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From the Back Cover 

 

If your mom was having an affair would you tell your dad? 

Sloane: 

My mom is supposed to be the perfect Christian, but she's a hypocrite, and it's eating me up inside. Is 

staying quiet about it the right thing to do, or is my silence consent? Her disappearance is tearing my Dad 

apart. He deserves to know that the woman he's so worried about is a liar and a cheat. But do I have the 

guts to tell him? 

Marshal: 

Watching Sloane's life unravel isn't easy. And it makes it even harder for me to stay away from her 

despite her saying we're over. We don't have to be defined by our parents' mistakes, but Sloane seems to 

be on autopilot on the highway to self-destruction. And I don't know how to help her. 



Chapter 1: Sloane 

 

The last thing I needed right now was to see Marshal Aaronson, the gorgeous dark-haired bad boy 

I fell in love with a few months ago, on TV. Especially not in a Levi's jeans commercial, wearing nothing 

but the jeans, flaunting his ripped abs and shooting the camera smoldering looks. 

There was an unpleasant squeeze in my chest as my gaze connected with his dark eyes. If he was 

truly a Christian now, he should know that sexualizing himself for money was wrong. He had a 

scantily-clad blond draped all over him. He should also know that was wrong. 

Why am I watching this? 

I grabbed the remote from Grace and changed the channel. 

"Hey!" Grace protested. She was sprawled on the floor in the den with a magazine. "I love that 

commercial." 

Grace was so insensitive it bordered on evil. She knew I was hurting over my breakup with 

Marshal. A good friend would scoff at the commercial and say he looked terrible. A good friend would 

tell me I was well rid of him. 

"I hate it," Rhiannon said, shooting me a sympathetic glance. "He looks like such an arrogant 

jerk, pouting at the camera like that." She was wiping the sofa across the room with leather cleaner. The 

den stank of chemicals. 

Taylor, our neat-freak roomie, had instructed Rhiannon to clean the sofas. Grace was ordered to 

vacuum the floor and I was supposed to dust and wipe all the surfaces. We'd usually dismiss Taylor as a 

nag, but the apartment was in a sorry state of chaos. She was right about us needing to clean up.  

She'd also threatened to move out if we didn't listen. Since she was the best—and the most 

frequent—cook, we decided we'd better obey. Taylor was so sweet she'd even started making two meals 

each evening. One 'normal' meal for everyone else and a separate healthy meal for me since I won the 

Miss New York pageant in January and needed to maintain a healthy diet. 

Grace and I hadn't done our chores yet, but Taylor wouldn't get back from her classes until six so 

we could relax until five forty-five. 

Grace cooed suddenly. "Marshal is really crushing it with this whole modeling thing." She held 

up the magazine she was reading. "Look, Sloane. He was at New York fashion week, mingling with 

celebrities." 

I looked at the picture. Marshal had his arm around a woman who looked vaguely familiar. She 

must be a model. My heart shriveled. It doesn't matter, I told myself. 



But my heart didn't believe me. I was hurt. 

I shouldn't be hurt. 

After all the drama and pain last month he'd told me he still loved me and still wanted us to be 

together. I was the one who turned him down and said I needed space to think, so I had no right to be hurt 

that he was moving on. 

In fact, I was the one who'd planted the idea of modeling in his mind. He'd been thinking of ways 

to become financially independent of his father and I'd suggested that he model. Something I bitterly 

regretted now. 

No, I'm happy for him, I insisted to myself. All the visualization, positivity, and success gurus I 

listened to said you had to be happy for the success of others and maintain a positive, internal attitude no 

matter what. I'm happy that he's happy. 

Yeah right. 

To be honest, it wasn't fair that there were millions of aspiring models out there, and he'd 

probably just waltzed up to a modeling agency, asked for a contract, and gotten one immediately, just 

because he was Marshal Aaronson, the son of billionaire playboy Eli Aaronson. Most people would call 

me privileged, but I'd still had to work hard to achieve the things I'd achieved: my Miss New York crown, 

and my job with Henry Griffiths, governor of New York. Okay, his daughter, Lorna, was my friend, and 

had put in a good word for me, but I'd still had to do a good interview. Marshal, however, was privileged 

on a whole other level. 

Grace was still staring at me. "I heard he's going to be in a music video with—" 

"Grace," Rhiannon snapped, cutting in. "Sloane doesn't want to know." 

"Okay, but you'll want to know this," Grace said. "Rumor has it that he's dating—" 

"Grace!" Rhiannon growled, spraying Grace with the leather cleaner. 

"Are you trying to kill me?" Grace screamed. The shrill sound pierced my eardrums. 

"Leather cleaner won't kill you," Rhiannon replied. 

Grace rubbed her eyes. "Right. Maybe it'll just make me blind." 

Rhiannon rolled her eyes. 

"I'm serious." Grace whimpered. "You got me in the eye!" 

"Well, shut up about Marshal and I won't have to spray you again." 

Grace shot Rhiannon a glare and then picked up her magazine again. Thankfully, she didn't try to 

say anything else about Marshal. I could hug Rhiannon for making her shut up. 

