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genres and authors, from classics, like War and Peace, to modern-day romances. Her latest passion
is writing.
As a resident of South Florida, she finds inspiration in the fast-paced, urban lifestyle, proximity to
the ocean, and the year-round warm weather.
Her days are filled with reading, writing, and caring for her family—two children, and a husband,
who also happens to be her biggest supporter and best friend.
Contact the Author

Dedication
To my One.
Thank you for believing in me and encouraging me to take this journey.
One
The night is approaching, but I find myself restless and energized. Picking up my laptop, I go
through recent emails and check the statuses of current deals in progress. My assistant and I have
a system of keeping each other in the loop by constantly updating file notes. Now this efficiency
pays off greatly. After several hours, I’m completely on top of things and have sent dozens of
comments for Kelly to address in the morning before I’ll get to the office. I hate loose ends. Even
more, I hate to look unprofessional. Should I walk out tomorrow and never step foot in the office
again, my clients will not have to deal with the consequences. Most of the deals were practically
done anyway, before I took three weeks off—just finishing touches still left to address.
By midnight I’m officially out of useful things to do, yet sleep is the last thing on my mind. I'm
agitated and nervous about tomorrow’s meeting. Something tells me it’s going to be one giant
period at the close of an important chapter in my life.
After just a short time in Miami, in Alex’s company, or maybe just being free on my own, I’m not so
bothered by disappointing my father, or my mother, who has not called me all this time. It dawns
on me how strange this might sound to anyone outside our family. It doesn’t surprise me. I’m
starting to be able to see my situation from the outside too, whereas before, I was so busy running
in the wheel like the proverbial hamster, I saw nothing around me, just a short distance in front.
I am so mad. Mad at everyone. My parents, Matthew, Alex, finally myself.
I need to figure out what to do with my life. Things can’t go back to the way they were. I’m
definitely not going back to Matthew. I’m not going back to work for my father, as I used to. I
would love for him to see the potential in me, let me expand to Miami, direct things the way I see
fit. I have a track record of successful and profitable decisions that pulled the company from the
edge in the hardest times. He has a hard time recognizing this. The odds are against me, but
nevertheless, I’m not going back.
Another item on my agenda for tomorrow is packing up my things and ordering movers to take
everything to storage. I should have done it before going to Miami. I’ll take my personal items
only, and he can keep the rest. I want no reminder of that chapter of my life.
Finally, I’m not sure what to do with Alex. That decision will have to be made later. I am not
finalizing anything now. I’ll shield my heart until I feel safe enough to expose it again.
Before learning to trust Alex, I have to learn to trust myself, reunite with the long-lost me and get
to know her better.
With that in mind, I check the clock again. One in the morning. My stomach grumbles and I head
to the kitchen. Should I have a late-night dinner or an early-morning breakfast? Decisions,
decisions! A quick inspection of my fridge reveals some leftovers that do not look appetizing
anymore, random fruits, cheese, and wine. Nothing to call breakfast. Cheese, wine, grapes,
berries, and apples. Sounds excellent!

I lose myself in getting everything out, washed, sliced, and served. I’m a perfectionist and damn
proud of it. Grabbing a bottle from the fridge, cork opener, long-stemmed glass, and my perfectly
prepared platter, I step towards the balcony. It’s become my favorite spot in the whole condo.
The breeze is cooler tonight, carrying less humidity and more freshness. Fall is in the air, Miami
style.
The bottle opens with a pop, breaking a silence that until then had only been interrupted by the
sound of the incoming tide. The wine tastes divine in my mouth. It’s white and crisp, Californian
chardonnay. I take a few large gulps and immediately feel lightheaded. I should have eaten first.
Taking another small sip, I opt to try my beautiful, late-night creation. I almost feel bad ruining the
perfect layout.
I’m not sure if it’s hunger from a day of missed food, or the excellent wine pairing, but an hour
later the tray is empty, and so is the bottle. I, on the other hand, am very full and borderline drunk.
Nice move, Emmeline, especially before the flight and the meeting tomorrow. Scratch that, the
meeting today. I look at the clock and rush to change and call Uber. My flight is at 5:25 and it’s
already 3:30.
