, and throw a couple handfuls of water in my face. Today is going to be a good day. It’s 11:30 a.m., and I slept in a bit longer than I intended, but it doesn’t matter, because today is the first day of the rest of my life.


As I go down the stairs, it hits me like a smack in the face … Kelly. Shit, I shouldn’t have done that. I shouldn’t have written that note. I should have ended it last night. I run back up the stairs to retrieve my cell phone. Just as I grab it, the doorbell rings. I quickly put on a pair of pants and a T-shirt and slip my phone into my pocket. The doorbell rings again.


“Jesus Christ. I’m coming!”


There are several loud knocks.


“Hold on!” I make my way down the hallway, down the stairs, and to the front door. I swing it open and find two men standing there in matching attire: tan Dickies uniforms, complete with utility belts and wide-brim hats. The looks on their faces are similar, stern and frustrated … or is that disgust or discontent? I can’t really tell. I rub my eyes. The one on the left, a tall white male with a hard jaw and piercing green eyes, speaks first.


“I’m Sheriff Ryan Stevens. Are you Adam Morgan?” he asks.


I nod.


The one on the right speaks next, an even taller dark-skinned man with broad shoulders and a visage that looks chiseled from stone. “I’m Deputy Marcus Hudson. We need to ask you some questions about your whereabouts yesterday evening.”


“What’s this about?” I grip the front door with one hand and exchange glances with both the sheriff and his deputy. There are two squad cars parked on the street.
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