I wanted to be mad at Grace, but the truth was, I knew she wasn't just being insensitive. She just 

wanted to know why Marshal and I had broken up and she was trying to provoke me into telling her. I'd 

told Taylor the truth about all that had happened, since she was the deep spiritual one and would pray for 



me rather than judge me or dole out unwanted advice. But I'd just mumbled something vague to Grace 

and Rhiannon when they asked about the breakup, and told them I wasn't upset about it. Of course, if I 

truly wanted them to believe I wasn't upset, I should have tried harder to act like I wasn't upset. However, 

I was beyond upset. I was in a place where it was an effort just to go out and face each day. 

I quickly dragged myself away from that mental path. I wasn't thinking about it. I couldn't let 

myself think about it. Not while Grace and Rhiannon were here. Thinking about all that had happened 

was reserved for bedtime, when I was alone in the dark. Nobody to see my tears. Nobody to witness my 

pain. 

Rhiannon finished cleaning the last sofa. She set the cloth and can of leather cleaner inside the 

little container Taylor kept them in. She shot me a look. "I do wish you would talk to us, though. It's 

obvious you're hurting over the breakup." 

Grace's head snapped up from the magazine. She looked at me. 

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as they both stared at me. This was my own fault for choosing 

to hang out with them in the den, rather than going straight to my room once I got home from college 

thirty minutes ago. But I'd been doing that a lot lately: isolating myself. I knew they were concerned 

about me, so I'd decided to hang out with them. 

"Please tell us," Grace said. Her eyes were worried. "What did he do to you?" 

I wasn't sure how to answer that question. So much had happened. We'd both hurt each other. I 

remembered the pain in his eyes when I told him about my abortion. Sudden tears stung my eyes. I 

blinked quickly. 

It all started when I found out my mom was having an affair with Marshal's dad. Actually, it 

started before then, with the dare. In fact, it was Grace who dared me to kiss Marshal. Technically, I could 

blame her for everything. 

Actually, I couldn't. Marshal would never have spoken to me again after Grace dared me to kiss 

him if not for the fact that his dad asked him to try and find out from me what my mom's next product 

was. 

"Sloane?" Rhiannon prompted. 

I realized they were both still looking at me. 

"Uh, I slept with Marshal." I cringed internally, and waited for my friends to both go berserk. We 

were all supposed to be Christians, but Grace and Rhiannon had gone completely off the rails. College 

had changed them. Taylor was still a Christian, though. I used to be somewhere in the middle: not bad, 

but not entirely good either. That had changed now. 

I noticed that neither Grace nor Rhiannon looked surprised by my revelation. 

"We gathered that," Grace said. "You went to Miami with him for a so-called 'visualization 



weekend'. Of course you slept with him." 

The fact that they weren't surprised I'd slept with Marshal was pretty disconcerting. A few months 

ago, they would have been completely scandalized by the idea of me sleeping with someone. I guess I'd 

changed a lot over the past few months. 

"Is that why you broke up?" Rhiannon asked. "Or did something else happen?" 

I exhaled. "In a nutshell, our relationship was a farce." 

"What do you mean?" Rhiannon asked, her blue eyes serious. 

"He only started a relationship with me because his dad told him to find out what my mom's next 

product is going to be." 

Grace's and Rhiannon's eyes widened. 

"That's terrible!" Grace exclaimed. 

"I hope you didn't tell him?" Rhiannon asked. 

"How did you find out?" Grace asked. 

I decided to answer Grace, and leave Rhiannon's question unanswered. "Remember when 

Marshal and I went to Vegas for his dad's birthday party?" 

They both nodded. 

"Marshal wanted to introduce me to his dad because I was...pregnant." 

Rhiannon's jaw dropped. Grace's eyes widened. 

Fresh pain squeezed my heart. I bit back the tears that threatened. Instinctively, my hand went to 

my abdomen. I snatched it away. "Marshal's dad told me about it all: how he asked Marshal to get close to 

me and find out about my mom's product." 

"His dad exposed him?" Rhiannon asked. "Why would he do that? Why would he tell you?" 

"He didn't want Marshal to marry me. He wants Marshal to marry a Jewish girl." 

Rhiannon looked indignant. "Right. So he had a motive for ruining your relationship. What if he 

was lying just to split you up?" 

"He wasn't lying. Regardless of his motive, it's the truth. Marshal got close to me for a reason." 

I was angry about that, but not as angry as I could be. I knew Marshal had cared about me despite 

only getting close to me because his dad had told him to. He'd done it for his sick cousin. I understood 

that. 

"I don't get it," Grace said. "I saw the way Marshal always used to look at you. Was that all a lie? 

I can't believe he was such a convincing actor." 

I said nothing. I didn't want to talk about it. My heart was hammering. My throat was getting all 

painful and tight. 

Rhiannon's gaze dropped to my belly. "Are you still pregnant, now?" 



I shook my head. I'd had an abortion immediately after Marshal's dad told me. The baby was 

gone. 

Grace and Rhiannon were quiet. 

There was so much more that I wasn't telling them: 

The abortion was the worst thing I'd ever done. 

I'd stopped going to church because of my mom's affair. 

I had told Marshal about my mom's product and I was terrified that his dad was going to sabotage 

her product launch next month. 