I am out of the condo and catching a ride to the airport in no time. The security line is rather short,
confirming there are very few crazies who fly at this ridiculous hour. Stopping for water right by
the gate, I make it just in time for boarding.
My blood must still have a good amount of alcohol in it, since I feel rather calm and unintimidated
by the approaching takeoff. I make myself comfortable and relax against the seat, closing my eyes.
The next time I open them it’s because bright lights are in my eyes and the captain is announcing
we’ll be landing shortly. What in the hell is going on? Did I miss takeoff? Did I miss the whole
flight? I rub my sleepy eyes and realize this is the first anxiety-free flight I’ve ever taken. I’m too
sleepy to realize we’re descending quickly, then we are landing. I hold on to the armrests out of
habit, but am pleased to realize my heart rate hasn’t spiked. Good job, Emmeline! Wine and lack of
sleep equal pleasant flights. Who knew?
I know alcohol is supposed to make people brave, so I really hope the effects will carry over into
the boardroom today.
Entering the concourse, I search for the closest bathroom and take time to put myself together. I’m
aiming for the most professional look I can muster. Given that I’m still wildly curly, it poses quite a
challenge. Why didn’t I take care of it last night? I opt for making a tight bun in the back, wetting
my hair and sleeking it as much as possible. My makeup is darker, more conservative than what
I’ve been wearing the past week. My outfit is dark too. A charcoal, cashmere dress that nicely hugs
my curves and extends to just above the knees, completed with tight, black leather wedge boots.
It’s the least conservative outfit I’d packed for comfortable flying. I normally don’t wear things like
this to the office. When I was getting dressed, half-drunk, in a hurry to get to the airport, I refused
to put on a boring pant suit again. It was my little act of rebellion. I wanted to feel free and sexy.
I’m not even buzzed anymore, but I’m very thankful to the drunker me for making this choice. I feel
empowered. You’ve got to be a girl to understand how an outfit change can make such a huge
difference.
Once my makeup is done and everything is packed away, I step in front of a full-length mirror. The
girl staring back at me is not the same one who left this city a mere week ago; she is more alive,
self-assured and … happy.

When I smile at the reflection in the mirror, I notice the girl’s eyes smile too, lit up by energy and a
bit of mischief, as if there is a little fire in them. A small flicker that will turn into a full flame if kept
alive. I make a mental promise to myself not to let that flicker be extinguished, to keep it burning
until I’m back on my own, far away from here, where I can nourish it to life.
Two
The office is buzzing with activity as I step in. Unlike the last time, the work day is just starting. I
meet the surprised eyes of my colleagues, who aren’t expecting me in for another few weeks and
say multiple hellos. I also notice lingering looks as I make my way through the hallways and
around cubicles to my office at the back.
I wonder whether they’re just surprised I’m back so soon, or if they can see a difference in me.
Kelly is already at her desk in front of my office. She spots me as I’m rounding the corner and looks
utterly shocked.
“Good morning!” I smile again. It takes her a moment to snap out of her stupor. She smiles back
and nods a hello, still looking utterly stunned.
“Are you ok? Something wrong?” Why is she so flustered? Maybe she didn’t get to the things I
asked for last night. I hope she did. I need to go into that meeting knowing there are no loose
ends.
“I hope I didn’t overwhelm you with my notes last night. I just need those things finished while I’m
here.”
“It’s ok, of course. I am practically done. I mean … I am done.”
“Great! Thank you!” I nod in agreement. She still looks at me oddly. I give her a long look and wait
for her to gather her thoughts. This is so unlike Kelly. She’s usually put together.
“Emily, you look different. Good-different, I mean. I can’t explain, just haven’t seen you like this in
all the years we’ve worked together.”
We’ve known each other a long time. Kelly has been my assistant ever since I needed one. She’s
just a few years younger. I always felt too self-conscious to have an older person assisting me.
We’ve been a team for a while, and though I wouldn’t describe us as friends, we’re more than just
associates.
