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But here I am, at 8:52 a.m., sitting in my car, staring at the front 
entrance, because I don’t think I’m mentally capable of working at 
this firm anymore. It’s killing me.

Well, maybe not killing me, but it’s definitely not helping me. I 
refuse to live a life being unhappy. Which is why I asked my husband 
for a divorce eighteen months ago.

“Miley!”
Jesus, Mary, and motherfucking Joseph. I look to my left out-

side my driver-side window and see my best friend, Colbie, standing 
there laughing. Colbie and I have gone to school together since kin-
dergarten, besties ever since, and coincidentally, we work in the same 
building together on Broadway in downtown Albany. It’s a historic 
area with a complex of government buildings, shoulder-to-shoulder 
storefronts, and the timeless charm of cobblestone pathways.

Colbie is a financial advisor on the eleventh floor at some 
hoity-toity institution, and I’m someone’s bitch for a living.

I’m not bitter. I’m just saying.
That said, I don’t like being startled, let alone first thing in the 

morning, and she purposely does that shit all the time.
“Asshole!” I scream through the glass while simultaneously roll-

ing down my window.
“What cha doing?” Colbie says so cheerfully, it makes me again 

reconsider all my life choices.
“I’m debating if my salary is worth my misery.”
Colbie dramatically rolls her eyes. “Your pity party is over. 

You’ve had months to dwell. I stood by your side when you ended 
your marriage, and I’ll do it again if and when you tell your boss to 
go suck a duck.”

She really is the best. She’s been there for me since day dot. Her 
advice means everything, especially when others are always tiptoeing 
around me.

“I think today might be that day. I just want happiness. And 
this isn’t cutting it anymore.”

“No shit, Sherlock.” She opens my door and takes my hand, 
practically dragging me out of my car. “You’ve been unhappy for so 
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but he didn’t and he wouldn’t. He didn’t care. It left me heartbroken, 
which ultimately led to me asking for a divorce.

I look at Colbie, and I know she’s right. I’m the only one stop-
ping myself from being happy at work. I need to move on. I did this 
once. I can do it again.

“I know, I’m going to talk to Jeff, I promise,” I tell Colbie, half 
lying.

I’ve promised her this same thing multiple times. There’s no 
way she believes me. Although she did almost shit herself when I told 
her that I asked Derek for a divorce.

We walk through the front door and into the open elevators 
where she presses the buttons for floors 7 and 11. The ride up is 
silent. She knows that I’ve met my max for today, and thankfully, she 
doesn’t press the issue any further.

When the elevator stops on floor 7 and the doors slowly open, 
I know it’s my time to depart.

Ugh. Fuck. My. Life.
“Love you. See you at noon for lunch?” I ask while giving her a 

hug goodbye.
“Yes. Text me if anything changes,” she says as I exit the elevator, 

and it immediately begins to close.
“Will do.” I half smile at her and continue toward my destina-

tion. Hell.
Approximately sixteen seconds later, I am greeted with the 

world’s most annoying receptionist.
“Mr. O’Connell has two consults today,” she says while practi-

cally shoving the files in my face.
“Thanks, Tracey—”
She doesn’t let me finish my sentence. Typical.
“Your first is a college kid who got a DWI and has rich parents.”
Oh, lovely. Can’t wait.
“And the second?” I ask, even though it makes me cringe.
“A musician that let fame go to his head.”
Okay, wow.
I thought I was blunt. Zero filter on this one over here.
“Was anyone hurt?” I interrupt.
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and stare down and skim the document. It appears to be pretty stan-
dard. The content basically says, “Fuck around and find out.”

I look back up at Jeff as he sits back down at his desk and ask, 
“Did you sign one too?”

Being the top-notch douchebag that he is, he smirks and says, 
“Yup, signed it last night around eleven, so scribble on the paper so 
we can discuss.”

Don’t flip your switch, Miley. Take a deep breath. Don’t react. You 
know he’s an asshole. This is how he operates. Just sign the NDA, and let’s 
get through this day.

I “scribble” on the paper and slide it back to him and smile. 
“Here you go.”

He takes the document and says, “Greylan Asher was involved 
in an incident last night and is looking to retain us.”

Why do I know that name?

Greylan

“Get up!” I hear someone yell from across the room, but I 
ignore them.

Why is my head pounding? Where am I? Who the hell is screaming?
“I said wake the fuck up!” the person says firmly, and I hear 

them walking toward me. I physically cannot lift my head from the 
pillow. It’s painful to open my eyes. My mouth is so dry that I can’t 
speak. I feel like death.

I slowly turn from my stomach and onto my back and slightly 
open one eye to see who is hovering over me like an asshole.

“Go shower. I left clothes in my bathroom for you,” my man-
ager, Ivan Stevens, says strictly.

I am so confused. What is happening right now?
I start to sit up and look around. I have absolutely no idea where 

I am. This isn’t good.
“Where am I?” I mumble.
“At my parents’ house.” He looks super pissed. “You idiot.”
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I walk into the kitchen and see a nurse setting up my IV. I can’t 
say this is a first. I like to compare IV therapy to magic.

I take a seat and look toward Ivan. He responds with his eyes, 
which basically say, “Shut the fuck up, and don’t say a goddamn word 
in front of this lady.”

And that’s what I do. I sit there in complete silence for forty-five 
minutes and continue to piece all the details from last night together.