Marshal hadn't wanted us to break up. 

I remembered the intensity in his dark eyes, outside JFK airport. I'd just gotten back from Vegas 

after having the abortion. I didn't know how he beat me to New York. 

I still love you. 

The words haunted me. They rang in my ears each and every day, and echoed in my dreams each 

night.  He wanted to work it out despite being mad at me for having an abortion. But I was too confused 

at the time to continue our relationship. And now, by the looks of things, he had well and truly moved on. 

I rose to my feet before Grace and Rhiannon could ask me any more questions. I'd said enough. 

My eyes flooded with tears as I walked out of the den and went to my room. 

It had been a month since the abortion, but the pain still overshadowed everything else. It had 

taken me a few weeks to recover physically, but the emotional wounds would probably take a long time 

to heal. I didn't know how to speed up the process. I didn't know how to heal. 

It was still crazy to me that I'd found myself in that situation. Pregnant. By Marshal Aaronson, of 

all people. 

In my defense, my world was tipped out of balance when I found out about my mom's affair. I 

became reckless, stopped making rational decisions, started going against everything I believed in. I 

would never have dated Marshal before I found out about my mom's affair. It was like her affair made 

something snap inside me. 

The affair was over now, but I wasn't sure if my mom had told my dad about it yet. She probably 

hadn't. She'd probably pretend nothing had ever gone wrong, and my dad would never suspect her of 

anything. That was maddening, but at least the affair was over. Marshal's dad had dumped her. I didn't 

know if she was hurt or not, and I didn't care. I was just glad it was over. 

My cell phone rang as I lowered myself onto my bed. A glance at the screen told me it was Jacob 

Wright from work. He was one of Henry Griffiths's speech writers. I hadn't spoken to him much at work, 

although I had definitely noticed him. He was tall, with the broad physique that always caught my eye. He 

had café au lait skin and waves in his black hair. He'd asked me for my number yesterday. I shouldn't 



have given it to him, but I'd told myself he might not be interested in me. Just because a guy asked for 

your number didn't mean he was interested in you. Right? 

If I'd met Jacob a few months ago, I would have had a major crush on him. However, I was in too 

much pain right now to muster the emotion required to have a crush on somebody. 

"Hi, Jacob," I answered. 

"Sloane." The phone line made his voice sound even deeper than usual. 

Something wobbled in my heart. Had I said I didn't have the capacity to develop a crush right 

now? Maybe I was wrong. I twirled a lock of hair around my finger. Jacob would be a perfect rebound 

guy. Someone that would make me forget Marshal. 

I really wanted to forget Marshal. 

My mind flashed back to December when Marshal took me to Miami. The way he looked at me 

throughout that weekend. The kisses. The tender words. 

An image of Marshal's face materialized before my eyes. His dark eyes. His smile. 

Stop it, Sloane. 

"I didn't see you at work today," Jacob said. 

Great. He'd probably just called over something work related and I was getting carried away 

thinking he was calling because he liked me. 

"Yeah, I'm part time. I'm still at college." There was no way he didn't already know that. 

"Oh. What's your major?" 

"Politics." 

"Is it a busy time at college right now?" 

Odd question. I frowned slightly. 

"Any immediate deadlines?" he asked. 

"No," I said, slowly. 

"Good. That means you have no reason to turn me down if I ask you out for Friday night." 

I smiled. 

"It's hip hop night at Bassline. Open mic." 

Bassline was a club in town. I'd never been there, but I'd heard they were good about allowing 

aspiring musicians to showcase their talent. "Are you a musician?" That wouldn't surprise me. Jacob 

emanated a cool relaxed vibe that I imagined most musicians had. 

"I'm in a rap group." 

"Cool. You have a website where I can listen?" I asked, stalling on giving him an answer about 

the date. I definitely found him attractive, but I wasn't sure if I was ready to go out on a date with 

someone. He probably wasn't a Christian, so he might expect...things. Things I wasn't ready for. 



Not that I was a Christian anymore, anyway. But if I went on a date with him, I didn't think I'd 

want to kiss him. At least not yet. Not on our first date. Not while I was still processing so much pain. I 

definitely wouldn't want to go any further than a kiss. 

Jacob rattled off a website. I made a mental note of the name. "So, will you come on Friday?" he 

asked. "It starts at seven." 

"I would love to, but I already have plans for Friday." I cringed at the lie. "It's my friend's 

birthday, so we're all going for dinner." 

There was a long pause. I grimaced. Did he know I was lying? 

"That's a shame," he said eventually. "Another time, then? How about we go out to dinner next 

week?" 

I covered my face with my hands. "I'm out next week as well." 

"Sounds like you're a busy woman." 

"Kinda." I was cringing again.  

But I couldn't really say to him, Look. My ex-boyfriend betrayed me and I'm recovering from an 

abortion, so I'm not ready to date yet.  

"I have a few busy weekends lined up," I told him. 

"Good for you. That's the college lifestyle." 

"Guess so." 

"Well, I guess I'll see you at work tomorrow?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay, Sloane," Jacob said lightly. "See you." 

"See you."   

I grimaced as I hung up. That was terrible. 

Seeing him at work was going to be real awkward now. Maybe I should have just said yes, after 

all I did find him attractive. 