“I think finally going on vacation is good for me.” I smile and go to open the door to my office.
“Come see me when you finish whatever you’re working on now. No rush, I don’t want to interrupt
you.”
Kelly nods and silently goes back to work, although I doubt she’s doing anything, as I don’t hear
her striking keys on the keyboard. She must still be shocked.
Do I actually look that different? I mean, I do a little, but I’m almost back to my conservative self,
compared to what I looked like in Miami, with wild hair, shimmery touches of makeup, and white
clothes.
My massive desk is clean of any papers, an indication of my current vacation. An arrangement of
white roses is sitting at the corner, basking in the golden autumn sun rays filtering in through my

east-facing windows. I have the best corner office, with southeast exposure. Unless the day is
totally overcast, this place is always swimming in sunlight. I scan the flowers, but there’s no card.
“Hey Kelly, what’s up with the roses?”
“Oh, yeah, they were delivered first thing in the morning. No sender mentioned on the slip. The
delivery guy set them up there. The whole thing was packed like they shipped it across the
country.”
She sticks her head in my office, between the door and the frame. “Mmm, they smell nice.”
I walk over to the vase and smell the flowers. The scent is unreal. It’s sweet, with a hint of
raspberry—I’ve never smelled anything like it.
I gently touch the flowers with my fingertips and inhale deeper, letting the magical scent
penetrate my senses. I love roses, and I’ve been to the Chicago Botanical Garden in Glencoe too
many times to count. Their rose garden is famous, featuring the rarest varieties. These white
beauties are unlike anything I’ve seen. I wonder where they came from, and who ordered them.
Well, only a handful of people knew I would be in my office today. Between my father, Alex, and
possibly my ex, I think Alex is the likeliest candidate to spoil me with attention and surprises. A
small, secret smile lingers on my lips, and I close my eyes and inhale again. Heavenly!
As I round the desk and pull out the massive executive chair, my eyes spot another surprise. Sitting
on the soft leather is a black box, no bows attached. Now I’m definitely intrigued.
A quick inspection reveals it to be sealed solid. I turn it in my hand a few times and decide to use
the letter opener to carefully pry it open. It’s not too heavy. What could it be?
The sharp end of the letter opener works fast, and soon I’m lifting the cover. Inside, there’s a
leather organizer folder, zipped around the edges, two handles tucked into the slit openings in the
front and back.
The zipper slides around the perimeter softly and soon enough, I finally open the cover. The inside
is stuffed with a stack of papers, divided by tabs and carefully set in the three D-ring binder.
What is this? Another threat from whoever spied on me? Why would they deliver it with roses? Who
is screwing with me? My cheeks are hot, and I feel the rage starting to boil inside. There I was,
thinking the flowers were from Alex.
I make myself comfortable and start going through the paperwork. Something is off. I don’t
understand how it relates to me. It’s related to a company I’ve never heard of. The articles of
incorporation are there. I scan the page and stop to a halt when I find Matthew’s name. Why
would he open a business without telling me?
The section ends and I go to the next tab. This section is even weirder. The documents show the
same company involved in transactions for a multitude of real estate properties. Purchases, sales,
deals brokered for investor clients.
They’re organized in chronological order. A thought lingers in the back of my mind. A strange
feeling of familiarity. As I pass over several years of activity and finally make it to the current year,
it hits me!

Some of these are not random properties at all. They are anything but random. These are deals
that slipped away from me. Deals I found, and wanted to add to the company portfolio, but lost
somehow. Others are the properties I couldn’t settle for my clients. I remember being so close to
closing those deals, only to have them snatched by someone else.
I check the sale prices and rake my memory for my last offers. It seems they’re just marginally
higher than mine. Someone with access to inside information could know my final bids, which was
all it would take to marginally outbid me. Matthew had access to all my deals, and he owns these
companies. He stole my ideas and invested without actually overpaying in a meaningful way.
I’m furious as I realize he’s been playing me, steering business to his own company and making
me look bad.
I go back and look at each deal more carefully. The circumstances of each of them come back to
me slowly. I remember my father’s disappointment, Matthew’s patronizing remarks. He kept
telling me I should have him do the talking, because I’m too young and inexperienced. I felt awful.