After the nurse packs up and leaves, I look at Ivan. “What do 
I do?”

For a second, it looks like he might feel sorry for me, but then 
turns his back, and through clenched teeth, he slowly says, “I told 
you not to fucking go.”

“Ivan, what do I do?”
“We’re going to meet with my uncle Jeff,” he says while texting 

someone on his phone. “And before you even ask, yes, I made him 
sign an NDA.”
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to stay that way.” He sends a quick text, and when he is finished, he 
looks at me and says, “I’ll need you to bring them up the back way.”

I’m sorry, what did he just say?
“That’s ridiculous,” I say quickly.
“That’s a requirement,” he replies even faster.
I’m so annoyed right now that I don’t even respond. I just stand 

up from my chair and walk directly out of his office.
This is absolutely insane.
And he’s being dead serious.
I head to my office, shut the door, and hide behind my screen 

until it’s time to go to lunch with Colbie.
I grab my bag, keys, and phone and head toward the exit, but as 

I’m walking out, Tracey stops me. “Mr. O’Connell wanted me to tell 
you that your client is coming early and to be back by two.”

I think I literally just stare at her for a solid eight seconds. “Thanks.”
I take the elevator down to the cafeteria on level B and head 

toward the corner table where I always sit with Colbie a couple times 
a week.

“My day has been so weird, and I’m so baffled that I’m practi-
cally speechless.”

I plop down on my seat, sitting directly across from her where 
she looks at me, waiting for me to continue.

“I was just forced into signing a nondisclosure agreement before 
a potential client would come meet with us. We don’t even know 
what the guy did. Oh, and I was ordered to bring him in using the 
back staircase. That’s fucking weird, right?” I ramble. “And do you 
know what O’Douchebag said? He said, ‘It’s a requirement!’ It’s a 
fucking requirement that I escort some guy I don’t even know to and 
from his vehicle and the firm.”

She just stares at me.
“Make that make sense,” I finish.
Colbie stands up and walks by me, taps the top of my head 

twice, and says, “I need a second to process all of that information. 
I’m going to grab a wrap. Be right back.” She then walks away.

I follow behind her, grab a quesadilla with extra sour cream, and 
cash out.
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Okay, he’s a super private person. Noted.
And he grew up around here. That’s interesting.
I click on the Images tab in Google, and sweet baby Jesus, he 

is insanely good-looking. His dark almost black eyes look like they 
could pierce through your soul. His short textured hair accentuates 
his strong jawline and trimmed facial hair, which adds a touch of 
rugged sophistication.

I grab my phone and open my Instagram app and search his 
name. Right at the top with a blue check mark is his profile. Good 
lord, 2.7M followers. He’s famous famous.

I scroll through more photos and videos and then switch to 
my YouTube app. I type in his name and play the first video that 
comes up.

Empty whiskey bottle, sunrise 
peekin’ through the blinds

Another night I chased the shadows, 
leavin’ good sense behind

It used to be your laughter, that 
chased away the mornin’ dew

Now it’s just the bottom of this 
glass, and a memory of you

Wow, that’s dark.
Greylan is extremely talented, I will say that.
His music blends country, hip-hop, and pop elements, and 

his stage presence radiates an undeniable sense of “I know what I’m 
doing.” It’s very entertaining.

That said, I still feel a bit uneasy about him and his situation.
After watching a few more videos on YouTube, I grab my stupid 

steno pad and a pen, walk it over to the empty conference room, set-
ting it down on the table where I typically sit, and then head toward 
the back staircase where I await for their arrival.
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“Do you even remember what happened last night?” he snaps.
“Yes.” Well, at least I think I remember.
“I highly doubt that.” He finally takes a seat at the table and 

says, “What the fuck were you thinking?”
“I wasn’t thinking, Ivan.” I put my head in my hands. “I was 

reacting.”
“That’s one way to put it. You’re lucky I was close by.” Ivan’s 

parents’ house is only minutes from the bar I was at.
“I know, thank you.” If it weren’t for him, I’d probably be in a 

jail cell right now.
“Let’s get going. We have an hour drive.” He stands and grabs 

I’m guessing his parents’ car keys off the counter. “We can talk more 
in the car.”

The car is silent. We don’t talk. Each minute is a weighted 
pause. The slow, building tension, filling the space between us. We 
pull into a back parking lot shortly before two o’clock. Ivan grabs his 
phone to text someone. “Just letting him know that we are here,” his 
eyes still on the screen. “His assistant is going to bring us in through 
the back so no one sees you.”

I stay quiet, not wanting to complain that another person is 
going to be involved.

The back door opens, and out comes a woman with long dark 
hair and full lips wearing a fitted dress that accentuates her entire body.

We exit the vehicle as she approaches. “HI, Ivan. It’s good to 
see you.”

They know each other? I’ve never met her.
“Hey, Miley, thanks for meeting us out back. We appreciate it. 

This is my friend, Greylan. Greylan, this is Miley, my uncle Jeff ’s 
assistant.”

Wow, this girl is naturally beautiful.
I extend my hand. “Nice to meet you, Miley.”
“You as well.” She heads for the door. “We’re going to need to 

take the stairs up to the seventh floor. We don’t have elevators in the 
back.”

I’m so thankful for that IV therapy earlier. I’d be toast if I had to 
hike up seven floors being in the condition that I was in this morning.
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