No, you did the right thing, I told myself. I wasn't ready. 

My phone rang again. I thought it would be Jacob again, and my heartbeat paused, until I saw that 

it was my dad. I snatched the phone up. "Hi, Dad." 

"Hey, baby girl." 

Something in his tone made my ears prick up. "Is everything okay?" 

He was quiet. 

"What happened?" I asked. Had Mom finally come clean with him? My heart skipped a beat. He 

deserved to know, but he would be so hurt. My heart went out to him. 

"Uh, Sloane?" 



"Yeah?" 

"I'm sorry to tell you this on the phone, but I want to tell you before you see it in the media. Your 

mom is missing." 

I frowned. "Mom is missing?" 

"Yes. She went to a conference in LA last week. She was due back two days ago. I wasn't worried 

when she didn't show because she's come home late from conferences before. But it's been two days 

now." 

My dad's voice didn't crack or wobble, but something in his tone told me he was extremely 

worried. 

"I've been calling her, but she's not answering," he told me. "None of her colleagues have seen 

her this week. I've just reported her missing to the police." My dad paused, and silence roared over the 

line. 

I wanted to believe that there was a good reason for my mom's disappearance, like something 

terrible had happened, but I didn't. Instead of concern, I was filled with suspicion. 

"I don't want you to freak out," Dad said. "As I said, it could get to the press, and I didn't want 

you to find out that way." 

All I could manage was a grunt. 

"I'm sorry I had to tell you over the phone. I'm still at the police station." 

"Does Sadie know?" 

"I'm going to call her now." 

My dad tried to reassure me that he was sure mom was fine, and then we said goodbye and hung 

up. 

I stared at the Miss New York tiara on my dresser, dread filling my heart. What if my mom had 

gone back to Eli? What if she'd decided to finally take the plunge and divorce my dad? 

But if she wanted to do that, she would tell him, rather than just go missing. 

What if things had gotten ugly between her and Eli since their breakup? Eli was rich enough to 

harm someone and get away with it.  

I gave myself a mental shake. Now was not the time to let my imagination start running wild. 

I found my mom's number on my phone and called her. I couldn't remember the last time I'd 

called her. I was much closer to my dad—especially since finding out about her affair. 

The phone didn't even ring. It just went straight to her voicemail. I wondered whether to leave a 

message. There was a beep and then silence as I was supposed to start speaking. 

I hung up. 



Chapter 2: Marshal 

 

I felt as slimy as the sushi on Garrett's dish as I joined Garrett and Jon for lunch at one of the 

quieter cafeterias on campus. It was quiet because it was cheap. Our peers, being the status conscious 

crowd that they were, preferred to dine at pricier places. Since cutting all ties with my father, I was done 

with that kind of lifestyle. 

My cell phone buzzed. My dad was calling. I rejected the call and then tucked the phone into my 

pocket. My dad had been calling me constantly since yesterday. I wondered why, but I wasn't curious 

enough to call him back. 

I grabbed a menu from the holder at the center of the table and locked my gaze on the main 

courses. 

Jon kicked me under the table. "Avoiding eye contact isn't going to help you." 

I didn't reply. Jazz music played softly from overhead speakers, but with my headache it was just 

extra noise that my brain had to deal with. 

"What happened?" Garrett asked 

"It's obvious what happened," Jon said. 

I lowered the menu, and sighed. "Nothing happened." 

They both looked surprised. Obviously, they couldn't believe that a dirty dog such as I could go 

home with Alana Mordisio, a hot new model, and nothing would happen. 

Garrett nailed me with a look. "You left the party with that model chick, right?" 

My gaze returned to the menu. I couldn't believe I'd done it. What was I thinking? 

"You were drunk," Garrett added, as though I'd forgotten. As though the incessant roaring in my 

head wasn't reminder enough. "You were drunk," he repeated. "You left with a cute girl, and you didn't 

come home all night; and you expect us to believe that nothing happened?" 

"Nothing happened," I ground out. I was trying to put it out of my mind. There'd been a kiss, in 

Alana's limo. But I came to my senses when the limo stopped outside her mansion in the Upper East side. 

Despite my intoxication, I knew I couldn't follow her into her house, or things would happen. Things that 

shouldn't happen, now that I was a Christian. 

"So where have you been?" Jon asked. 

"At the Plaza Hotel," I mumbled. I couldn't get out of bed this morning, so I'd stayed at the hotel 

and tried to sleep off my hangover. I'd slept all morning, but the hangover hadn't lifted. 

"How'd you get to the Plaza Hotel?" Jon asked. 



All the questions were beginning to annoy me, but I guessed they had the right to ask. They'd 

probably been concerned about me. "I had Alana's limo take me." 

"So you want us to believe that, despite your drunkenness, you refused to go home with her and 

then you told the limo to take you to a hotel?" 

"That's what happened, whether you choose to believe it or not." 

Jon clapped me on the shoulder. 

Garrett gave a low whistle. "Good for you, man. We were worried, thinking you were getting it 

on all night." 

I said nothing. I wasn't proud of myself. I'd known yesterday's party would be trouble. That was 

why I'd invited Garrett and Jon to accompany me. I hadn't expected a bunch of models to conspire to get 

me drunk. 