I doubted myself each time, thinking and rethinking about where I possibly could have gone
wrong.
I’m so mad right now! How didn’t I see this? How could I be so blind? Fucking Matthew! I hate him!
I usually don’t swear, but I’m at a loss for words right now.
Then another realization hits me. The only person who could have found all this is Alex. How did he
manage to uncover the lies that have surrounded me for years in just one day? I was pitying myself
and mourning lost trust, while he was sifting my life through a fine sieve. Exactly how ‘resourceful’
is he? His reach must extend farther than I ever imagined.
Does he care about me that much? Do I mean so much more than a fling to him? Or is he doing this
because his face was in those photographs too? Didn’t he mention he can’t afford to be exposed?
I grab my head with both hands and lean onto the table with my elbows. A small pounding is
starting in my temples, growing stronger with each stroke. The stress and last night’s wine are
turning into an imminent migraine. I can’t afford to have one now. The strong ones can last a day
or two, leaving me incapacitated.
If only I can beat the onset with pills. I hastily rummage through my drawers, looking for the pills I
always keep at the office. I mess up the perfect order that exists in the depths of my desk. Finally,
with trembling fingers, I open the bottle and shake out a pill, think better of it, and shake out
another one. Downing a full bottle of water, I recline back in my chair and close my eyes. I need to
calm down and let the meds work. I still have a little time left before meeting my father.
The boiling rage inside is slowly being extinguished by the calming effect of the meds. The
pounding in my temples intensifies for a bit, then it subsides too, and I can think with more clarity.
It’s time to face the future. I slowly get up, gather the documents, zip the fateful folder, and take a
long look at my office. Today may just be the last day I call it mine. Strangely enough, I feel rather
numb at the possibility.
As I exit, Kelly is on the phone, flipping through a thick file on her desk. She looks up at me
apologetically. She never made it to see me. I wave for her to relax and mouth, it’s ok, I’ll talk to you
later.

Three
My father is already at his desk, eyes locked on the screen. My entrance is not dignified, with
neither a look nor a word of greeting.
He’s trying my patience, baiting me to lose my temper so he can step his foot down and order me
around like I’m a rebellious teenager. I won’t be baited, neither will I be ordered around. Not
today, not ever again. I’m so done with this.
I make my way in total silence, unrushed, steady steps echoing. Finally, his eyes meet mine, and I
see a hint of curiosity there. He slowly looks me up and down, then back up again.
“You look different.” I want to scream I feel different, I am different! Instead I hold his stare in utter
silence. He breaks first.
“Good morning, Emily.”
“Good morning.” I sit down without an official invitation and put the leather folder on my lap,
crossing my legs and relaxing back in the expensive leather chair. Nothing in my demeanor hints
to an insecurity. Confidence is what I’m conveying. Inside, I feel strung out.
My father senses a change, but I see he can’t grasp what it is.
“I’m assuming you’re back from your little escapade and will be here tomorrow to catch up and
start Monday with no loose ends.”
He’s not ordering me; he doesn’t even consider it could possibly be any other way.
I meet his eyes straight on.
“No, actually, I have another two weeks of vacation planned and no intention to cut it short.” His
jaw tenses and he leans back in surprise.
“Neither will we be discussing my personal life.” He’s furious now.
“Emily, I don’t think you realize the repercussions of your unwise choices. You should think a little
further ahead than a few careless weeks.”
He’s watching for my reaction, ready to unleash his authority as a father-slash-boss any minute
now. I’m furious over his patronizing tone and belittling remarks. I need to end this now, before I
lose my temper. If that happens, no one will hear a word the other is saying anymore. My father is
not the kind who listens to people yelling at him, and neither am I.
“First of all, please don’t use that tone on me. Second, I will not explain my choices to you. Third,
there are no repercussions. These photos will not see the light of day. Even if they would, I am no
longer with Matthew, so they hardly matter. Finally, and most importantly for you, Matthew is a
cheater in more ways than one. I’m not talking about him having an affair right now. Which,
strangely enough, never bothered you.”