Jon was giving me a pensive look that told me he was about to say something I might not like. 

"Go on," I prompted. 

"This whole modeling thing...?" He shrugged. "I'm happy that it's going so well for you. But you 

keep getting into trouble. You need to be careful. Maybe you need to do some serious thinking about it." 

When I first started modeling, a month ago, Garrett and Jon thought it was hilarious. They'd 

teased me nonstop about it. I'd taken the teasing on the chin, since I also thought it was silly myself. But it 

was a great way to become financially independent from my father. Sloane had put the idea in my head. 

Sloane. 

I groaned internally. I didn't want to think about her. 

"Is being a model what you really want?" Garrett asked. "I'm not dissing male models, or 

anything, but you've never mentioned it before. It's never been an ambition of yours. I'm not quite sure 

where it came from." 

He was right. I'd always stayed out of the limelight. It wasn't my thing. My dream had always 

been to have my own coaching company, which I had now. I even had my first client. Technically, Sloane 

had been my first client, but I wasn't set up properly then. I was set up now. I'd registered the company 

and everything. 

Sloane. 

I shook my head. Why wouldn't she get out of my mind? Out of my heart? I was sick of missing 

her. I wondered if she'd seen my commercial, or any of my modeling pictures. People had been emailing, 

calling, and texting me ever since I started modeling. I'd hoped she would too, but I hadn't heard from her. 

"I'm not sure where this whole modeling thing came from, either," Jon said. 

I tuned back into the conversation. "You're right," I told them. "I'm not really keen on being a 

model, or being in the limelight." In fact, I'd already decided, sometime this morning—which was a haze 



of vomiting and headaches—that I was giving it up. "I've already called my agency and told them I want 

out." 

They both looked shocked. "Really?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah," I replied. Modeling wasn't even fun anyway. And all the events I had to attend weren't 

fun. I had to pretend to be happy all the time. I was sick of smiling. Sick of air-kissing people. Sick of 

walking in an unnatural manner, or posing in ways that were supposed to be sexy, but I just found 

ridiculous. And most of all, I was sick of wearing make-up. I felt like such a girl. I'd done a few catwalk 

shows during fashion week, and backstage I'd been reminded of Sloane's pageants. 

Sloane. 

Arrgh! I needed to stop thinking about her. 

"So you would give up all that good money they're paying you, just like that?" Garrett asked, 

snapping his fingers. "Wow. That's deep. I began to doubt your salvation, when you left with that girl last 

night. But you're deep, man. Real deep." 

"I won't lie, I'm finding this whole Christianity thing a little hard sometimes," I mumbled. I hadn't 

been to church for two weeks. I'd felt too guilty after going to a party and almost sleeping with some girl 

whose name I didn't even know. That happened two weeks ago. I didn't want to repeat that, which was 

why I'd made Garrett and Jon come with me last night. Their presence hadn't made much of a difference 

since I'd been drunk and hadn't listened when they tried to stop me from leaving with Alana. I didn't know 

what made me change my mind in the limo. Maybe it was God. 

However, the main reason I'd stopped going to church was Christy. I'd been praying for her to get 

better, and she was slightly better since she was out of the coma now. But she wasn't out of the woods yet. 

I guess I expected God to answer my prayers and just heal her instantly. I guess a part of me was mad at 

Him. 

Garrett and Jon were both quiet as I waved a waitress over. I ordered fried noodles with chicken. I 

hoped I'd be able to keep it down. I was starving. I needed to eat. 

"I won't say I necessarily find being a Christian easy all the time," Jon told me, when the waitress 

left us. "But there are things you can do to make it easier." 

"Things like what?" I asked. 

"Real deep, drastic things like hanging out with people of a like mind, not going to places where 

you know you'll face temptation, attending church regularly." Jon grinned. "You know. Earth-shattering 

things like that." 

"Very funny," I replied. But I knew he was right. 

Garrett tossed a blob of sushi into his mouth. It took me supreme effort not to gag. "Apart from 

attending church," he said. "You should be reading the Bible on your own, too. And praying." 



I grunted. I hardly ever did either of those things. I did pray internally sometimes, while I was out 

and about—especially whenever I went to visit Christy at the hospital—but that was it. "Do you guys 

pray and read the Bible?" I asked. 

They both nodded. 

"When?" I asked. "I've never seen you." 

"First thing in the morning," Jon said. 

"Me too," Garrett said. 

"Can I join you, then?" I asked. 

They both nodded. "Maybe we can all do it together," Garrett said. 

"Something else that helped me," Jon said, "when I first became a Christian back in high school, 

was to keep myself occupied. The busier you are, the less time you have to think about cute girls, or go 

home with women." 

I rolled my eyes. "Sheesh, Jon—" 

"For real," Jon cut in. "Why do you think I'm so ripped? It's because I expend all my energy in the 

gym, so that I have no energy left by the time I get home. I can only sleep. No time for thinking about 

chicks. No time for watching stuff I shouldn't be watching on the Internet." 

Garrett chuckled. "I like that." 

The waitress returned with my noodles. Usually, I would dive in hungrily, but I decided it'd be 

best for my stomach if I took my time and ate slowly. I needed to see Christy this evening, but I couldn't 

go if I was still a mess like this. Aunt Shay would take one look at me and know I'd been up to no good. If 

I ate, at least a little, I should feel better. 

My cell phone buzzed. I groaned, knowing it would be my dad again. I checked just in case it was 

someone else. It was him. A text message this time. 

I tapped on it, only mildly curious to know why he suddenly wanted to speak to me. I stilled at 

the one word in the message: Sloane. 

What was that supposed to mean? 

I called him back immediately. 

"Everything okay?" Jon asked. 

I didn't reply. The phone was ringing. Annoyance crackled in my chest as it rang out. My dad was 

such a game player. I cut the call when his voicemail picked up. I called him again. Still no answer. 

My blood began to boil. I hadn't spoken to him since he told Sloane that I'd betrayed her trust. 

This had better not just be a ploy to get me to talk to him. I hated it when my father manipulated me. He 

was always manipulating me. 

I jumped to my feet. "I have to go." 



Garrett and Jon looked up at me. 

"Where?" Garrett called after me as I hurried towards the door. "Where are you going?" 

"To see my dad." 

◦◦◦◦◦ 

My dad's receptionist yelled to me that my dad was in a meeting with some very important clients 

as I stepped into the elevator and jabbed the button for the top floor. The doors closed. 

My heart was pounding with anger as the elevator ascended. If this was just a ploy to get a 

reaction out of me... 

What if he's been talking to Sloane again? 

The thought made nervous chills shiver down my spine. My dad had caused enough trouble. He 

should just leave Sloane alone. And stay out of my life. 

When I reached the top floor, my dad's PA, Josie, was waiting just outside the elevator doors, 

with a bright smile and a mug of coffee. No doubt the receptionist had warned her that I was on my way. 

"Mr. Aaronson, why don't you take a seat," she said thrusting the coffee up at me. "I'll check with 

your father and see if he's able—" 

I stepped around her and strode towards the wide mahogany door to my dad's office. 

"Uh, Mr. Aaronson. Please don't go in there—" 

"Why?" I snapped. Did he have a woman in there, or something? 

"He's meeting with important clients." 

I didn't care. My father shouldn't have pulled that sly trick on me if he didn't want me disrupting 

an important meeting. Sending me a text with just Sloane's name was a blow below the belt. 

"Mr. Aaronson—" Josie sounded desperate. 

I twisted the handle and pushed the door open. 

Half a dozen heads turned in my direction. My dad sat at the head of the table. A shrewd-looking 

Japanese man in a red kimono sat at the opposite end of the table. More Japanese people sat in the other 

seats. 

My dad had been trying to expand his Casino business in Japan for years. That must be what this 

was about. It truly was an important meeting, then. In that case I was glad I'd interrupted. 

I glared at my dad across the room. "How dare you?" 

My dad grinned at the Japanese guy across the table who was now frowning at me. "Uh, this is 

my son." My dad sent me a smile that had an edge to it. "Wait outside, Marshal. I'll speak to you when I 

finish." 

"You'll speak to me now!" I yelled. 

The Japanese people looked shocked. 



If I wasn't a Christian now I'd yell some curse words too, just to make sure I really sabotaged this 

meeting. The thought appealed to me, but I kept my mouth shut. 

My dad's face remained relaxed, but there was a slight hardening in his gaze that told me he was 

mad. I could tell he hadn't expected this reaction to his text. 

The man in the red kimono inclined his head. "Family business must always come before money 

business," he said in perfect unaccented English. 

My dad rose to his feet. 

The kimono-guy rose too. "We have concluded what we came here for. I do not accept your offer. 

You may contact my assistant if you would like to accept my offer." He snapped something in rapid 

Japanese, and all his people immediately jumped to their feet. 

I stood aside as they all filed towards the door. My dad was quiet. Kimono-guy bowed his head in 

his direction before stepping out of the room last. 

My dad's dark gaze was on me. A vein bulged in his neck. He was furious. I didn't care. 

"Sloane," I snapped. "What about her?" 

"Marshal." I could tell he was close to the edge. "Never interrupt one of my business meetings 

again." 

"I want to know why you sent me that text," I replied. 

"Get out." 

"Not until you tell me." 

My dad stared at me. 

I stared back. 

As I looked into his angry eyes, it occurred to me that I'd better be careful. I didn't know what he 

was planning to do with the information about Sloane's mom's next product. If he wasn't planning to leak 

it, I didn't want to do anything that would annoy him and make him change his mind. 

"I...didn't know you were in a business meeting," I said. It wasn't an apology, but my dad stared 

me down for a moment and must have decided to accept it as an apology because he released me from his 

angry stare and moved to his desk. 

He sat down in his executive chair and kicked his feet up on the desk. It was such a smarmy 

stereotypical 'executive' pose that I couldn't help the snarl that curled my lips. 

I shouldn't hate my own father, but I was close. I'd always disliked him, but the events of the past 

few months had completely filled me with bad blood towards him. I remembered the day I gave him the 

information about Sloane's mom's product. He was supposed to pay me four hundred and fifty thousand 

dollars. He hadn't paid me. He didn't want me to use the money to pay Christy's medical bills. He didn't 

care if Christy died. 