I take a second to breathe and have to hold my hand up to stop my father from interrupting me.
“Before you say anything, please let me finish.” He stays silent but narrows his eyes at me. I’m

trying his last nerve, and he’s about to lose it.
“I have documentation confirming Matthew owns another company that he funnels business to.
The deals I lost in the past few years were closed through that company. He used his access to my
files to outbid me by pennies, got the deals, and took the business.”
I stay silent and watch for his reaction. My father extends his hand, and I give him the folder I’ve
patiently kept in my lap. He maintains a blank face, but I know him too well not to notice the small
signs of fury showing through his impassive expression. He’s mad all right, shocked even, that his
golden boy turned out the biggest mistake of his life.
Page after page is turned, and his face is darker with every passing minute.
“Where did you get this? Why now? How do I know this is true?”
I try to give out as little information as possible about Alex’s involvement. After all, he’s doing all of
this to stay in the shade, rather than play a starring role in the drama.
“I got rather mad about being followed and did some digging myself.” I lie through my teeth and
know my father is not buying it.
“Who is the man in the photos?” He is no-nonsense, straight-to-business, as usual. Not that it’ll
make me talk.
“Not someone you need to worry about right now.”
“I will decide for myself who I will and will not worry about!” He’s screaming at me now, having
finally dropped his cool exterior.
“Do not raise your voice at me. I’m giving you proof your dearest Matthew is a cheater and a liar
who screwed you and this company, and apparently screwed some chick while being happily
engaged to me too. After all this, you’re raising your voice and questioning me?” I almost scream
the last part but tame my temper.
Several minutes pass in complete silence. My father’s breathing becomes more labored. He pulls
his tie and shirt collar loose, and picks up the phone. He’s going to call someone? Now? Really? I’m
stunned.
“Larry, morning.” Larry Stern is our company attorney whose office also runs our bookkeeping and
tax return filing. He is my father’s childhood friend and by far his most trusted person.
“I need you to do something for me. Now. Restrict access to everything, I mean all of it: database,
email, accounts for both Matthew and Emily. I want them completely out until I sort through this
thing. Also, send someone over now, I have papers I need you to review. Yes, this is urgent. And
Larry, call tech support, accounting, whoever you need to. Thank you! Get on this.”
He hangs up, and I’m utterly stunned.
“Why would you do that? Do you not have any trust in me?”
“Not at the moment, no. You’re different, defiant, and hiding something, holding back
information.”

“I told you everything you need to know to make the right choice. The problem is, you’ve never
trusted me. You would rather find proof Matthew is innocent than admit I was right for once.”
He grasps his heart and tries to inhale a deep breath, but looks like a fish out of water. Fuck, he’s
having a heart attack.
I grab the phone he was just using and dial 911. Then I run to his side, untie his tie, and open the
top buttons on his shirt. He’s slumped against the back of the chair.
“Stephanie! Stephanie!” I scream, and his secretary runs in, frightened.
“Go out front, I just called the ambulance, lead them in here.” As I finish, a siren wails outside,
growing louder by the second. The station is luckily right around the corner from us. They’ll be
here any minute now. One look at my father, and I am paralyzed by fear. What if they’re too late?
What if? What if I killed him with my bad news and defiant attitude? What have I done?
I stand there holding his hand and it feels so foreign to me. When did I hold his hand last? It must
have been years ago.
His breath is labored, sweat misting his forehead. I try to catch his eyes, make a connection. An
apology is on the tip of my tongue. He pulls his hand from mine and turns his face away. Hurt
washes over me.
Uniformed men burst into the office and I step aside, giving room for the paramedics to work. I
stand by the window, seeing my father, this powerful man capable of inflicting anxiety and
insecurity with just one look, in a completely different light. He is vulnerable. One of the guys turns
to me.
“He’s stable. Are you…?” He pauses mid-sentence.
“His daughter.” I answer quickly.
“We’re taking him to the hospital. You can follow in your car.”
I’m nodding in a daze. Yes, I should follow. I should call my mom too. I turn to the door to get my
car, then go back and collect the folder from the desk. I need to get it to Larry.
“You’re going to the Northwestern, right?” One of the paramedics nods as they roll my father out
of the office on the stretcher.
I follow the small procession. People stare and peek from all over the office, yet everyone is silent.
Even in his weakest state my father holds everyone’s reigns. Grabbing my coat and purse, I exit the
building, only to realize I don’t have my car.
I hail the nearest cab and head straight to ER. I call Larry first, hating the idea he might assume I
purposely took the documents. My father did tell him to block my access too. I dial his cell to
bypass hold times. He picks up after the first ring.
“Good morning, Emily!” He sounds casual, as if nothing is wrong.
“Larry, I was there when you just talked to my father. I have the documents for you; I didn’t want
to leave them behind in the office. I’m heading to Northwestern ER, father had a heart attack, I
think.”

“Emily, is he ok? What happened between you two? What’s going on? What’s with Matthew? He
just called me, furious as hell and completely unaware of what’s going on. He’s out of town and
couldn’t log into the database.”
I laugh inwardly at Matthew. Good thing all my bases were covered last night. I have not a care in
the world about the deals I was working on. I guess Matthew is panicking. Good thing he’s out of
town. I can make a quick run to pack my personal things, then I never have to go back to that place
and face him ever again.
“Emily, are you there?”
“Oh yes, just lost in thought. I have the documents, I won’t tell you what’s there, I’ll just let you see
for yourself and you can verify everything. Father did not trust me, as usual, and overreacted. Can
your assistant meet me in the hospital instead of the office?”
“Of course, I’ll send Karla, she has your cell number. I’ll tell her to get in touch with you. Call me
when you know more about his condition. And please, don’t take my following your dad’s orders
personally. You know he’s my good friend, but I love you kid. I have a feeling he’s underestimated
you again.”
“No worries, Larry! I totally get it. No hard feelings! I’m going to run now, I’m here already. I’ll call
you later.”
“You do that.”
I hang up, throw ten bucks to the driver, and fly out of the car. Inside, I get the run around.
Apparently, he was just brought in, so I need to wait. Then I get directed to a waiting room, then
another one. My cell has practically no reception. I try to text Karla but it’s useless. I decide to
make a quick run outside. The hospital hallways are like a labyrinth, turn after turn, I almost get
lost, making several wrong ones, backtracking my steps and finding the path I came from. The
distinct hospital smell invades my senses and clings to my nose. I spot a restroom around the
corner and head there.
As I’m gingerly pushing open the bathroom door to make sure it’s empty, a man shows up too
close behind me, and it seems he intends to follow me inside. I back out from the door and am met
by a mountain of a man towering over me. He reaches for me, but someone calls out from behind
and he has no choice but to withdraw. I’m shaking with fear as he shoots me a dangerous glare
and makes a quick escape, followed by the man who called out. I clasp the folder to my chest and
try to calm down the tremor in my body. Fuck, he was here for the docs. It’s no coincidence. Then
who’s the other guy? I see his retreating form and something looks familiar. What’s going on? I
step into the bathroom and lock the door. Leaning against it, I catch my frightened face in the
mirror. I look absolutely terrified.
Something bad is going on here, and I’m caught right in the middle of it. What if they go after
Karla too? I can’t risk losing the documents. I realize these are not the originals, but where am I
going to get another copy?
I open an app on my phone and start making copies of every page. Then I package them into one
attachment and email it to Larry. The message sits in the outbox, since there’s still no signal here,
but I know it’ll send on its own as soon as I get outside. *
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See Me - Detective D.D. Warren, FBI Profiler Series - Migrationsverket Ã¤r den
myndighet som prÃ¶var ansÃ¶kningar frÃ¥n personer som vill bosÃ¤tta sig i Sverige,
komma pÃ¥ besÃ¶k, sÃ¶ka skydd undan easyJet.com - Meet Me at the Museum is
one of my favorite books of all time (Maureen R). I liked it immensely (Marci G). I
recommend it to those who are willing to read at a
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