The final straw was when he told Sloane about our arrangement. Sloane had agreed to marry me, 

agreed to keep our baby and give up her ambitions of competing at Miss USA and Miss World. She'd 

loved me that much. My dad ruined it. Ruined everything. 

"I've seen your commercial," my dad said. "You're the image of me when I was younger. 

However, I took advantage of my looks and seduced all the hottest girls. You seem focused on Sloane 

Golding alone." 

I'd played the field in my freshman year and decided that lifestyle was empty. My dad, on the 

other hand, seemed happy with making a habit of empty sex. 

"Explain the message you sent me." My voice sounded strained. It took every ounce of my 

willpower not to leap across the desk, grab my dad by the neck, and shake it out of him. 

My dad observed me coolly for a moment. "You really care about her." 

I said nothing. 

"Are you still together?" 

I couldn't believe he would ask that. "You expect her to take me back after your little chat with 

her?" 

The only way I'd coped the past month was by putting what had happened out of my mind as 

much as I could, staying busy, not giving myself time to hurt. Now, bitterness filled my heart.  

I would have told Sloane about my deception myself, but I would have let her know how sorry I 

was and pleaded for her forgiveness. My dad must have dropped the bombshell in the most callous way 

possible to incite her to anger. I'd vowed never to speak to him again. What he'd done had caused Sloane 

to abort our child. Looking at him now, the pain was too much. I looked away from him. Tears stung my 

eyes, but I bit them back. My dad thought I was weak, always said I 'felt things too much'. He'd just laugh 

in my face if I tried to make him understand how badly what he'd done had hurt me. He didn't care about 

anyone but himself. 

"She's been calling me, trying to book an appointment with me." 

I looked at my dad. "Sloane?" 

"Yes." 

"Why?" 

"I was hoping you would know. Josie has asked her, but she won't speak to Josie. She wants to 

see me." 

That was strange. 

Just then, the door to the room banged open. 

"I will have to call security to remove you from the premises," Josie yelled trying to restrain a 

woman from entering the room. "Intruder!" 



Something inside me lurched as my gaze landed on the intruder. 

Sloane! 

There was a mini explosion in my heart at the sight of her. I hadn't seen her since that day outside 

JFK, when I told her that I still loved her, and she walked away. I could easily have arranged to run into 

her 'by accident' on campus, but I'd avoided the parts of the campus where she had classes. Seeing her 

would hurt. 

Pain twisted in my heart as I watched her walk through the door, her gaze on my dad. She wore 

her long, dark hair loose. Her skinny jeans showed off her slim figure. Her eyes were livid. 

She cast me a look, her gaze lingering on me momentarily. From the slight widening of her eyes 

it was obvious she hadn't expected to see me. Her gaze returned to my dad. "Where's my mom?" 

My dad smiled pleasantly. "I wonder who is going to break into my office next. Maybe it'll be 

James Bond." 

Was that supposed to be a joke? 

"Should I call security?" Josie asked. 

My dad shook his head. "No." He was still smiling at Sloane, looking her over from head to toe 

with this sickening appreciation in his eyes. 

Sloane must have noticed how he was looking at her because she stiffened. "Do you know where 

my mom is?" she snapped. 

"Excuse us, Josie," my dad said, his gaze not leaving Sloane. 

Josie left the room, shutting the door quietly behind her. 

"I haven't seen your mom since my birthday party," my dad told Sloane. "Why?" 

Sloane was quiet. She was staring hard at my dad, as though trying to gage his sincerity. "Have 

you spoken to her?" she asked. "On the phone, or by email, or anything?" 

"She has tried to contact me a few times." My dad smiled. "I have not responded." 

Sloane glared at him, but there was also a hint of embarrassment in her eyes like she couldn't 

believe her mom was being blown off. She swallowed. Nodded. Turned towards the door. "I'm sorry for 

breaking into your office." 

I watched her walk out. My heart was hammering. Should I go after her? 

I desperately wanted to, but she'd barely spared me a glance. What if she cut me dead? 

If I don't, I'll regret it later. I would torment myself with thoughts about what her reaction would 

have been if I'd just gone after her. Who knew? Maybe she was in a better place now. Maybe she was 

more open to the idea of starting over. I'd never know if I didn't go. 

My dad shook his head as I headed for the door. 

Outside the room, only Josie was in the mini-reception area, sitting at the desk, looking sour. The 



floor numbers beside the elevator indicated that the elevator was already on the first floor. I had to hurry 

if I wanted to catch Sloane. 

I took the stairs. 

When I got to the main reception on the first floor, I scanned the area. No Sloane. I dashed 

outside, and looked up and down the street. I spotted her entering a coffee shop down the road. 

I decided not to run down the street like a mad man. Instead, I walked, trying to calm myself as I 

went. I weaved my way through the sidewalk traffic, wondering what to say to her? Should I tell her how 

I felt? Probably not. I should just say hi. She'd asked if my dad had seen her mom. Maybe there was 

something going on with her mom. 

I entered the coffee shop. Sloane was sitting at a table for two in a discreet corner, tapping on her 

cell phone. 

My heart rate kicked up a notch as I made my way over to her. The slump in her shoulders, and 

the strain on her face made my heart ache for her. She didn't look like she was doing too good. 

Her attention was focused on her cell phone. Her head snapped up when I dropped into the seat 

opposite her. Her eyes widened slightly. I caught the intense pain that brimmed in her eyes for a brief 

moment before she managed to rearrange her features into an impassive mask. She was still hurting. 

So was I. 

The table was so small that our knees bumped as I scooted the chair closer to the table. "Sorry," I 

said quickly. 

She didn't reply. 

I smiled. "Hey." 

"Hey, yourself." 

Her tone wasn't warm, but neither was it outright cold. 

She licked her lips and looked towards the door, as if she was contemplating making a run for it. 

My gaze dropped to her lips. Memories of kissing her flooded my mind. 

She reached for her purse. It looked like she was going to leave. 

"How've you been?" I asked quickly. 

She smiled brightly, but I knew it was fake. "I've been great. You?" 

"I could be better." 

She cast a quick glance towards the door again and her hair flitted around her shoulders. She 

shouldered her purse. "Uh, I have to—" 

"I miss you." 

I didn't know why I said it, why I laid myself out like that. I guess I just didn't want her running 

off. 



The words made her freeze. Her gaze clung to mine for a moment before she looked away. 

I didn't expect her to return the sentiment, but it still hurt when she didn't. 

"And I'm so sorry for what I did," I told her. There was too much feeling in my voice, but there 

was not a thing I could do about it. I loved her. And I wanted her back. "I was going to tell you but my 

dad got there first." 

Sloane's mask slipped away and pain flashed in her eyes. She stared down at the table, biting her 

lip. 

My gaze lowered to her lips again. For a split second, I contemplated leaning forward and kissing 

her, but I knew that would probably be counterproductive. 

"I'm really sorry I hurt you," I continued. "I used you, plain and simple, and that was horrible of 

me. But I want you to know that I did love you." And I still do, I added silently. "Every kiss was from my 

heart. Every 'I love you' was for real. I—" 

"Why are you saying this?" Sloane cut in. The mask was back in place, and her eyes were hard. 

"It doesn't matter anymore." 

I watched her eyes, held her gaze. She looked away first. "It matters to me," I told her. 

Sloane frowned slightly. 

I took a deep breath. Maybe it was the hangover, or maybe it was the fact that I hadn't eaten all 

day and felt slightly woozy, but I couldn't hold back the words that tumbled from my mouth next. "I, uh, 

love you, Sloane." My voice cracked, and all of a sudden my eyes were stinging. "Seeing you again is...so 

good. You take my breath away, Sloane. We can work things out." 

Sloane jumped to her feet, and her hair fell forward concealing her face. But not before I saw the 

sheen of tears in her eyes. 

Before I could say anything further, she was hurrying towards the door. I was torn between going 

after her, and letting her go. 

The bell jingled as she pushed through the door. I sighed. Why was she so stubborn? I was 

willing to forgive her for having an abortion behind my back. Why couldn't she forgive me for what I'd 

done? 

Maybe I just needed to wait. I wasn't sure what my dad was planning to do with the information 

about Sloane's mom's product. If Sloane and I got back together, and then my dad did something terrible, 

like leak the product information to the media, that would cause a rift between us. Maybe I needed to wait 

until after the product launch and then try again. 

My head was pounding with more intensity as I waved a barista over and ordered a black coffee. 

I'd thought I felt terrible before? Now I felt even worse. Seeing Sloane again had been so good. But so 

bad for my peace of mind. 



I avoided the funny looks I was getting from people at tables around me, just because I'd just been 

dismissed by Sloane. 

My cell phone rang. I snatched my phone out of my pocket to check who was calling. My heart 

skipped a beat when I saw that it was Aunt Shay. 

I answered immediately. "Hey, Aunt Shay." 

"Hi, Marshal." 

Apprehension twisted in my gut, but I stuffed it down. Why did I always expect bad news 

whenever she called me? It might be good news. "Is Christy okay? I'm coming to see her in a few hours." 

Aunt Shay sighed heavily down the phone. 

My apprehension intensified. 

"The doctors have just confirmed that her body is rejecting the new pancreas." 

I closed my eyes. There were some things in life I would never understand. One of them was why 

bad things happened to good people, while horrible people seemed to waltz through life unscathed. 

Christy was so young and so sweet. She didn't deserve all this suffering. My dad, on the other 

hand, was selfish and, I daresay, evil. But he was in perfect health. He had all the strength and vitality to 

live the immoral, corrupt life he led: bedding married women, gambling, flaunting his wealth and using it 

to get his own way. 

God, why is this happening? We thought Christy was out of the woods. 

"What do they recommend?" I asked Aunt Shay. 

"They've recommended nothing yet. I just thought I should let you know." 

I raked a hand through my hair, not knowing what to say. 

Aunt Shay sighed heavily. "I guess I'll see you in a few hours." 

"Yeah." 

After we hung up, I stared unseeingly through the window beside me. 

God, this is why I'm mad at You. 

A knot formed in my chest. My belly began to churn. 

Why do You let bad things happen to good people? 
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